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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 



/^^Affilanes, General of Czndy . 



Antir.pus, Son to Caffilanes, and his Competitor. 
Fernando, a Venetian Captain^ Servant to Annophcl. 
Philander, Prince of Cyprus, pajftonately in Love with 

lirota. 
Gonzalo, an ambitious Politick Lord of Venice. 
Gafpero, Secretary of State. 
Mclitus, a Gentleman of Candy. 
Arcanes, a noble Soldier^ Friend to Caflilancs. 
Decius, Friend to Antinous. 
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Paolo Michael, a Venetian Jmbaffador. 

Mochingo, an ignorant Servant to Erota* 

Gentlemen. 

Soldiers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Erota, a Princefs^ imperious j and of an overuneaning 

Miauty^ 
AnnopheJ, Daughter to Caffilanes, 
Hyparcha, Attendant on the Princefs Erota. 
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A C T I. S C t N £: I. 



Enter Gafpefo, and Melhas; 



M 



E L I T U S; 




I R, you're the very Friend I wifliV id nwtt 

with, 
1 1 have a Urge Difcoofft invites yoof Ear 
I To be an Auditor. 

Gaf. And what conecms h ? [XowS 

Ml. The fadly thriving Progrefe- 6f the 
between my ixrd, the Prince, and that great Ijtdyi 
Whofc Infolence, and never-yct-riattih'd Pride, 
Can by no Charaftef be well eXpreft, 
But in her only Name, the proiid Ertta. 

Gaf. Alas, Meiitus, I (hould guefs the beft 
Succefs your Prince could find froift her, to W 
As harlh as the Event dOth prove: Bi* now 
*Tis TiOX. a tiine to pity paflionaCe G^i^^' 
When a whole Kingdom in a maiuittr ties 
Upon its Death-bed bleeding. 
Mti. Who can cell 
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Whether 



7^5 Laws of .CandjTi 



Whether or no (i) thefc many Plagues at once 
Hang over this unhappy Land for her fake. 
That is a Monfter in it ? 

Giff. Here's the mifcry 
Of having a Child our Prince 5 elfe I prefumc 
The bold Venetians had not dar'd t' attempt 
So bloody an Invafion. 

Mel. .Yet I wonder 
Why (Matter Secretary) ftifl the Senate 
So almoft fuperftitioufly adores 
Gonzaloy the Fenetian Lord, confidering. 
The outrage of his Countrymen——— 

Gaf. The Senate . 
Is wife, and therein juft ; for this Gonzaby 
Upon a Maffacre performed at Sea 
By th* Admiral of Venice^ on a Merchant 
Of Candy ^ when the Caufe was to be heard 
Before the Senate there, in open Court 
PfofefTed, that the cruelty the Admiral 
Had lhcw*d, dcferv'd not only Fine, but Dteath 1 
For Candy then and Venice were at Peace : 
Since when upon a motion in the Senate, 
For Cbnqueft of our Land, 'tis known for certain^ 
That only this Gonzalo dar'd t* oppofe it. 
His Reafon was, becaufe it too much favoured 
Of lawlefs and^unjuft Ambition. 
The Wars were fcarce begun, but he, in fear 
Of quarrels 'gainft his Life, fled from his Country^ 
And hither came, where, to confirm his Truth, 
I know, MelifuSf he out of his own (tore. 
Hath monied CaJJilane the General 

Mel. -What, without other Pledge than Caffilane't 
Bare Promift of Repayment ? • 

Gaf. Nb, it may be 
He has fome (2) petty Lordfhip to retire to ; 
But thus he hath done ; now 'tis fit, Melitusj 

( i)«— /^^ Piagues at once] Many, which is neceffary to the Mca- 
ftire and an improvement of the SeDfe^ is reflored from the firft Polio. 

(2) —pretty Lw/jiJ/^— — -J Corrcfted by us aU, and confimM 
by the old Folia 

The 
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Jlie Laws of Candyi! ' 5 

The Senate fhould be thankful, otherwife 
They fhould annihilate one of thofe Laws 
For which this Kingdom is throughout the World 
(3) UnfoUow'd and admir'd. 

Mel What Laws are thofe. Sir ? 
Lee me fo much importune you. 

Ga/. Yotf fhall. 
And they be worth your Knowledge : Briefly thus : 
Whoe'er he be that can dcte6t apparently 
Aqother of Ingratitude, for any 
Received Benefit, the Plaintiff may 
Require th* Ofiender's Life : unlefs he pleaie 
Freely and willingly to grant Remiffion. 

Mel. By which ftridt Law, the Senate is in danger. 
Should they neglc6t OonzaRf f 

Gaf. Right, the Law 
Permits a like Equality to Aliens, 
As to a home-bred Patriot. 

Mel. Pray, Sir, the other ? 

Gaf. Know, Mclitus^ 
The elder Cretans flourifli'd many Years^ 
In War, in Peace unparalleled, and they 
(To fpiir beroick Spirits on to Virtue) 
Enad^ed that what man foe^er he wete^ 
Did nobleft in the Field againft his Enemy,' 
So by the general Voice approved, and known. 
Might, at his home-return, make his dema^nd 
For Satisfa(5):ion^ and Rewarc|. 

Mel. They are 
^oth famous Laws indeed. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. Matter Secretary, 
The Senate is about to fit, and cravp 
Your Prefence. 

Qaf. What, fo fuddcnly ? 

(3) UnfoUow*d a»^ admired.'] Mr, fhtobald f3iVLtt% to itad un^ 
filkvSd^ which is certunly an Improvcountj tho* not a nece&ry 

on;. 



(5 ^ Jie Laws of GandjTt 

Mtjf. Thefe Letters 
Will fhew the caufcs whjr. 

Gaf. Hcav'n, thou art great. 
And worthy to be thank'd! 

-Mel. Your Countenance, Sir, 
Doth promifc fome good Tidings. 

Gaf. O the beft 
And h^ppieft for this Land that e'er >^s told! 
AH the Venetian Forces are defeated, 

Mel. How, Sir? 

Gaf. And what doth add fome delight more, there is 
Amongft the Soldiers a Contention 
Who fhall be the Triumpher, and it ftands 
Doubtful between a Father and his Son,, 
Old Caffilane^ and young Antinous., 

Mel. Why may not both demand it? 

Gaf. The Law denies it. 
But where the Soldiers do not all confent. 
The Parties in Contention are refer'd 
To plead before the Senate ; and from theno 
Upon an open Audience to be judgl^d 
The Chief, and then to make Demands. 

Mel. You ravifh me witfi Wonder and Delight. 

Gaf Come \ as we walk, I ftia^U more fully inform you. 

S C E N E n. 

l^nter CaiTilanes, Arcanes, Antinous, ani. Deeius, 

Caf Admit no Soldier near us. till the SenaCf 
pave took their Places. 

Arc. YouVe obey'd, my Lord, 

Ant. Decius^ fall off, 

Dec. I fliall 

Caf Give leave, Arcams: 
Young Man, come nearer to me 2 Who am 1 ? 

Ant. It were a Sin againft the Piety 
Of filial Duty, if I ftiould foiigpt 
Tbg D^bt I owQ my Father on. my ICn?e: 

Yoqr 
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Your Pteaftrtt ? 

Caf. What, fo Idi* ? Cahft thou find Jbint^, 
Yet be an Elephant ? Antinotts^ rife ; 
Thou wilt belie Opinion, and rebate 
Th* Ambition of thy Gallantry, that they 
"^hofc confidence thou haft bewitched, (hould fee 
Their little Grod of War kneel to his Father, 
Though in my Hand I did grafp Thunder. 

Ant. Sir, 
For pr6df that I acknowledge you the Author 
Of giving ine itiy fiirth, 1 have difcharg'd 
A part of my Obedlfcnce. But if now 
You fhould (is crtiel Fathefs Ao) proclaim 
Your Right, and Tyrant-like ufurp the Glory 
Of my peculiar Honours, not derived 
(4) Nor fucceflary, but purchased with my Blood ; 
Then I muft ftand i^rft Champion for my fclf 
Againft all Interi^tifers. 

Caf. Boldly urg'd. 
And proudly ; I could Jove thee, did not Anger 
Coiifult with juft DilHaih, in open Language 
To caJI thee moft Ungrateful. But fay freely. 
Wilt thou refign the Flatteries whereon 
The reeling Pillars of a popular Breath 
Have rais'd thy Giant-like Conceit, to add 
AfufFrageto thy Father's Merit? Speak. - 

Ant' Sir J hear tnt : Were th6fe not a Chronicle 
Well pen*d by all their Tongues, who Can report 
What they have fcen you do j or had you not 
Beft in your own Performance writ your felf. 
And been your own Text, 1 would under^k? 

(4) • 1 —-^ Hbi derinj^d 

Vtom fuccejfafy, ] Mr. Theobald hai two Conje^ure^ fir (I 

with a Q^cry, From Succeffhrs, but tha he feems jallly to have rejedled ; 
for in much frefher Ink is written. From Ancejiry, negled\ing the 
Trace of the Letters for the Sake of the Senfe. I think my Con- 
je^ure, which changes only a Particle to one not very unlike it, gives 
Che S^nle more ^afily, and was moft probably the Origina 1 

A 4 Alone, 



8 The Ldfws of Candy; 

Alone, (5) without the help of Arty tocharafter^ 

But only to recount your Deeds in Arms^ 

And you fhould ever then be im*d a Prefidenc 

Of living Viftory: But as you arc 

Great, and well worthy to be ftiled Gres^t, 

It would betray a poverty of Spirit 

In me t* oiDftrudfc my Fortunes, or peic^nt) 

If I fhould Coward like furrender up 

Th* Int'rcft, which th* Inheritance of your Virtue 

And mine own thrifty Fa|r, can claim in Honour;. 

My Lord, bfall the mafsof Fame, which any 

That wears a Sword, and hath but feen me fight^ 

Give$ me, I ^ill not ihare, nor yield one jot^ 

One tittle. ' 

Caf Not to me ? 

Ant. ypq arp ojy Father, 
Yet not to you. 

Caf. Ambitious Boy, how dar'ft thot| 
To tell me, that thou wilt contend ? 

JnirH^dl 
Ifeen (lot&ful^ and npt follpwM you in all 
The flreights of Death, you might have juftly theti 
Reputed me a Baftard ; 'Tis a Cruelty, 
plort than to murther Innocents, to take 
The Life of my yet Infant-honour from me. 

Caf, Antinousy look qpon this badge of Agc» 
Thy Father's grcy-hair'd J^d : Full fifty Years^ 
(And niqrs tbaq half of this, c*cr thop wert bom) 
I have been i^ho\(^n a Soldier, in which time 
I found no differcnpe !twjxt yi^r and Peace, 
For War [was Peace to me, and Peace was War^ 
^nlinousy mark me well) there hath not liv'd 
•f'hcfe fifty Years a Man whom Crefe prcfcr*d 
^fore thy Father ; let me boldly boaft. 
Thy Father, bpth for Pifcipline ^d AAion 

(5) Without tbi help of Art, Or Char^ffer,} If this I)ege|iaifie, 
the Word Char'a^er maft fignify the fame with Rhetorick or Oratory, 
but as the Change of the Particle will turn it to a Verb and render it 
applicable to the Context in it6 afual Acceptation^ I have ventured to 

in^thie Change. 
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Hath fo Ioi% been the firft of all his Nation % 
Now» canft thou think it honeft, charitablct 
Nay human, being fb young, my Son, my Child, 
B^t, bred) taught by me, by me thy Father, 
{6) For one day's Service, and that one thy firft| 
To rob me of a Glory which I fought for 
A half of hundred Years ? 

jtfit. My Cafe obfervefi 
Both Equity and Prefidents i for. Sir, 
I'hat very Day whereon you got your Fame, 
ifou took it from fome bther, who was then 
Chief in repute, as you are now, and had been 
Perhaps as many Years deferving that 
yrhich you gain*d in a pay, as I have mine. 

Caf. But he was not my Father then, Antinous \ 
Thou leav'ft out that. 

Ant. Sir, had he been your Father, 
He had been then Immortal ; for a Father 
Heightens his Reputation where his Son 
Inherits it, as when you give u) Life^ 
Your Life is not diminifh'd, but renewed 
In us when you are dead, and we are ftill 
Your living Images. 

Caf. So be thou cursfd 
In thy Pofterity, as I in thee^ 
Difhonourable Boy \ O fhall that Sun, 
Which not a Year yet fince beheld me mounted 
Upon a fiery Steed, waving my Sword, 
And teaching this young Man to manage Arms, 
That was a raw, frefh Novice in the Feats 
Of Chivalry, (hall that fame Sun be witneis 
Againft this Brat pf his Ingratitude? 
Who, to eclipfe the Light of my Kenowni 
Can no way hope to get a noble Name, 

(6) For om iivfs Serbia, and that oi| tlyfirfiy ] The Reading t 
liave put ia .the Text was one of thofe Emendations which I lent 
Mr. ^beohaldys^^ before his Death> i^nd believe he h^d prevented me, 
for it is in his Nforgin with an L, T. the Mark he ffpemM to have di- 
^ngoiihfid his favf^uritc^ Corre^ns by. Atfr. Symf/ojf bsis £noe fent 
aie the fame. 

M 
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But by the treading on his F^ther^s Gitatnefi ; 
Thou wilt not yield ? 

Ent$r Arcancs. 

jtnt. My Life, but not the Prize 
My Sword hath purchafed. 

Arc. Th' Senate, my Lord, 
Are here at hand, and all the Soldiers 
Begin to throng about them. 

Caf. Now, Jrcanesy 
The • 

Arc. What, Sir ? 

Caf. Trifles will affront us ; that 
Fine fighting Stripling. 

Arc. Let him have the (hame on't i 
'Pleafe you withdraw on this fide. 

Caf. My great Heart 
Was never quail'-d before. 
?• Dec. My Lord, beconfident^ 
Let not your Father daunt you. 

Ant. Deciusy whither 
Muft I withdraw ? 

Dec. On this fide.— —Sec, theSoldierl 
Attend your pleafure Courage, Sir 5 the Senate. 

Caf. Way for the Senate. 

Enter Porphycio, Poflenne, three Senators^ Gonzalo, 

Gafpero, and Soldiers. 

My good Lords I know not 

What tax of Arrogance I may mcur. 

Should I prefume, though courted by your Favours, 

To take a place amoingft you ; I had raPther 

(7) Give proof of my un&ign'd Humility 

By this, though mean, yet more becoming place. 

Than run the hazard of a doubtful Cenfure. 

{7) Ginfefr99f of my unfiigt^i Humility 
By Force, though mtan^ yot more becoming place^ ] To give proof 
of an unfeigiiM Hamility by Force ^ is an Eitpreffion evidently abfard, 
and I have ventured to fubfUtuce the Word whi<;h the Context requires 

• i^ft^^d 
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Pof. My Lord, your Wifdom is both known and try*d i 
We cannot rank you in a ndbler Friendfhip 
Than your great Service to the State defervcs* 

{%) Par. Will't pleafc you fit? 

Enter Fernando wttb Soldiers. 

Gon. What here, my Lord Porpbydo f 
It muft not be, 

Por. My Lord, you are too modeft. 

Gon. It is no feafon to be troublefomc, 
Elfc but Pve done : Your Lordfhips are obferv'd, 

Gaf. Is the Demandant ready ? 

Arc. He is ready. 

GaJ. Produce him then. 

Arc. Before this Sacred Prefence, 
I) by a general Confent, am made. 
The Soldier's Voice, and to your gracious WtfdomSt 
Prefent as chief in Arms, his Country'^ Cham{Mon» 
Caffilanes. 

Dec. Mod reverend Lords, you hear the lefler number 
Of thofe who have been Guardians to this Country^ 
Approve this Champion ;^ I, in all their Names» 
Who fought for Cundy^ here preien£ before you 
The mightkft Man in Afms, Aktimus. 

inAead of Force. But it may be objefied, that Words fo totally dif- 
ferent in all their Letters as this and Force could not eadly be miftodi 
for each other, either by Tranfcriber or Printer. This, I allow,ha« 
very rarely happened , tho^ fometimes it has, as in Note the 6th in 
the Faithful ^kefkerdefs, ftMl was wrote in^eadl of goe. But in AicK 
great Changes, without the Authority of aa old Edition, Conjedare 
ought not to dictate any Emendation, unlefs it can give a probable 
Reafon for the Corruption ; and in this Caie I think there is one. 
Every Man converfant in Criticifm. knows how often marginal Com- 
m$»ts have crept into the Text. I imagine therefore that tome Perfon 
who (aw the Pride ofCe^tantSy and that his unfeignM Humility here 
wa& xeaJty a /^rr V one,^ >srote Bf Force va the Margin, which the 
Printer thinking a Corre&ion inierted in the Text. 
i^\ Por. WilTtpltafeyou, Sir? 

Gon. What's h£re^ my Z;«r<^ Porphycio ? ] The Queftion here 
had a fmall Corruption^ but fiich a» did not much injure the Senfe ; 
but the Ajifwer, by the Infertion of a Verb, was rendered quite ob- 
jure. Mr. Theobald in his Margin had reftorM: both from the old 

Speak 
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Speak Fellow Soldiers. 

SoL Antinousj Antinous. 

Gaf. Stand by, all, fave the two Competitors. 

Pof, My Lords, how much your Country owes you 
both. 
The due Reward of your defertful Glories 
Muft to Poftcrity remain : But yet 
Since, by our Lkw, one only can make claim 
To the propofed Honours which yoii both 
(It feems) have truly merited, take leave 
Freely to plead your Rights ; we (hall attend ye. 

Por. Wherein Priority of Voice is granted. 
Lord CaJJilane^ to you \ for that your rare 
And long Experience in the Courfe of War, 
As well doth challenge it, as the beft Privilejge 
Of Order and Civility, for that 
You are yourH)rave Opponent's worthy Father, 
Say, Countrymen, are you content ? 

Sol. Ay, Ay. / 

Caff. Right grave, right gracious Fathers ; how unfi( 
It is far me, that all my Life time have 
Been praSis'd in the Scnool of Blood anid Slaughter^ 
To bandy Words now in my Life's laft farewcJ, 
Your Wifdoms will confider : Were there pitchc 
Another, and another Field, like that 
Which, not yet three Efays fincc, this Arm hath ip^ter'd, 
Befeated, and made nothing, then the Man 
That had a Heart ta think he could but follow 
(For equal me (le ihould not) through the Lanes 
Of Danger and Amazement, (9) might in that, 

(9) "" ' " ■* ' migbi in that, 

7hat onfy of but foUanoiug mi, bt happy. 
Reputed nvprtby to be made my Rival^ I fhall mako nf> Change 
here, becaufe iny ObjeAion to the prefent Text is not great, efpecialTy 
as the Sentiment feems an Imitation of what Ajax uys of Vfyjfts\ 
Contention with him in 0*vid^s Mitamorfbofo. 

But xihatpy is the troe Reading, I think, the Period had better end 
there, and the next Line feems fcarce neceilary, however the Change 
of a Letter wiU I think ipake Caffilane'% Speech carfy more CoBtemp| 
pf all thofe who feemM to fide with his Son* My Conjedure is, 
' ' I ^ 1 I I. ■ migbt in tbat 
Tbat only of but following me^ be haply 
Jieputed 'w^rth t9 be madimj^iwL 
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That only of but fpllowing me, be happy, 

keputcd worthy to be made my Rival ; 

For 'tis not. Lords, unknown to thofe about mc^, 

(My Fellow Soldiers) firft, yirith what a ConfideDce 

1 led them on to fight, went on liill, and 

As if I could have been a (econd Nature, 

As well in heartening them by my Example^ 

As by my Exhortation, I gave Life 

To quicken Courage, to inflame Revenge, 

To heighten Refolution 1 in a wordf 

To out-do A&ion : It boots not to difcover, 

How that young Man, who was not fledg*d nor skilled 

In Martial play, was ev'n as ignorant 

As childifh : But I Kft not to difparage 

His Non^ability : The Signal given 

Of Battel, when our Enemies came on^ 

(Direfted more by Fury, than by Warrant * 

Of Policy and Stratagem). I met them, 

I in the Fore-front of the Armies met them ; 

I And as if this Old weather-beaten Body 
F^ad been composed of Cannon Proof, I ftood 
The Volleys of their Shot. I, I my fdf 
Was he that firft dif-rankt their Woods of Pikes: 
But when we came to handy Stroaks, as often 
As I lent BIows^ fo often I gave Wounds, 
And every Wound a Death. I may be bokl 
To juftify a Truth, this very Sword 
Of mine flew more than any twain befides : 
And, which is not the lead of all my Glory, 
When he, this young Man, Hand to Hand In fight^ 
Was by the Genend of the Fenetians^ 
And fuch as were his Retinue, unhorsed, 
I ftept between, and refcu'd him my lelf. 
Or Horfes Hoofs had trampled him to Dirt 9 
And whilft he was remounting, I maintained 
The Combate with the gallant General, 
Till having takf n Breath, he throng'd before me. 
Renewed the Fight, and with a fatal Blow, 
Stole both that Honour from me, and his Life 
From him^ whom I before myfdf alone. 
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Had more than full three quarters kill*d : A Man 

Well worthy only by this Hand t* have dy*d. 

Not by a Boy*s weak Pulh : I talk too much. 

But *tis a Fault of Age : If to bring home 

Long Peace, long Viftory , cv*n to your Capitol ; 

If to fecure your Kingdom^ Wives, and Children, 

Your Lives and Liberties j if to renown 

Your Honours through the Worid, to fix your Name^^ 

Like blazing Stars admir'd^ and fear'd by all 

That have but heard of Candy ^ or a Cretan^ 

Be to defcrve th* Approvement of my Manhood, 

Then thus much have I done : What more, ^examine 

The Annals of my Life; and then confider 

What I have been, and am. Lords I haj^v^faid; 

Gon. With Rev'rence to the Senate, is it lawfuF^ 
Without your^ Cuftom*s breach, to fay a word ? 
. Pof. Say on, my Lord Gonzale. 

Con. I have heard. 
And with no little wonder, fuch high Deeds 
Of Chivalry difcours*d, that I confefe, 
I do not think the Worthies, while they livM 
All nine, deferv^d as much Applaufe, or Memory as 
This one : But he who can do ought to gain 
The Crown of Honour from him, muft be fomewhat 
More than a Man : You tread a dang*rous Path, 
Yet I fhall hear you gladly ; for believe me. 
Thus much let me profefe, in Honour's caufe, 
I would not to my Father, nor my King, 
(My Country'^ Father) yield : If you tranfcend 
What we have heard, I can but only fay. 
That Miracles are yet in ufe. I fear 
I have offended. 

Por. You have fpoken nobly. 
Antinom ufe your Privilege, 

Ant. Princely Fathers, 
Ere I begin, one fuit I have to make, 
^Tisjuft, and honourable. 

Por. Pof. Speaks and have it. 

Ant. That you would pleafe thcSddicfS might aH ftancf 
Together by their General. 

Pof. 
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Pof. *Tis granted. 
All rail to yonder fide : Go on, jtntmaus. 

Ant. I fhall be brief and plain: All what my Fa^Mr 
(This Country'^ Pacroo) hath difcours^d, is true. 
Fellows in Arms, fpeak you : Is't true ? 

Sol. True, true. 

Ant. It follows, that the blaze of my P«*ibroB«noe 
Took light from what I iaw him do : And thus 
A City, though the Flame be much more Dreadful, 
May froni a litde Spark be kt on Fn-e ; 
Of all wh^t I have done, I fhall give Inftance 
Only in three main Proofc of my De&rt. 
Firft I fought Qut (but through how many Dangers 
My Lords judge ye) the Chief, the great Commander, 
The Head oT that huge Body, whofe proud weight 
Our Land fhrunk under, him I found and fought with. 
Fought with, and flew. Fellows in Arms, ipeak you, 
Is*t true or not ?' 

Sol. True, true. 

Ant. When he was fain. 
The Hearts of all our Adverfaries 
Began to quail, till young Firnanda^ Son 
To die laft Diukc tSVmc^^ gathered Head, 
And foon renew'd the Field ; by whofe Example 
The bold f^^^'<iir£ doubling Strength and Courage 
Had got the better of the Day ; our Men 
Suppofing that;theic Adverfaries grew 
Like Hydra^s Head, (lo) rccoyle, and *gatito flye: 
I followed them;, and what I laid, they know; 
The fum on*t is ; I called them back, new rankt them ; 
Led on, they fbUow^d^ fiirunk not till the end: 
Fellows in Arms is'l true, or no ? 

Sol. True, true;. 

4nt. La^ly, tsx Qiufc at], there was but one, 

(lo) ■ ■ rtetg^ and *ga» U Jfyt.} lit.lfheUiM 

would read ncvfVd to make both Verbs in the fame Teafe, an A<:cuh 
racy by no means neceflary, as the Change of Tenfes in the fame man« 
ner is common to all PoetSa. Latin^ Grak^ and Englijhy and is here 
rather a Beauty .thaor a Ea«k, at the A^ of their kec^iing is certify'd, 
thtir Flight b^an bat not compleat. 

The 
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The only great Exploit ; which Was to uk« 
Fernando Prifoner, and that Hand to Hand 
In fuigle Fight I did : My felf without 
The Help of an jr Arm, feve th'Arm of Heav*rtw 
Speak Soldiers, is it true^ or no? 

Sol. AntinouSj Antinoiis. 

Ant 4, Behold my Prifoner, Fathers^ 

Fer^ This one Man 
Ruin'd our Army, and hath glorify*d 
Crete in her Robes of Mightinefs and Conqueft. 

Pof. Wc need not uic long circumftance of Woixi#| 
Antinous thou art Conqueror : The Senate, 
The Soldiers, and thy Valour have pronounced it. 

AU^ Antinous^ Antinous. 

For. Make thy Demand. 

Caf. Pleafe ye, my Lords, give leavo 
That I may part, 

Pof. No^ Cajftlanty theCourf 
Should therein be difhonour*d, don*t imagintf 
Wc prize your Prefence at fo flight a Rate,- 
Demand, Antinous. 

Ant. Thus, my Lords; towitnefi 
How far I am from Arrogance, or thinking^ ' ^ 

I am more valiant, though more favoured' 
Than my moft matchlefs Father^ my Demand ht^ 
That for a lading Memory of his Name, 
His Deeds, his real, nay his royal Worth, 
You fet up in your Gapitol in Brafs 
My Father's Statue, there to ftand for ever 
A Monu ment and Trophy of bis Vi&ories^ 
\^ith this Infcription to fudceeding Ages, 
Great Caffilane, Patron, of Qmdy V Peace^^ 
Perpetual Jriumpber. For. Pof. It is panted. 
What mor« i Ant. No more. €af. How, Boy ? GWv 

Thou art In^mortal, 
fioth for thy Son-like Piety, and Beauties 
Of an unconqucrM Mind. 

Ant. My Prifoner, Lords, 
To youir more iacred Wifdoms I furrender r 
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(11) Fityou^hisRanfom ; half whereof I give 
For Largefs to the Soldiers : Th* other half 
To the crc£kion of this Monument. 

Caf.' Ambitious Villain, v , 

G?». Thou art all unimitable. 
My Lords, to work a certain^ Peace for Candy 
With Venice J ufe Fernando like a Prince ; 
His Ranfom Til disburfe, what e'er it be : 
Yet you may ftay him with you, *till Condition! 
Of Amity Ihall be concluded on: i 

Arc ye content ? 

Por. We arc, and ever reft "; 

Both Friends and Debtors to your Noblcnefs* 

Gon. Soldiers attend me in the Market-place, 
rU thither fend your Largefs. 

Sol. Antinous^ Antinous. [EcceunL 

Cdf. I have a Suit too, IiOrds. Por. Pof. Propofc it, 
^Tis yours, if fit and juft. Caf. 'Let not niy Services, 
My bieing forty Years a Drudge, a Pack-horfc , r 
To you, and to the Sjtate, be branded now 
With Ignominy ne*cr to be forgotten : 
Rear me no Monument, unlefs you mean 
To have me fam*d a Coward, and be ftamp'd fo. 

Pof. . We underftand you not. 

Caf. Proud Boy, thou doft. 
And Tyrant-like infult*fl: upon my Shame. 

Ant, Sir, Heay'n can tell, and my Int^rity, 
What I did, was but only to inforcc 
The Senate's Gratitude. I now acknowledge it. 

Caf. Obferve it Fathers, how this haughty Boy 
Grows cunning in his Envy of mine Honours : 
He knows no mention can of me be made. 
But that it ever fikewife muft be told. 
How I by him was mafter'd v and for furety 
That all fuccceding rimes may fo report it. 
He would have my Difhonour, and his Triumphs 

(11) Fit yoa his 'Ranfom ;— ] Mr. Sympfon would xtadifix, bat to 
Jit a Ranfom,' or proportion it to thfc Quality and Wealth of tlic ran- 
fonidy feems not ^0 need any Change. • 

Vol. IV. B * Ingriv'd 
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Ingrav*d in Brafe: Httitc, hfem^ proceeds the felBiOOd 

Of his infinuating Prcty. 

Thou art no Child of mine: Thte and thy Wood, 

Here in the Capitol, before tht Senate, 

I utterly renounce : So Thrift and iFate 

Confirm rtit% henceforth never fee my Face, 

Be as thou art, a Villain to thy Fath^. 

Lords, I muft clTave yout feaires : Cbtoe, cbttie, ArcAtttU 

Gon. Here's a ftrangc high^bdtt) Spirit. 

Pof. 'Tis but Heat 
Of fudden prefent Rage ; I dare affure 
jlntihous of his Favour. 

Ant. I not doubt k. 
He is both a good Man, and t gobd Father. 
I fltaH attend your Lordfliips. Pof. Do, Jlfitinous. 

iQeH. Yes : Feaft thy Triumphs with Appiaufe and 
Fleafiirei. 

Por. Pif. Lead oft. \Exeum Pkr. Cornets. 

Ant. I utterly renounce— *-—*Twas fo i 
Was't not, my Dttks. 

Dec. Pi(h, yoti ktt6wy my Ldrd, 
Old Men art Cholerick. 

Jnt. And laftly parted 
With, Never hencjmrth fee my Face : O me, 
How have I loft ft Father? Such a Father ? 
Such a one, I>ecius f I im miferaMc, 
Beyond expreflion, 

Dec. Fie, how unbecoming 
This fliews upon your day of Fame ? 

Ant. O Mifchief! 
I muft no more c6a)t near him ; that I know. 
And am affur'd on*t. 

Dec. Say y6u do not? 

Jnt. True : 
Put cafe ! do not: What is Cttndy dicn 
To loft Jntinous ? Malta^ I rcfolve 
To end my Days in thee. 

Dec. How^sthat? 

Ant. I'll try 

. All 
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All humble tefteiiHs of fteftijg recdncird j 
Which ifidcny'd, then I miV juftly fty, 
This Daj^ bfti prdV'd my WoiTft i DetiuSj tfty wo^. 
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Entef Goati^lih and Oafpero. 

Gaf. J^ O w to what you have heard j as no Man can 
•xN Better than U &ve you her Chara^er $ 

For I have been both nurs^d^ and trained up to 
. Her petulant I^umours, arid been glad to bear thdm^ 

Her Brother^ my late Mafter, did no left. 

Strong apprehenfions of her Beauty hath 

Made her believe that (he is more than Woman : 

And as there did not want thdfe Flatterers 

*Bout the World's Conqueror^ to make him think^ 

And did perfiiade hini that h^ Was a Gbd i 

So there be tho^ bilfe Flies/ that will nbt ftick 

To buz into her Ears, fhe is an Angela 

And that the Food (he feeds on hAmbrqJiai 
^m. She fliould not touch it then# 'tis Potts far2l^ 
Gaf. I may take leave to fay, (he^may as wdl 

Determine of herfelf to be a Goddefs^ 

With leflcr Flattery than he a God : • 

For (he does conquer more^ although not fartliicr^ 

Every one looks on her> dies in defpair, 

And would be glad to do it a^yally^ ^ 

To have the next Age tell how worthily^ . 

And what good Caufe he had to perifli fo : 

Her Beauty b Superlattive^ ik^ knows it^ 

And knowing it, ththkHno Man can def^fvt,^ 

fiiit bught to beriihi and to die for her : 

Many great Princes for her Lovc h^ve langui(h*(lf 

And given rtienilKIves k willing Sacrifice^ 

frond to hav6 cndfed fd : And now thdrt it 

A Prince fo madded 'in his PaitiOnSy 

B * * Thit 
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That he forgets the Royalty he was Born to. 
And deems it Happincfs to be her Slay^. 

Gon. You talk as if you meant, to wind me in. 
And make me of the number. Gaf. Sir, 
Miftake me not, the Service that I owe ye 
Shall plead for me : I tell you what fhe is, * 
What flieexpedts, and what fhe will efFcfib, . 
Unlefs you be the Miracle of Men, 
That come with purpofe to behold, and go 
Away your felf. GoH. I thank ydu, | will do it : 
But pray refolve me, how'sflie ttor'dwith Wjt ? 

Gaf As with Beauty, Infinite, 
And more to be admir'd at, than medled with. 

Gon. And walks her Tongue the fame gate with her 
Feet ? 

Oaf. (ii) Ay, much beyond : wkat her Heart thinks, 
fhe utters. 
So boldly, and fo readHy, as you'd judge 
It Penned and Studied. 

J^«/^r Erpta, Philander, Annophcl, Hyparcha, 
Mochingo, and Attendants. 

Gon. She comes, 

Gaf I muft leave you then. 
But my befl Wifhes fhMl remain with you. \^Exit. 

Gon. -Still I muft thank you. This is the moft paffionate, 
Moft pit'ful Prince, who in the Caldron of 
Afleftions, looks' as he had been Par-boyl*d. 

Pbih If lolTend with too much loving you. 
It is a fault that I muft ftill commit. 
To make your Mercy fhine the more on me. 

(12) Much beyond: nvhat e'er her Heart thinks /he utters : 

And fa baldly^- fo readily ,. as ym 'would judge "] I iiave been 
forcM to take fome unui'ual Liberties here to reflore the Meafure ; b^ut . 
the Reader, wlio compares the feveral Editions of all our Authors 
Plays, will find fo many OmiHIons and Interpolations in all of* them, , 
tho* m^re parycularly in' the lad Folio and theOdtavo, that he will 
know that no Editor can dp JuUice to them without taking fome, even, 
great Liberties^ They were certainly fometimes incoricd in their 
Meafures, but uiey' were as certainly render'd ten times more fo by 
the Carelefsnefs of their Tranfcribers andPiriliterr. ^ - 
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Rro, You are the fdf-iamc Creature you condemn. 
Or clfe you durft not follow me with hope 
That I can pity you, who am fo far 
From granting any Comfort in this kind ^ 
That you and all Men elfc fhall perilh firft :' 
I will live free and fingle, 'till [ find ^ 

Something above a Man to equal me \ 

(13) Put all your bra veil //ifr^^^i into one,v 
Your Kings and Emperors, and let him come 
In Perfon of a Man, and I fhould fcorn him : 
Mufl, and will fcorn him. 

The God of Love himfclf hath loft his Eyes ;• 
His Bow and Torch extinguilh'd, and the Poets 
That fla^e him firft a God, have loft their Fire 
Since I appeared, and from my Eyes muft ftcal it. 
This I dare fpeak ; and let me fee the Man, 
Now I have Ipoke it, that doth dare deny \ 
Nay, not believe it, 

Moc. He is mad that does not. 

Ero. Have not all Nations of the Earth heard of me ? 
Moftcometo fee nEie, and feeing me, returned 
Full of my Praifes ? Teaching their Chroniclers 
To make their Stories perfcft? for where the Name, 
Mcerly the word of fair £ro/tf ftands. 
It is a lafting Hiftory to Time, 
Begetting Admiration in the Men, 
And in my own Sex, Envy; which Glory's loft, 
When I fhall ftick my Beauty in a Cjoud, 

(14) And clearly fliine through it, 

Gon. This Woman's in the Altituc^es, and he muft be 
A good Aftfologer fhall know her Z,odiack« 

(13) Fut all your brave Heroes into one,] There can be no doubt of 
Bra*ve having been bra^eji in che Original^ and \ fo corre^ed ic with- 
out dedgning a Note. But o\erlooking lA^^ Theobald* s Mzxgia^ I^ 
find he had made the Correction and put an L. T. under it, . 

(14) And c\&2lx\y Jhine thro^ it] 1 believe moft I^eaders will thitik 
clearly a. Corruption ; a Woi:d that iignify'd the very reverfe would 
betl fait the Context, dimly is rather too far fron^ (he Trace of -the 
Jitters, barely therefore feemM to me to bid fairefl| but Mr. Symfjm 
cpnjedures v^eerly^ and perliaps he may be right. I a^i top doubiful 
tp infert either of them in the Text. 

B 3 f^iU 
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(15) PUf' Fpr any Man^ to think 
Himfelf an abl^ Surcbafer of you, 
But in the Bargain there trmk be declarM 
infinite Bounty j othcrwifc I votr^ 
By all that' s £]icce)lent ^nd Gracious rn you^ 
I would untenant every tlope lodgM in ni©. 
And yield myfelf up Lov«$^or your owir Whrty#. 

£ro. 5o yott (hall pleaft U3^. 

PJbil. O you cannot be 
So heav'nly and fo abfolme in ^ll thing$| 
And yet retain fuch cruel Tyraftny. 

Era. I* can, 1 do, I will. 

Gon. She is in her . ' 

Moods, and her Tenfes: Pli then Grammar with you. 
And make a trial how I can daclineyou: 
B*your leave, gre^t Lady. ErQ. What are you ? G$n^ 

A Man, 
A good Man, that's a weakhy^ aprbperMan, 
Ay, and a proud Man too 5 oiw that undcrftands 
Himfelf, and* knows, unlefiit be youffelF, 
No Woitian ih the Univerft d<?ferve9 hina. 
Nay, Lkdy, I muft tell you too wjthal, 
1 may mak^ doubt of that, unlefs you paint 
With better Judgnienc next Day than on this ; 
For (plain I muft be with y6u) 'tis a dt^llFucas. 

Era. Knows any one hci"^ what this Fellow h f 

Att&n. He is of Vtnm^ Madam, a great Ma^n^eoij 
And gracious with the Senate. Ero. Let him keep 
Then among them ; what makes he here ? Here's State 
!p,nough where I am : her^5 a do ■ i You, tell- him. 
If he have ought with us, kt hkn look lowr, 
And give it in Pet^tipn. . 

( I s) 5hiL Fpr any M^n to think 

Himfelf a^ able Burchaftr of.jfoii, &c.] I have fome 
dof^t )\e{itated on this PaiTage, the Seafe Would be dearer if the Erik, 
HemilUch was filVi up thuis, 

*^wcrc Arrpganccy^r any Man to think 
Himfelf an dhli Pur chafer of You ^ 5cc, 
Perhaps iii4<??d the Poets might make Philander in his Fit of Adora- 
tion u(b a iftronger Word than Arrogance^ as Her0 or Blafphemy^ but 
fci&allmeer Conjedare. 

' ' ' ^ Moc. 
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Mpc. Mighty M^^ct^ 
My Miftrcfs bid tm tfH y»u> il jrOttVe. ought. 
With her, ypu mijft logk lavVt. ^d yicW it in 
Petition. 

A&r. Yoyfoiy 
Well, Sir, take your own Courfe* 

Gon. I wiir not grace you, , 

Lady, fo much as take you by the Haiid ^ 
^t whsi} I £hiil vouch&fe to touch your Lipt 
It ihal] be throiigh your Covm a Holiiiay 
Proclaimed for fo high Favour. 

Ero. This i$ 
Some greaj^ Man^s Jefter : Sirrah, begon\ htre is 
Nq plaee to fool in. 

.Cr^;i. Where are th' Fools you talk of ? 
I do keeji'twp. 

Mfo. No queftlon of it $ for 
In your own felf you do maiotain an hundred; 

Gon. iVi^ befides t^m, I keep a noble Train, 
Statifts, and Mca of A&ion ; my Purfe is large anddsep. 
Beyond the reach of Riot to draw dry : 
Fortiioc did yie wttk Nature, tobeftow. 
When I was born, her Bounty equally : 
*Tis no^ amife you turn your Eyea from me 5 
For (hould you fUod and gaze me ki 'the Face, 
You pcrilh woiild, like Se^eU by yovt : 
In FejfkCi at this inftant there do ^ 
No lefs thaq threefcore i^adieis in their Graves, 
And in thei? Beds &tq hundred, for my Love, [bravely.; 

M&Ci Ywit lie ^ more than they v yet k becqiyies him 
Would I could walk and ulk fo: I'll mdcarour it. 

Ero. Sir, do you know mc? 

Gon. Yes, you were Sifter to the latcPrinctof C4»i|?, 
Aunt to this young one : And I in i^emce^ 
Am born a linrd \ eqisal^ to you in Fortunes, 
In Shape-^Pll fay no more, but view. 

Moc, There nreda noLmore be fiiid, were I a Woitiafi— - 
O he docs rar^liy : In Shape; I'iifay aotmorev 
But view • Wha f ould fay more, whQ bomr i 

64 Man 
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Man is no Man, nor Woman Woman is, 
Unlefs they have a Pride like one of thefc. 
How poor the Priopeof Cyprus (hews to him ?^ 
How poor another Lady unto her! 
Carriage and State makes us leefn Demi-gods, 
Humility, like Beads, Worms of the Earth. 

Enter Antinous, and Dedus. 

jint. Royal Lady, 
I kifs your Hand. Ero. I know you not. Sir. Anfio. O ! 
My noble Brother, welcome from the Wars. 
. Jnt. Dear Sifter. 

Anno. Where is my Father, that you come 
Without him ? *We have jicws of ybur Succefs. 
He has his Health, I hope ? Jnt. Yes Sifter, he has - - 
His Health, but is not well. \Annd\ How, not well then ? 
What Riddles do you utter? .: " : ^ . - . 

Ant. ril tell you more in private. GoH. Noble Sir, 
I cannot be unmindful of your Merit, 
Since I laft heard it : You are a hopeful Youth, ^^ - 
Indeed, the, Soul of C^»4?. Imuftfpcak ^ 

My Thoughts. ' » .- ' j 

Anno. The Prince of Cyprus Brother j X) good Z)irnWi 

Ant. I am his Servant. 

Phi. You are the Patron of your Country, Sir, - * 
So your unimitablfe Deeds proclaim you. 
It is no Language of my own, but all Mens. * - 

Gon. Your Enemies muft needs acknowledge it: * 
Then do not think it flattery in your Friends, 
For if thby had a Heart, they couki not want 
A Tongue Ero. is this your Brother, AnnophelT 

Anno. Yes, Madam. 

Ero% Y*r Name's Antirious? • 

Ant. I am^ . c 

Lady, that moft unfortunate Man. Ero. How ! ^ 
Unfortunate? Why, are you not the Soldier, 
The Captain of thole Captaii^s, that di4 bring 
Conqurft and ViAfry home along^with you.? 

Ant. 1 had fome fhare in it ; biit was the Jeaft 
01 the kaft worthy, Qpn. O Sir, in your Modeftj' 

.'* ' - * > - You'll 
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You'll make a double Conqueft : I was Ear-wicnefi 
When this young Man fpokeleiRr than he aded. 
And had the Soldier's voice to help him but : 

(16) But that the Law compeird him^ and his Honour 
Inforc'd him make a claim for his Reward, 

• I well pertjei ve he would havf ftood the Man 
That he does now^ buried his Worth in filencc. 

Ero. Sir, 
I hearken not to him, but look on you. 
And find more iH you than he can relate : ^ 

You (hall attend on me. 

^/7/. Madam, your Pardon. 

Ero. Deny it not. Sir, for it ' is* mor^ Honour 

(17) Than you have got i'ch* Field: ForknoW you (hall. 
Upon £r(?/^'s askingi kxvtErota. 

Ant. I may want.Anfwers, Lady^ 
But «ever want a Will to da you Icrvice.' ^ 

I came here to my Sifter to take leave^ "^ 

Having eojoin'd myfelf to Banifliment, 
For fome caufe that hereafter yoU may hear, : - 

And wifli with me \ had pot the occaAon. ' 

* ''^^ImS: T her? fhall be no odcafion to divide ijs : ■' 
Dear Madam fot my f^ke uft all your Power, ^ } 

(18) Even for the Service th^t he ought to owe, '"\',''"^ 
Muft, and docs owe to ypu, his Friends,, and Coiiiitrjf,, 

Ero. Upon your Loyaky to th* State and me, 
I do command ybu. Sir, not. depart Candy: 
Am I not your Princefs ? .' . , . 

{16) But that the La*vu compelPdhimfor his Honour^ '■ • 

1^0 inforce him make a claim for his Re-war{i^'] The La*w con^" 
felPd him to inforce him feemed fon;icwl>at abfurd; buc I was at iiiil a 
little doubtfulv whether I Ihould treat it as an evident Corruption, till 
obferving that they^r in the fecond Line ftood diredl<ly under that in t&e 
£r(l, and that every one kiiows how, frequently the Princera make fudi 
Miftakes ; I was determine to.treat it as a Miftake. . 

tjij) Than you ha*ve V tb^ Field : ] Tho' this was not Nonfchfc, yet 
the Abbreviations l^eing unneceffary unlefs a Word was dropt, I fuf- 
peded th^ Verb nuon to have been the Original, but confultine the old 
Folio found it to begottea, for which ^0/ is frequently put bow by the 
Old Englifh Writers as well as the Moderi^. 

(18) ^^QT for the Ser'Oice'] The Corruption here is too evident to 
need a Proof. 



a6 7^ Lfwf oj Can^x-^ 

Ant. Yw ve, gre^ L»4y. 

£r(?, Thi?n (h^ yourfdf ,^ $9ry^nt aad a Sybj?<a. 

Ant. I am yo^rV^fl^), 

Ala^, Xou ^}^ a QQw^rd i^ I tKaj d^e, not Fight, 
Scorn to be VaflT^l iqaDy Pripce in ^mofe : ; 
Great is my Heart Mfiib Pride, wWgI^ Til epcjr^ft 
When th^y arq gQp^. vkh praftiipjp pn »y Vaj^ik 

JB«/^r ^« Attendant. 

Atten. The noble QaJJilane is come to-fee ypu, Madaip. 

D^r. There's comfort in thofe word;?, Antinom y 
For here's the Place and Perfons^ that have power 
To reco!Bc4le you to hi? I^ove ag^iq. 

^/srf. That were a fortunate Meeting, 

Enter Caflllanc and Arcanes. ' 

Caf. Greatnefe ftiU wait you^ Lady- . 

Ero. Good Cafftkney , 
We do maintain our Greatnefi through your Valpqr., . 

Caf. My Pra,yers pull daily Bkflihgs on thy 'Head;, 
My un-ofFending Child, my AnnqfUh [mc? 

GoodPrii^cc, worthy Gmzatol Ha? Art thw here hipfore 
In every Aftion ^rt t.hpui thus Ambitious ? 
My Duty^ tadyi I fif ft ofTered here, 

id Ipy^ to.thfjc, my Child, thpugh he out-ftrrp m^ 5 

ius in (;he Wars hjs got the ftart on me, V 

By being forward, but perforijilng Icfsj 
All the endeavours of my Life are loft, 1 
And thrown upon that Evil of mine own 
Curfcd begetting, whom I ihanae to Father. 
O that the heat thou rob'dft me of, had burnt 
Within my Entrails, and begot a Fcaver, 
Or foTOQ worfe Sicknefs, for thou 'rt a Difeafe 
SliApper ihan any Pbyfi^ gives a Name to. 

Anno. Why do yoq 6y fo? 

^af. O Annopbel ; there is good caufe, my Girl : 
H' has plaid the Thief with me, and filch 'daway^ 
The richeft Jewel of my Life, my Honour, 
Wearing it; publickly with th^t Applaufe, 
As if he juftiy did inherit it. 

Ant. 
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jtnL Would I hid in my Infancy been laid 
Within my Grave, covcr'd with BfelTings, rather 
Thap grown up eo a Man, to meet your Curfes. 

Caf. O that thou hadft. 
(19) Then I had been the Fatk^ of a Child, 
Dearer than thou w^rt even unto me. 
When hope perfwadcd me I had b^ot 
Another fclf in thee : Out of mine Eyes, 
As far as I have thrown thee from my Heart, 
That I may live and die forgetting thee. 

Ero. How has he. Sir, deferv'd this untamM Anger, 
That when he might have ask\J for his Jleward 
Some Honour for himfclf, or mafi of Pcff, 
He only did requeft to have erc6lcd 
Your Statue in the Capitol, with Titles 
Ingrav'd upon't, T^e Patron of bis Country ? 

Caf. That, that's the Poifon in the gilded Cup, . 
The S^pent in the Howcts, that ftings ^iiy Honour, 
And fcaves*mc dead in Fame : Gods do a Juftice, 
And rip his Bofom up, that Men may fee, ^ 
feeing, believe the fubtle Praftices 
Written within his Heart : But I am heated. 
And do forget this Prcfcncc, and myfelf. 
Your Pardon, l^dy. 

Ero. You fliould not asfc, 'lefi you knew how to give. 
For my fake, Qx/Jilane^ caft out o' your Thought^ 
All ill Copc^ptions of your worthy Son, 
That, queftionlefs, has ignorantly offended, 
Declared in his Penitence, 

Caf. Bi3 ofte dje. Lady, for your fake 1*11 do it; 
But that you'll fay i$ nothing, for a Man 
That has out-liv*d his Honour : But command mc 

^\^) Then I had hi^ the F^tbtrtf a CWd^ 
Deanr. than thou <wert cVer ufifo m$L 

If^hen hope p€rfu)adi4 me J b4i4 ^^* 

Another f elf in thee:] This Sentence Teems a little obfcure. 
Jt fhottld mean, that he had then only had one Child, viz, Annpfhi/, 
whp is dearer to him than Antinous vw e^'p at the time of his Birch, 
when Hope perfnaded him that he had begot another felf. The Qhange 
of e*utr to even^ in thia Place alfo^ feems to give this Scnfe more 
clearly. 

In 
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In any thing fa ve that, and CuffHane / p 

Shall ever b^ your Servant. Come Annophd^^ . - ._ 

My Joy in this World, thpulhal^ liye with rnc, __ j 

Retired in fome folitary Nook, t > 

The comfort of my Age; my Days are fliort^ ; »\ 

And ought to be well fpent ; and I ddlre 

No other Witneftof them but thy fcliv" ^ . ., 

And good Arcanes. 

Anno, I IhaU obey you, Sir. 

Gon. Noble Sir, 
Ifyou taftc any want of worldly Means, : 
Let not U^at difcontent you : Know me your Friend, ' 
That hath and can fupply ypu. 

Caf. Sirj I am top much bound to you already, . 
And 'tis not of fpy Qirqs the Icaft, to give you 
Fair Sat*isfa6lion. 

Gon. You may imagine I do fpeakto that end. 
But truft me, 'tis to make you bolder with me. 

Caf,' I thank you. Sir, and may piake .trial of you j 
Mean time my Service. 

Anno. Brother be comforted \ fo Jong as I continue ;. 
Within my Father^s Love, you cannot long 
Stand out an Exile: I muft go Jive with l^im. 
And I will prove fo good an Orator 
, In your behalf^ that you agarn (hall gain him,. 
(20) Or I will ftir in him another Anger, 
And be loft with you. / , ^ 

Ant. Better I were neglc£led : For he 's^ hafty^ 
And through the Cholcrthat abounds in him, 
Which for the time divides from him his Tudgmenti . 
He may caft you pff, and with you his Lire; 
For Grief will ftraight furprize him, and that way 
Muft be his Death: The Sword has try'd too oft?n,- 
And all the deadly liiftrOments of War 
Have aim'd at his ^t^ac Heart, but ne'er could touch it : 
Yet not a t^irnb alwirt him wants a Scar. 

(20) Or I 'lAiill flir^ii)i him another. Jnger 

And b( lofi 'Uiitli yQu.'\ tiere the <iy//i^ in the lower Line by an 
accidental Call of the Printer *& Eye fecDi%(o have juried a xnoie proper 
PiCpofition out of the upper one. 

Caf. 
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Caf: Madam, my Duty -Er^. Will you be gone? 

Caf. 1 muft, ' ■ : 

Lady, but Til be ready, when you 're pleas'd 
Command mc, for your Service. Excellent Prince—— 
To all my hearty Love, and good Farewel. 

Mbc. Thanks,, honeft Cajfilane. Caf. Come AnnopheU 

Gon. Shall I not wait upon you, Six'i 

Caf, From hence 
You (hall not ftir a Foot : Loving Gonzalo^ 
It muft be all my Study to requite you. • 

Gon. If I. rnay be fo fortunate to defcrvc 
The Name of Friend from you, I have enough. 

Caf You are fo, and you *ve made yourfclf fo. Gon 
I'll then 
Preferve it. 

Ero. Antinons^ you're my Servant, are you not ? 

Ant. 'T hath plcas*d you fo to grace mc. 

Ero. Why are you then dejeftcd ? You will fay. 
You 'vc loft a Father ; but you *ve found a Miftrefi 
Doubles that lofs : Be Matter of your Spirit ; 
You have a caufe for it, which is my Favour. 

Gon. And mine. . ; 

Ero. Will no' Man eafe me of this Fool? 

Gon. Your Fellow. 

Ero, Antinous wait upon us. 

jfnt. I (hall, Madam. 

Gon. Nay but Lady, Lady. 

Ero. Sir, you are rude: And if you be the Maftcr 
Of fuch Mean^s you talk of, you ihould learn 
Good Manners. " • . 

Gon. O Lady, you can find a. fault in me, 
But not perceive it in yourfelf : You muft, fhall hear mc : 
T\ovt you for your Pride, 'tis the beft .Virtue in you. 

-Er^; I could hang this Fellow now : By whom 
Are you fupported, that you dare do this i 
Have you not here example in a Prince 
Tranfcendingyou in all things, .yet bears himfdf 
As doth become a Man had fecn my Beauty ? ' -'^ 
Back to your Country, and your Curtizani, ^ 
Where you may be admired for your Wealth, - 

WhicK 
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Which being fcotafiim'd, tnay he imean^ to gdiA yoQ ; 
Th* opinion of fomc Wit. Here's n<nhing to | 

Be got but Scoril, and lofs of time. Gon. Whidi ai^ j 
Things I dtiight in. Er0, AnAntms^ follow mt. {^ExiS. ] 

Gon. She is vest tb the £dul. 1 

il^. Let hifcr be vext^ 1 

^ 'Tis fit (he fhouW fee fo: ^ ^ 

Give me thy Hand Gonzatoj thou ^rt m ouJ" feTOiir^ 
For we do love to chdriih lofty Sf^ritSi 
Such as percuflfe^ the Earthy andbdund ^ 

With an ereded Countenance to the Clouds. | 

Gon. *S-footi what thing is thii ? . 1 

Moc. I dp love Fire*works^ becaufe they OKHiht: J 

An Exhalation I profefs to adore | 

Beyond a fixed Star, *tis more Illuftrious, g 

As every thing raised out of Smoak is fo : 
. Their Virtue is in Aftion : Whatdo you tbirik -" 

Of me? Gofu Troth, Sir^ you are beyond my guefi, 
Iknow you not. Met. D' you know yoUrfclf? G^i =^ 
Yes, Sir. - 

Moc. Why, you and I are one : TiH proud, aiid 
Very proud too. 

That I muft Wll yo' ; I faw it did bebonoe yoii^ 
Coufin Gonzalo^ prithee let ic be fo. 

Gon. Let it be fo, good Coufin. . 

Moc. I am no great ones Fool. 

Gon. I hope fo, for AUiancd fake. 

Moc. Yet I do fcrve 
The Mighty, Modftro\is, and Magnani|^us, 
li\vincible Erota. 

Gon. O good ColifiA, 
I have you now : I'll liieet you in your Goat. 

Moc. Coat? Tve tny Hotfe^toan's Coat I muft coilfdf^f s 
Lin*d through with Velvet, and a Scarlet out-^Sde ; ^ 

If you will mtet ine in't. Til fend for it ; s 

And Coufin you fliall iee noe With much comfort^ 
For it is both k new one, and a right one, I 

It did not $ome Cbllateral. s 

Gon. Adieu 
Good Coufih ; U this prelent Tve fome bafmcfir* Ij 

, Mic. Farewell excellent Coufm. ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE 1/ 

EttUr Gonzak), and Fematido. 

Gon. £^Andy^ I fay^ is loft tlitady. 

V-J Fer. Yes, 
If to bfc Conqwror bs to be loft. [them. 

Gon. You have it -, one t)ay*s Conqueft hath undone 
And fold them co th^ir VaffiJoge ; for what 
Have I elfe toil'd my BrainI, profufdy eknptyM 
My Monies, but to make them Skves to Vmc9^ 
That fp in cafe the Sword did Idlfe his Edge, 
Then Art might iliarp6A hWs? 
Fcr. Gcn:Q§la, how? 

Gon. Fernando thus : You fee bow through this Land, 
Both of the befi and bafeft I am holxour'd ^ 
I only ga^e the Slate of Venice notice. 
When, where, and how to Laild, of you had found 
A better Entertainment: I was he 
Encourag'd yovng Anlinous to affronc 
The Devil his Fat^r: For tti« DeriJ, I rfiiak. 
Dares not do more in Battel. 

Fer. But why did ye? 
I find no fuch great Policy in that. 

Gon. Indeed Fernando^ thou canft fight, not plot: 
Had they continued one, they two aldfie 
Were of fufficient Courage and Ptrfei-n^nce 
To beat ^ Army. 

fer. Now by all my hopes, 
I ra^ Ihall admire, than eAvy Vinue. 

Gon. Why then by all your hopes y0tt*H mther have 
Your Brains knockt out, than learn how to be wHfc; 
You States-man ? Well, Sir, I 4id ihore than thi^ 
When CaJ/ilane crav*d from thec^mmdiii Trifsifure 
Pay for his Soldiers^ I ftruck hofioe, and teiit bim 
An hundred thoufand Duckats. 

FW. Marry, Sir, 
tTic Policy was little, the Love Ic6, 
And HoAefty Iciaft of all, 

Gon. 
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Gon. How fay yc by chat ? 
Go fight, I fay go fight, Tjl talk -no more with you. 
You arc inienfible. 

Fer. Well, I Ihall obferve ye. 

Gon.^ Why look you, Sir, by this means have I got 
The grcatcft part of Cajilane*s Eftatc 
Into my Hands, which he can ne'er redeem, 
But muft ot force fink : D' you conceive mc now ? 

Fer, So: 
But why have you importuned the Senate, 
(2 ! ) For mc to fojourn with him/* 

Gort. There's the Quinteflfencc, 
The Soul, and grand Elixir of my Wit : . 
For he, according to his noble Nature, 
Will not be known to want, though he do want. 
And will be bankrupted fo much the fooner. 
And made the fubjeft of our Scorn and Laughter. . 

Fer. Here is a perfedt plotted Stratagem. * 
*Gon. Why? Could yo* 
Imagine, that 1 did not hate 
In Heart, my Country's Enemies ? Yes, yes, 
Fernandoj and Til be the Man that fhall 
Undo them. Fer. Ye are in a ready way. 

Gon. I was ne'er out on't. 

£;^/^r Gafpero. 

Gon. Peace, here comes a wife 
Coxcomb, a tame Coward — Worthy Gafpero^ what. 
You come, I know, to be my Lord Fernando*^ 
Condufter to old Cj^/^w^.? 

Gafi To wait upon him. Gon. And my Lords the 
Senators 
Sent you ? 

Gaf. My noble Lord, they did. 

Gon My Lord Fernando^ 
This Gentleman, as humble as you fee him. 
Is ev'n this Kingdom's Xrcafure : In a word, 

(21) For me to fojourn nvirh them ? ] It was OaJJtlane to whom be 
was to become a Gueil,. thtm therefore feems a Miilake, as the An- 
tecedent would be the Senate, not Qpffilant or hui^amily. 

• *Tis 
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*Tis his chief Glory that he is not wifer 
Than honeft, nor more honeft than approv'd 
In Truth and Faith. 
Gaf. My Lord. 
Gon. Youf ma^ be bold 
Tcr truft him with your Bofeni| he'll not deceive 
If you rely upon him once, 
Fer. Your Name is Gafpero 9 
Gaf. Your Servant. 
Gon. Go commend me. 
Right honeft Gafpero^ commend me heartily 
To noble Caffilane^ tell him my Love 
Is vow'd to inm. ^ 

Gaf. I Aall. ; ' 

Gon. I know you will. 
My Lord, I cannot long be abfcrRi; ffom you« 
I Fer. Sir, ybu are now my Guide. ^ [E^it^ 

Gon. Thus my defigns . _, 

Run nncontitnird ; yet^xi^^, though I be 
Intelligencer to thee, in my Brain are ^ 
Other large Projefts : For if proud Etota 
fiend to my lure, I will be Candfs King/ 
And Duke of Venice too. Ha ? VetAce too ? O 
*Twas prettily fliov*d in : Why not ? Erotd 
May in her Love feal all fure: ff Ihe fwallow 
The Bait, I'm Lord of both ; if not, yet Candy ^ 
Dcfpight of all her Power, ihall be ruin'd. \J^mU 

Enter Caflllane, Arcanes, and AnnopheL 

Caf Urge me no farther, Annopbel. 

Anno. My Lord. 

Caf Thy Father's Poverty has made thee happy % 
For though 'tis truei this folitary Life 
Sutes not with Youth and Beauty, O my Child^ 
Yet 'tis the fweeteft Guardian to protcft 
Cbaft Names from Court-afperlions •, there a Lady, 
Tender and delicate in Years and Graces, 
That doats upon the charms of Eafe and Pleafure, 
Is Ship-wracKt on the Shore ^ for 'tis much fafer 
To truft the Ocean in a leaking Ship, 

Vol. IV. C Than 
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Than follow, Greatncfs in the wanton Rites 
Of Luxury and Sloth. 

Anno. My Wiflies, Sir, 
Have never foar*d a higher fligb^j than truly ' 
To findOccafiqn w^herein' I might witn^- *' ^ 

My Duty and Obedience. / " 

G^ *ris well faid, • . _^ , \ 

Canft thou forbear to laugh, Arcdnes ? 

Arc. Why, Sir? 

Caf. To look upon my Beggary, tojogk 
Upon my Patience in my Beggary: 
Tell me. 

Does it Ihew handfome ? Bravely ? Handfonic ? Thou ' 
Wilt flatter me, (22) and fwear that I am mtfcrablc. 

Arc. Nothing 
Morq glorifies the Noble, and thd Valiant, ^ 

{22) Thou wit JUttermi . ' 

Jndfiuedr tha lam fkif^hraMit.^ l\lSiV^&iii^ 
the Meafure of this and t)>^; three pr^cediiig Linea f .bpt thfs^e ija^al^if- 
ficulty in the laft, ^hkk Mr. ^ytnf/on vkjouM an:iC0d*, py fupppfing ji 
Negative dropt, and would ready 

A^4 J^^^ ihit^t pm n<(:AtififirahU, j 

But this does not fatkfy, and I there&re prefer the old Readkg Witli 
the following»^i#itci;pr(ta|^n, ; ■ ; v ' ** Yoa, Ari:an^s, will flatter nfe 
•* by talking of tny. former jGrpat;nefs ^ Qlpry,; a;^difwe^ that tYis 
f* Rctirefnent is MiTe:ry to ^ Man of niy Abilities for the Cotomaftd 
•* of «vhole Armies.'^— Tlib gtvesme ah Opportunity of reinarkittg 
the Excellency of Qajpiane^ s Chsira^r ; the Faulty of whofe Temper, 
tho' the iindl Strokes of the Pcet*s Pencil, are irpt t» difguft fome 
Resideis. The fame has hapned wit^ f^gfi'4 x^^.Jrhuces in tht ^ing 
andnoKing\ the Faults of the lAeroes are objefled, to the Poets, and 
they fcarce think it, poi^ible that Perfons of fuch nobli? and magnanimous 
Tempers fbould be diftra^ed wilh inch violent akid franticK Plaffions. 
But the Poets, A-om a deeper infight into lyue>a9N9tqre,^toew, th^t 
Perfons of hrigbt Paris and exten^vt Cafaaffi^ are^ more fubje^ to 
•violent Pafftons than Genius's of a lo^er Cldfs : "Becaiife auick Percept 
tions are the Source from wlience chiefly fpring both the lA^/zr^^ff^/^g- 
and the Pfl^»i. The Charafters thereforc^of^ffifrf*^ by f^<jw/r, of 
Turnus and Mescentius by Virgil^ of C^ffiiff^' Hotjpt^ ^xA Coriolanus 
by ShakeffeoTf of Arbaces and Cajftlane^ by our Authors, required 
more Art, and a deeper Infight into Nature to draw them, than either 
JieBor^ JSneas, Brutus or AntinOus by the fame Authors^ altho' the 
latter are certainly macti more axAiible Clutfififeeu^han the former. 

• Than 
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Than to defpife Contempt-' If you continue 
But to cajpy jiwdcif*^, you in yourfdf 
Enjoy air (tore befidcs. 

Caf. An excellent cKi^pgf; : . 
I that fome feven Apprenticefhips commanded 
A hundred Minifters, that waited on 
My Nod, and fometime$ twenty thoufand SQlf|ier% 
Am now retir'd, attended i^my Age 
By one poor Maid, follow'd by one old Man, 

Arc. Sir, you are lower \vi your own Hq)q(e, 
Than you have reafon for, ? T 

C/^ The i2^w^» Captains, 
I mean the braved, fucn as wit^h their ^loo^s 
Purchased their Country's Peace, (he j^mpjre's p^ory, 
Were ^ad za laft to get them, to (ovat Farms, . 
Off from the clamours of th* i^gr^ieful great ones. 
And the unfteady Multitude, iso live .. ^ 

As I do now, and 'twas their blefilng. top^ . ^ , . 
Let it be purs, 4^canei. - :. \ 

Arc. I cannot but 
Applaud your fcorn of Injuries. 

Caf. Of Injuries? ' t 

Arcanesj Annopbely lend both your Hands. 
So, what fay y * now^? . 

Arc. Why now, liiy Lord— — • 

Caf. I fwear 
By all my pad Profperitics 5 thys llanding 
Between you two, I think myfelf as grca^ 
As mighty, as if in the Capitol 
1 ftood amidd the Senators, with all 
The Q-etan Subje^s prqdr^xe at my Feet, 

Anno. Sir, you arfe here more fafc. ' . 

Caf. And mpre bclov'ci : 
Why look ye. Sirs, I can forget the weakncfj 
Of the traduco} Soldiers, the negledt 
Of the fair-fpoken Senate, the impiety 
Of him, the Villain, whom, to my difhonour. 
The World mifcalls my Spn. But by the — — /jb^i^. Sir, 
Remember that ypu promisM no occanpa 
Should mote your Pktience. 

C 2 Caf. 
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Caf. Thou doft chide me frifendly. 
He Ihall not have the Honour to be thought upon 
Amongft us. 

Enter a Servant. 
Now ? the News ? 

Serv. The Secretary, 
With the Venetian Prifoner, defirc 
Admittance to your Lordfhip. 

Caf. How ? to me ? 
What Myftery is this^? Arcanesy can they, 
Think'ft thou, mean any good ? 

Arc. My Lord, they dare not 
Jntend ought elfe but good. 

Caf. *Tis true, they dare not. 
Arcanes^ welcome them : Come hither, -/fw^^^i^/, \Ex. Arc. 
Stand ctefe to me, we'll change our Affability 
Into a form of State : And they fhall know 
Ou( Heart is ftill our own. 

Enter Arcanes, Fernando, and Gafpero. 

Are. My Lord 

Caf. ArcaneSy 
I know them both: Fernando^ as you arc 
A Man of Greatnefi, I fhould undervalue 
The Right my Sword Hath fought for, to obferve 
Low- fawning Complements, but as you arc 
A Captive and a Stranger, I can love you. 
And muft be kind. You 're welcome. 

Per. 'Tis the all 
Of my Ambition. 

G<i/ And for proof how much 
He truly honours your Heiroick Virtues, 
The Senate, on his importunity. 
Commend him to your Lordfhip's Guard. 

Caf For what ? 

Caf During the time of his Abode in Candy ^ 
To be your Houlhold Gueft. 

Fer. Wherein, my Lord, 
You Ihall more make me Debtor to your Noblcncl?, 
Than if you had" returned me without Ranfom. 

Caf Arc you in carncft, ^ir ? 

Fer. 
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Fer. My Suit to th* Senate 
Shall bed refoJvc you that. 

Caf. Come hither, Secretary, 
Look that this be no Trick now put upon me : 
For if it be — —Sirrah 

Gaf. As I have troth. 
My Lord, it only is a Favour granted 
Upon Fernando* % motion^ from himfclf ; 
Your Lord (hip muft conceive, Td not partake 
Ought, but what (hould concern your Honour : Who 
Has been the Prop, our Country's Shield, and Safety, 
But the renowned CaJJilane ? 

Caf. Applaufe? 
Is Gafpero — puff— nothing—- ^-why, young Lord, 
Would you fo much bci fcquefterM from thofc 
That are the bhizing Comets of the Time, 
To live a folitary Life with me, 
A Man for&ken ? All my Hofpitality 
Is now contraded to a few ; thefe two. 
This Tempeft- wearied Soldier, and this Virgin ; 
We cannot feaft your Eyes with Mafqqes and ReV^s,^ 
Or Courtly Anticks ; the fad Sports we riot in. 
Are Tales of foughten Fields, of Martial Scars, 
And things done long ago, when Men of Courage. 
Were held the beft, not thofc wclUfpoken Youths, 
Who only carry Conqueft in their Tongues : 
Now flories of this Nature are unfealbnabl^ 
To entertain a great Duke's Son, 

Fer. Herein 
Shall- my Captivity be made my Happinefs, 
Since what I lofe in freedom, I regain. 
With int'reft, by converfing with a Soldier, 
So matchlefs for Experience, as great CaJJikne : 
'J'ray Sir, admit me. 

Caf. Ifyoucometo mpck njc, 
I fliall be angry. 

Fer. By the love I bear ' 

To Goodnefs, my Intents arc honourable. 

Caf Then in a word, my Lord, your Vifit^tJOns 
Siball find all due refpedt : But I am now 

C 3; Grown 
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Grov^n old, and have forgot to be an Hoft ; 
Come when you pleafe, you're welcome. 
Fer. Sir, I thank you. 

Anno. Good Sir^ be not too urgent 5 for my Father 
Will foon be movM : yet in a noble way 
Of Courtefie, he is as eafily conquered. 

Fer. Lady, your Words zxt like your Beaiity, powetfial ^ 
I Ihall not ftrive more how to do him Service, 
Than how to be your Setv^nt. 

Caf. She*^ my Daughter, 
And does command this Hbufe. 
Fer. So I conceive her, 
Caf. D* you hear ? 
Gap My honoured Lord. 
Caf. Commend me to them ? 
Tell *em I thank them. 
Gaf. Whom, my Lord ; 
Caf The Senate; 
Why, how come you fo dull? O they are gracious^ 
And infinitely grateful--^— ^ — 'Thou art Eloquent, 
Speak mddeftly in mentioning my Services % 
And if ought ifall out in the By, that muft 
Of mecr neceflity touch any aft 
Of my dcferving Praifes, blufli when you talk on't. 
*Twill make them blufli to hear on'c 
Qaf. Why, my Lord 

Caf Nay, Aay, you are too wife now ; good, obferve me. 
I do not rail againft the hopeful Springall, 
That builds up Monuments in Brafs ; rears Tr6phies 
With Mottoes and Infcriptions, qiiaint Pevices 
Of Poetry and Fiftion ; let's be quiet. 
Arc. You liiuft not crofs him. 
Gj/T Not for &»^^ Wealth; [pity 

Fer. You fliall for ev^r make me yours. Anno. 'Twerp 
To double your Captivky. Arf:. Who^s here, 
Decius ? 

EntfT Decius, 

Caf Ha ! Decius ; Who nam'd Decius ? 
Dec. My Dutjr to your Lordfhip, I atp bold, 
' ^ - Prefum- 
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Prefuming On your noble and known Goodnefi^ 

Caf. What? 

jD^r. Prcfent you with this— 

Caf. Letter? 

"Dec. Yes, myjiohour'd Lc^rd. 

Gj/; • From whom ? 

2)^r. *PJai!fe you pernie 
The Infidci and you ihajl find k Name fiUbforib'd, 
In fuch Humility, in fuch Obedience^ 
That you yoiir fclf will judge it Tyraiidy 
Not to receive \\ favourably. 

Caf. Hey-day I 
Good words, my Maflers ! This is Court^iolefHon, 
And none but Cowards ply them : Tell tne, Decius^ 
Without more Circumftance, wlx>^b the Srader ? 

Dec. Your moft griev*d Son, jintinous. 

Caf On my Life 
A Challenge i fpeak, as thou art worthy^ fpeak ; 
I'll anfwer't. 

Dec. Honpur'd Sir, 

Caf No honoured Sirs . . 

Fool your young Idol with fuch pbmpous Atfi-ibutfes*. 
Say briefly, whkt contains it ? 

Dec. *Tis a lowly 
Petition for ybur Favour. 

Caf Jflafh young Man, 
But that thou'rt uiider n^y own Roof, and knoVft 
I dare not any ways infringe the Laws 
Of Hofpitality, thou (hou'dft repent 
Thy bold and rude Intrufion. But prefume not 
Again to fhew thy Letter, for thy Life; 
Deciusj not for thy Life. 

jirc. Nav then, my Lord, 
I can whh-ho!d no longer i yOuVe too roughs 
And wreftle againft Nature with a violence 
More than be^^mes a Father ; wherein would yc 
Come nearer to the likenefs ofa God, 
Than in your being intreated ? Let not thirft 

C 4 Of 
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Of Honour make you (23) quite forget you are 

A Man, anc^ what makes perfect Manhcxxl's Comforts^ 

A Father. 

jfnno. If a Memory remain 
Of my departed Mother; if the Purity 
Of her unblemifti'd Faith dcferve to live , 
In your Remembrance, let me yet by thefe 
Awake your Love to my uncomforted Brother. 

Fer.^ I am a Stranger, but fo much I tender 
Your Son's defertful Virtues^ that I vow 
His Sword ne'er Conquered me fo abfoliitely, 
Asfhall your G)urtefie, if you vouchfafe, . 
At all our inftances, to new receive him 
Into your wonted Favour. 

Gaf. Sir yqu cannot 
Require more low Submiflion. 

^no. Am I not 
Grown vile yet in your Eyes ? then by the riamc 
Of Father, let me once more fue for him, 
Who is the only now remaining Branch 
With me, of that mod ancient Root, whofe Body 
You are, dear Sir. . . - 

Ca/. *Tis well, ^n F^oft of Furies 
Could not have baited me more torturingly. 
More rudely, or more moft unnaturally. . 
Decius^ I iay, let me no more hear from him ; 
For this time go thou hence, and know from me 
Thou art beholden to me, that I have not 

(*5) y»//r forgftycu an 

ji Man, an4'wbat tfiakes perfeS Manhoods 9 comforts 
A Father. ' 
Anno. If a Memory remain &c. Mr. Symffon woiild correft this 
F^ITage thu». 
•, - ■ - ' ■ fuite forget you are 

A Man^ an4 <what makes ferfea Manhoods Comforts. 
Anno. O Father y if a Memory remain 8cc. 
But this Emendation makes more Changes than are necefiary, and 
does not revere the whole Beauty of the Poets Sentiment, which was 
indeed utterly loil by the falfe Points of all the former Editions. Thefe 
being reftor'd, the Senfe will \^ clear. ** Don't forget yoi» arc a 
«* Man, and what is the greateft Bleifing in the State of Manhood, 
•• a Father, 

Kiliy 
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flillM thee already, Jook to it next, look to*c 
\drcaneSy fie, RcjinnopbeL C^^* 

Arc. He's gone. 
Chafed beyond luffirrance ; we muft follow him. 
Dec. lady, this Letter is to you. 
jlnno. Come with me. 
For we muft fpeak in private ; 'pleafe you, Sir, 
To fee what £otertainment our ad Houie 
Can yield? {E^At. 

Fer. Ifhall attcfnd you, Lady. 
Gaf. How do you like 
To fojourn here, my Lord ? 

Per. More than to feaft 
*With all the Princes of the Earth befides : 
Gtmzalo told me, thou wert honeft. 

Gaf. Yes, Sir, 
And you fliall find it. \ 

Per. Shall I? 
Gaf. All my Follies 
Be elfe recorded to my Shame. 

Per. Enough, 
My Heart is here for ever lodged. 
Gaf. The Lady. 

Per. The Place admits no time to utter all. 
But Gajperoj if thou wilt prove my Friend, 
PU fay thou art— — 

Gaf. Your Servant ; I conceive ye» 
We'll chufe fome fitter leifure. 

Per. Never Man 
Was in a moment, or more blefs'd, or wretched. 

[Exeunt^ 

Enter Hyparcha placing two Chairs^ Antinous, 

• and Erota. 

Ero. Leave us. • 

Hyp. I fhall. [Exit. 

Ero. jlntinous^ fit down. 

Ant. Madam.. 

Erg. I fay, fit down, I do command you fit j 

♦ For 
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For look whkt H<^byr thou doft'g^ntfy me, - 

I cani)OC lofe it ; happy ^ntino^s^^ , 

The Graces and the higher Deities . . 

Smird at thy Birch, and ftiil continue it : 

Then think that I, vrho fcom kffer Exaitiplest 

Mud do the hke : Suci> as do tafte my Powcr^ 

And talk of it wkh Fear and Rcwrencc, 

Shall do the fame uhto theMan I..favt)ur. 

Lt«ll Jthce Youth, thou haft a Conqueft won. 

Since thou cam*ft home, far greater than dhat kft 

Which dignify'd thy Fame, greater than if' 

Thou fhould'ft go out again, and conquer farther j 

For I am not alhamed to acknowledge 

My felf fubdu'd by thee, .^ ., : . 

Ant. Great Lady .» \ : 

Ero. Sit ftill, I will not hear thee clfc \ now fpeak^ 
And fpeak like my -^«/Wd?//j, Jike my Soldier, 
Whom Cupid y and not Mars^ hath fent toBattd. 

jint. I muft, I fee, be filent. 

Ero. So thou may'ft; . 
There's greater Aftion in it than in Clamour ; 
A Look, if it be gracious, will begin 
The War, a word conclude it ; then prove no poWard, 
Since thou haft fcich ^ friendly £neday. 
That teaches thee to Conquer. 

Ant. You do amaze me, Madam^ 
I have no Skill, np Pradjce in ihis War, 
And whether you be ferious, or pleafe 
To make your Sport on a dejefted Man, 
I cannot rightly guefs ; but be "t as \ will. 
It \% alike Unhappinefs to me ; 

'My Difcontents bear thqfe Conditions in them, [Mujick. 
And lay me out fo wretched, no Defigns, 
However truly promifing a good. 
Can make me relifh ought, but a fwqpt-bkter 
And Voluntary Exile ? 
' Ero. Why an Exile? 
What comfort can there be in thofe Companions 

• ' ■ * Which 



(24) WKicK aa jb^i^timnimti^l^Hypariba? 

c; V ; ;*^Mer Hyparcha. ^ , 

Hyp. Madam. 1-^ * 

Efd. Whenfce comes this- wcll-tun*d Sound ? /$y. I 
know nbc^ MsdatHw 

Ero. Liften, Wench; 
Whatever frietidly Hdn^ they are that ifend it, ISonj;. 
Let *cnri play on ; they're Matters of their Faculty ; 
Eteth *t^lea(e you, Sir?^ ^»/. According to the time. 

Era. Go to 'em^ Wench j , 
And tell 'cm, wc ifell thank Vm ; for tJieyVe kept 
As good time t* our Difpofitibn,. as t' their Inftruments ; 
linlcCs jintimms fhall fay he loves, 
Therfc ttchrcr can \st iwcetcr Accents utter'd. 

Enfer Philander. 

Phi. Let then the. Heart that did employ thofc Hands, 
Receive fome final! ftiar^ ^f your Thanks with them, 
'Tis Happinfefs enough that you did like it ; 
A Fortune unto me, that I fhould fend it 
In fuch a lucky Mii^iute ; but t' obtain 
So gracious Welcome did exceed my Hope. 

Ero. Good Prihce, 1 thank you for't. Phi, O, Madam, 
pour not 
Too faft Joys on me. 

But fprinkle *cm ^ gently,^ I may ftand 'cna ; 
It is ertough at firft^ yOU've laid afidc 
Thofe Cruel angry Looks out of your Eyes, 
With which, as wkh your lovely, you did ftrikc 
All your Beholders in m Ei<:ftafie. 

Ero. Pbilahder, you have long profefs'd to Love m% 

Pin. Hav' I but prdfefs'd it. Madam ? 

Erd. Nay, but hear me ? 

Pin. More attentively than to an Oracle. 

{24) Which fad Thoughts briwg along tvith f 

Enter Hyparcha. 

Hyp. MaJamJ] I th'ink it |)retty plain that Erota adled her 
Attendant ; and this, with leaving oat an unnecefTary Monofyllabiey 
^ompleats the NJIeafuraf 
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Ero. And I will fpeak more truly, if more cai^ 4x %, 
Nor (hall my Language be wrapt up in RidcJIes, 
But plain as Truth it felf ; I love thli Gentlenun, 
Whofe Gri^f has made him fo uncapable 
Of Love, he will not hear, at leaft not unde^ftand lU 
I, that have lookt with fcornful Eyes on thee. 
And other Princes, mighty in their States, . v 
And in tbeh* Friends as fortunate, have now prayed. 
In a petitionary kind almoft. 

This Man,, this welt-deferving Man, that, I-muft ftjr. 
To look upon this Beauty, yet you fee 
He cafts his Eyes rather upon the Ground 

Than he will turn •cm this way 

Philander J you look pale ; Pll talk no more. 

Phi. Pray ye go forward ; I would be your Martyr ; 
To die thus, were immortally to h've. . 

Ero. Will you go to him then, and (peak for me ? 
You have lov*d longer, but not fcrventer. 
Knew how to fpeak, for you have done it like 
An Orator, ev*n for your felf ; then how will you for me. 
Whom you profcfs to love above your felf. 

Phi. Ihe Curfcs of Diflemblers follow mc 
Unto my Grave, and if I do not fo. 

Ero. You may, as all Men do, fpeak boldlier. 
Better in their Friends Caufe ftill, than your own ; 
But fpeak your utmoft, yet you cannot feign, 
I will ftana by, and blujQb, toiwitnefs it. 
Tell him, (ince I beheld him, I have loft 
The happinefs of this Life, (25) Food, and Reft ; 
A quiet Bofom, and the State I went with ; 
Tell him withal, that ftie is better pleased 
IVith thinking on him, than enjoying thefe. 
Tell him how he has humbled the proud. 
And made the living but a dead Erota. 

Tell 

(25) — Food^ and Refl\ 

A quiet Bo/om^ and thi Stati I*wiHt fwitb^ 

^fell bim bo*w be bai bumbled tbe Proud^ 

And made ibe IMnz but a dead Erota. 

Tell bim witbal, tbai Jbe is better pleased 

Witb tbinking on bim, tban enjoying tbeje.'\ The Relative 

tbf/e caa have no Reifercnoe to any thing contain*d in the two pre- 

ceeding 
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Tell him' Philander^ Prince; Ittlkinvain, 

To you, you do not mark me. 

Phi. Indeed I do. 

Era. But thou doft look fb pale. 
As thou wilt rpoil the Story in relating. 

Phi. Not, if I can but live to tell it. 

Ero. It may be you have not the Heart. 

Phi. Hiave a Will Pm fure, how e*cr my Heart 
May plav the Coward 5 but if you pleafe, Pll try. 

Era. If a Kifi will ftrengthen thee, I give you leave 
To challenge it, nay, I will give it you. 

Phi. O that a Man Ihould tafte fuch heavenly Blifi^ 
And be enjoin'd to beg it for another ! 

Ero. Alas, k is a mifery I grieve 
To put you to, and I will fuffcr rather 
Under his Tyranny, than thou in mine. 

Phi. Nay, Madam, fince I Cannot have your Lovf « 
I will endcaVour to deferve your Pity \ 
For I had rather have wkhin the Grave 
Your Love, than you fhould want it upon Earth. 
But how can I hope, with a feeble Tongue ' 
T' inftruft him in the Rudiments of Love» 
When your moft powerful Beauty cannot work it ? 

Ero. Do what thou wilt. Philander ; the Requeft 
Is fo unreafonable, that I quit thee of it. 
I defire now no more but the true Patience, 
And Fortitude of Lovers, with thofe helps 
Of Sighs and Tears^ which, I think, *s all the Phylick—- 

Phi. O, if he did but hear you *twere enough ; 
And I will 'wake him from bis Apoplexy. 
Antinous. 

Ant. My Lord ? 

PH. Nav, 'pray. 
No Coorteue to me, jou are my Lord, 

# ^ * ■ 

eeeding Lines, bot phialy rcTerA t« Food, Reft, a qaiet Bofom and 
her State, which it dumot Ao^ without much Force, as the Lines at 
prefent ^nd ; I have therefore replacM them in their natural Order. 
It is highly probable that the two intermediate Lines were added b/^ 
the AuthcTr after the Former^ and fo beiDg wcote to the Margin, |he 

• Tranfcriber or Printer mig;ht cafily miibkc the Place where they were 

,^.be infer ted. 

Indeed 
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Indeed you i^re, for you command ber jiearj: 
That commands mine ; nor can you want to know It. 
For look you, fhe that told it you in word^. 
Explains it now more pa0v?pai35ly mlt^^^ ^ 
Either thou haft no Hearty or aMiifbk one. 
If thofe drops caniiot melt it •, prithee logk up 
And fee how Sorrow fits, within her Ey?5> 
And L^ve the Grief (he goes widi ( if npt her ) 
Of whiqh thou aj?t ttie Pa^'ent ^ and ne'qr yet 
Was tb^re, by J^ature, that thing mad^ fo Stony 
But it would lov^w^iateyer it ]bf got.' / . 

Jnl. He tbat tept me, diii bfgct thefe.'C^rej, \ 
Which'aregood Iflqes', taoVljaDpily/ty him ' ■ ", .-. 
Efteemed Monftera,;. J^ay^ th^eui-jijrfg^i^ World 
Is likely enough |a give*^?jrT^ ti)o|e Chara^t^rf ; * \ ^ - 

Phi. What*athi$.tQ I^ve.aqdfothe^]^ he^^'ord'^; 
Wrathful, perver,iej.felf-yilr^v an4^ ' ' 

Which are his iPaulia^ ]?Ht.% J^?i^ npt Ipe^hine y t- ; 
He thruftsyou from %* L^v^^^^^^ ; 

He doubts^ your y^f'ws,rfhe dc^fi. x 9ubl.c the/9 ; j ' \ ^^■ 
O either uTethrn? qwi>\ Eyes, \qv talce. inine,' ' .; ^ 
And with them my Heart, then jt||iQu: wilt love hcr^ ' • , 
Nay, dipte .upon her more than on thy ^Duty, ■] 
, And Men willpraire theo^cquaily foriti - * 

Neglefting her, , condemn thee aa a 'Man \. , ; 

Unworthy fuch a Fortune: Av^inqus^ .' \ ,1 

'Tis not the Erienddiip that I bear to thpe*^ 
But her Comniand, that makes me utter trus ; 
And when I have prevaij'd, let )^pf but fay, 
Pi&i/tf»i<?r, yoi^mui4ie, Qrthi$ i^s nodiing. 
It (hall be done' together with a Brcatli,* 
With the fame willingnefs I live to ftrve ^er. 

Ero. No more, Philander 4 

Phi, All I have done,, is Jittlcye'tto|iurpoie, 
But ere I leave, I will perceive Tiifti'blufti'-, 
And make him ftel the PafliOns that! da ; 
Every true Lover will aflift me in't, 
And lend me their fad Sighs to bk)w it home, 
' For Cupid wants a Dart to wound his Bbfotn. 
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Erp,. No mdrei no more, J*hiiif)ider, I can endure n* 
morei "' « . . . . v 
Vny let him go ; go good /fytinous, make Peace 
With your own Middl 'rio matter though I perifti. 

' {Exeufk. 

r " ' "~^ ^ — mrTT T^^ ' * ' 

A C T iV. S C EN E I. ' 

Enter Hyparcha, and Mo^ingo. ' 

Hyp. T Cannot help k/ 

% AiS^. Mbr do I f eqtiire % 
The Malady licccbneiPhyfician, 
Help Hofpttal Poolp^e.. 

Hyp. Vm glad to hear you arc fo valiaot. 

Moc. Valiant? '; . 1 

Can any Mw1)b pnoqd t|iai: is not valiant ? 
You foolifh W.oman, what would'ft chdu fay } tbpu 
I know not vvhat to call thee* 

Hyp. lcA\x\ym^ ^ ' -^ 

For I can call you Coxcomb, Afs, and Puppy ^r—r^ . 

Moc. Youdo^t,* I think you. . > 

I^. That yoti*Jl loft a Foirtanc^ 
W hich a Cobkr tbectei- deftfrvos than thou doijl. 

Moc. Do ootpKovoke my Magnaiuiiiicy; \ 
For when I am incens'd I am infeniitik ; ^ ^ 
Go tell thy Lady^ th^t hath (cm mdnvord i 
She will difcard-me^ that I difbud her^ 
And throw a Scord upon ber^ whkrk l^woia'd not. 
But that ihe does :inc<wrong. 

Enter Erota, and Antinous. 

Bro. Do you opt ^ory in your Conqueft mcMre^ 
To take i<me great Man Prifoner, than to kill him ? 
And fhall a Lady find lefs Mercy from you. 
That yields her felfyour Captive, and for hor Ranfooi* 
Will give the Jewel of her Life, her Hearty 
Which ihe h^th iockt from all Men t^ttby (dii 

Fof 
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For Aiame, Amimas^ throvf this Dulnefs off; 

Arc thou a Man no where but in the Field ^ [fleeps. 

Hyp. (26) He muft hear Drums, and Trumpets pr far 
And at this inftant dreams he*s in his Armour ; 
Thefc Iron-hearted Soldiers are fo cold. 
Till they be beaten to a Woman's Arms, 
And then they love •em better than their own ; 
No Fort can hold them out. 

Ant. What Pity is it. Madam, that your ielf. 
Who are all Excellence, fhould become fo wretched. 
To think on fuch a Wretch as Grief hath made me ! 
Seldom defpairing Men look up to Heav*n, 
Although it ftill fpeak to 'em in its Glories 5 
For when fad Thoughts perplex the Mh^d of Man, 
There is a Plummet in the Heart that weighs. 
And pulls u^, living, to the Dud we came from y 
Did you but fee the Miferies you purfue. 
As I the Happinefs that I avoid 
That doubles my Affliftions, you wou'd flyc 
Unto fom6 Wildernefs, or to your Grave, 
And there find better Comforts than in me. 
For Love and Cares can never dwell together. 

Era. They fhould. 
If thou hadfl but my Love and Ithy Cares. 

Ant. What wild Beaflin the Defart but wbuldbe 
Taught by this Tongue to leave his Crudty, ' • 

Though all the Beauties of the Face were vail'd ! 
But I am (avager than any fBeaft, 
And fhall htXotMDetius docs arrive. 
Whom with fb nhich SubmifBon I have fent 
Under my Hand*,'^ that if he do not bring 
His BenediSion back, he muft to me 
Be much more crueller than I to you. 

(26) Hi mufi hutr Drums, and Trmmtits t^ts hi J!e€pt, 1 It was 
Diirtlnefs, wbith ttyfarcha^calU Sleepincfs, that is complaint of, atid 
I doubt not but the Senfe o£ this Line is the yery Reverfe of what It 
was ongioail/y by the accidental Change of a Particle. E*er (hoiild 
be either or or eije. I prefer the former, as SbakeJ^ear ttfes it in the 
iameSeiife. 

Hi's fnr s Jig.orT$ilg of Bamdry. or bijlafs. Hamlet. 

Etq. 
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Ero. l%\ but your Father's Pardon you dcfire ? 
ytnt. With, 's Love, and then nothing next that, like- 
yours. 

£«/^rDecius. 

Ero. Decius is come. 

Ant. O welcome Friend ; if I not apprehend 
Too much of Joy, there's Comfort in tliy Looks* 

Ero. There is indeed ; I prithee Decius fpeak it. 

Die. How! prithee J!3<?i:«>i/ this Woman's ftrangely 
aker*d- 

4nt. Why doft not fpeak , good Friend^ and tdl me how 
The reverend Bleffing of my Life received 
My humble Lines ; VVept he for Joy? 

Dec. No, there's a Letter will inform you more % 
Yet I can tell you what I think will grieve yqu. 
The old Man is in Want, and angry ftill. 
And Poverty 's the Bellows of the Coal 
More than diftafte from you, as I imagine. 

Ant. What's here ? how's this ? It cannot; be ! now furp 
My Griefs^ delude my Senjcs, 

Ero. In his Looks 
I read a World of Changes 5 Decius^ mark 
With what a fad Amazement he furvcys ^^ 

The News 5 canft thou guefs what, 'tis ? 

Dec. None good, I fear. , 

Ero. I fear fo too; and then— ^ 

Ant. It is her Hand. 

Ero. Are you not well? 

Ant. Too well: If I were ought . . 

But Rock, this Letter would conclude my Miferies* 
Perufc it, Lady, and refolve me then, 
In what a Cafe I (land. 

Dec. Sir, the worfl: is. 
Your Father's Lownefs and Diftafte. 

Ant. HoyDeciuSy 
My Sifter writes Fernando has made Suit 
For Love to her ^ and to cxprcfs fiqcerely 
His conftant Truth, hath, like a noble Gentlema;n^ 
Difcover'd Plot5 of Treachery ; contriv'd 

Vol. IV. D By 
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By falfe Gvnzahj not intending more 

The utter Ruin of our Houfc^ than generally 

Candy s Confufion. 

Dec. 'Tis a generous pari 
Of young Fernando. f»t 

^nt. 'Tis, and I cou'd wifli :I 

All thrift to his AfFcdlions, Decius. * ! 

You find the Sum on't, Madam. 

Ero. Yes, I do. 

jinf. And cah you no^ yet think a Hdxtt OffpreH 
With fuch a throng of Cares, can entertain 
An amorous Thought ? Love frees all Toils but one. 
Calamity and it can ill agree. 

£ro. Will*t pleaie you fpcak my Doom ? 

jinL Alas, great Lady, 
Why will you flatter thus a defperate Man 
That is quite caft away ? O had you not 
Procured the Senate's Warrant to enforce 
My (lay, I had not heard of the(^ fad News. 
What would ye have me do ? 

Etq. Love me, or kill me,. 
One word (hall fentcnce either 5 for aS Tri^ 
Is juft, if you rcfulc me, J am rcfolute 
Not to put-live my Thraldome^ 

Jnt. Gentle Lady. 

Ero. Say, muft I Live, or Die ? 

Dec. My Lord, how can you 
Be fo inexorable? Here's Occafioh 
Of fuccburing your Father in his Wants 
Securely profer*d, pray Sir, entertain it, 

Ero. what is my Sentence ? 

jini. What you pleafe to have it. 

Ero. As thou art gentle,^ fpeak tho(c Words again. 

^L Madam, you have prevailed ; yet give toe leave 
Without offence, e'er I refign the Intereft 
Your Heart hath in my Heart, to prove your Secrefie. 

Ero. AntinouSy *tis the greateft Argument 
Of thy Affdftions to me. 

Jnt. Madam, thus then. 
My Father (lands for certain (iims engag'd 

To 
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itreachero)|is Gonzalo ; and has mortgaged 
grea'teft part pf his Eft^^e to him ; 

you receive this Mortgage^ and procure 
icquittance from GoHzalo to my Father, 
t am what you would have me be. 

Ero. You'll loVe me then f 

Ant. Provided^ i^ad^qi^ that my Father knoW ti6t 
i am an Ag^nt for him: 

Ero. If 1 fail 
Inthis^ I afl[i ,i<ni»^9hhy to be loy'd. 

^«/.Then, wltKyourP^vpyrj (27) thiis t fcalniy Truths 
And Decius witnefs how unchangingly 
i ihall ftiH love Emd. 

Eroi Thou haft quickqcd 
A dying Heart, Antinous. 

Dec. This is w.^11 ; 
Much Happiqefs |p both^ 

Eni& Hypafclia, 

Hyp. The Lord Gonzab 
Attends you, Madam. 

Ero. Comps as we cpuld Wilji* 
"J^ithdraw Antinous^ here's a Clofet, where 
iTou may partake bis Errand ; let him enter. 

Ant. Madam yPu muft be ^ary. [Eiiito 

Ero. Fear it not, 
I will be ready for him % t* entertain him 
With fmiling Welcome. 

^nter Oonzalo; 

■ , ■• , ■ . 

Noble Sir^ yoii take 

Advantage of the timfe \ k had b^n fit < j 
$ome aotice of your Prefcnce mig^t: have fafiiion^ 
A more prepared Stale. 
Gon. ] D* yqti ttiock mfe,. Madam ? 

(27) ' ■■■■ / . - .-• ^^*' I/eal my Truth, . . r ^ . , , ^ 

To ti^Yi and Decius ^witnefs how unchangingly] I have 

ftruck off two Words here ^s unneceffary to the Scnfc, and hurtful to 

fhe Meaftire. I really believe themr fpurious, though it does Aot ap- 

p^r how t)i<;y came tcubc infiprt^d. 

Hi Bk 
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Ero. Truft me, you wrong your Judgment, to repiltCki 

My Gratitude a Fault ; I have examined U 

Your portly Carriage, and will now confcft . ^ 

It hath not (lightly wOn me. i. 

Gon. The Wind's turn'd ; - ^ 

I thought 'twould come to this. It pleasM us, Madam, ^ 

At our laft Interview, to mention Love j Q 

Have you Gonfidcr'd on't ? _ 

Ero. With more than common i 
Content : But Sir, if what you fpoke you meant. 

As I have caufe to doubt, then- ■ ■ ^ 

Gon. What, fwect Lady ? ' 1 

Ero. Methinks^efliouldlaybythisformofStaiJclrnefti 1 
Love's Courtfliip is familiar, and for inftance. 
See what a change it hath begot in me, 
I could talk humbly now, as Lovers ufe. 

Gon. And I, and I, wc meet in one Self-centre 
Of bleft Confent. 

Ero. I hope my weakiicfs, Sir, 
' Shall not defcrve Negleft ; but if it prove fb, 
I am not the firft Lady has been ruin*d* 
By being too credulous ; you will fmart for't one Day. 

Gon. Angel-like Lady, lee me be held a Villain, 
If I love not fincerely. 

Ero. Would I knew it. 

Gon. Make proof by any fit Command. 

Ero. What do you mean ? 
To marry me ? 

Gon. How! Mean? Nay more, I mean 
To make you Emprefs of my Earthly Fortunes, 
Regent of my Defires, for did you covet 
To be a real Queen, I could advance you. 

JEr^.Naw I perceive you flight me, and would make me 
More fimple than my Sexes frailty warrants. 

Gon. But fay your Mind, and you fhall be a Queen. 

Ero. On thole Conditions, call me yours. Gon. Enough. 
But are we fafe ? Ero. AlTurcdly. Gon. In ffiortj 
Yet, Lady, firft be plain ; would you not chufe 
Much rather to prefer your own Sun-rifing, 
Than any's elfe though ne'er fo near Entituled 

By 
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ijf Blood, or right of Birth ? 

jBrv. 'Tis a queftion 
Needs not a Rcfolution. 
Gon. Good ; what if 
I fct the Crown of Candy on your Head ? 
Ero. I were a Queen indeed then. 
Gon. Madam, know 
There's but a Boy 'twixt you and it ; fuppoie him ^ 
Tranfhap'd into an Angel. 

Ero. WiftGonzalo^ 
I cannot but admire thee. 

Gon. ^fis worth thinking oq ; 
B^des, your Husband fhall be Duke of Venice. 
Ero. GonzalOf Duke of Fenice ? 
Gon. You arc mine, you f^y ? 
Ero. Piih : You but dally with me ; and would lu me 
i In a rich golden Dream. 

Gon. You arc tod much diftruftful of my Truth. 
E^ro. Then you muft give me leavq to apprehend 
The Means and Manner how. 

Gon. Why thus • 

Ero. You ihall not. 
We may be ovcr-heard ; Affairs and Counfels 
Of fuch high Nature, are not to be trufted 
Not to the Air it fclf, you ihall in writing 
Draw out the full DeCgns which if cfFcftdl, 
I am as I profeis. 

Gon. O I applaud • 

Your ready Care, and Sccrefie. 

Ero. Gonzaloj 
There is a bar yet, 'twixt our hopes and us. 
And that muft be remov'd. 
Gon. What is't ? 
Ero. Old Caftlane. 
Gon. Ha } Fear not him : I build upon his Ruins 

y. ' 

Ero. I would find a fmoothcr Courfc 
b Ihift him off. 
Gon. As how ? 
Bro. We'll talk in private, 

D 3 1 
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J have a ready Plot. 

Qon. I fhall adore you. l[^^<«* 

£nter Fernando, and Annopbel. 

Rr. Madanl, although I hate unnoble Praftices^ 
Arid therefore have perform'd no more than what 
(iS) I ought for Honour's fake ; ytt Annaphelj 
Thy Love hatti bieert the Spur, to urge me forwan} 
For fpeedier diligence. 

Annp. Sir, your own Fanie 
And ^lemory will beft reward themfelves; 

7^i?r/ All gain is lofs, fweet Beauty, iflmift 
My Comforts here : The Brother arid the Sifter 
Have double conguer*d me, but thou may'ft triumph, 
^' Anno. Good Sir, I have a Father. 

Fdr. Yes, a brave one; 
Could'ft thou obfcure thy Beauty, yet the Happinels 
Of being but his Daughter, were a Dower 
pit for a trincc : What fay ye? 

Anno. You've deferv'd • 
As irjuch as I ihould granti 

Fer. By this fair fi^tid 
I take PofTeffion. 

Anno. What in Words I dare not, 
Jmagine in my Silendc. 
' i^^r. yhoq 'rt all Virtue. 

. Enter Caffilancs, and Arc^nc^. 

Caf. I'll tell thee how :. Baldmn the Emperor, 
Pretending Title, more through Tyranny, 
Than right of Conqueft, qr pcfcent,^ufurp*d 
The Stilibf Lord o^er all the Omian Iflands, 
And under Colour of an Amity 
With Cr^/<?, pceferr'd the Marquefs Momtfer^to 
Tq be our Goy^rnor*^ the Qrf/w^J yex*d 

(28) / ought for Honour's Safety ;] I have not rejected Safety 
thinking it NonfenTe, but bedaufe the more aatural Word better {u 
the Meafure. I allow that where a Paufe happens in the middle k>i 
Verfe, a redundant Syllable is often flang in by Sbake^ear as well 
cur Authors. Bat one ihould not foppofe theni to fary a nattti 
Fh ale on purpofe to do it. ' ^ .... . * 
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3y the ambitious ^urks^ in hope of aid 
From th* Emperor, received for General 
TyiVi MountferatQ \ he, the Wars appeas'd. 
Plots vrith the State of Fmice^ and takes Money 
Of them for Candy : They paid well, he ftdils 
Away in fecret ; fince which time, that Right 
TheStatepf^^ir^ claims o'er C^^, is 
By Purchale, not Inheritance or Cbnqueft, 
And hence grows all our Quarrel. 

Are. SoanUfurer 
Or Lombard* JtWj might with fome B^gs of tra(h 
Buy half the Wefter;) World. 

Caf. Mony, Arcane:^ 
Is now a God on Earth : It cracks Virginities, 
And turns a Chriftian, Turk % 
Bribes Juftice, cut-throats Honour, does what not ? 
Arc. Not Oiptivts Candy . 
Caf. Nor makes thee dilhoneft. 
Nor me a Coward— —Now Sir, here is homely^ 
Put fi-iendly Entertainment. 
jKt. Sir, Ifinditp 
Arc. And like it, do ye not f 
Fer. My Repair fpeaks for me. 
Caf. Femandoy we were fpcaking of« ~ ■ - h ow this? 

Enfer Gonzalo, and Galpero, wi^ a CajikiL 

Gon. Your Friend, and Servant. 

Caf Creditors, my Lord, 
Are Matters aqd no Serv^ts : As the World goes. 
Debtors are very Slaves to thofe to whom ^ 

They Ve been ^beholden to ; in which itfped:» 
I (hould fe^r yoi|, Gonzalo. 

Gon. Me, my L^rd? 
you owe me nothing. 

Caf What, nor Love, nor Mon/ ? 

Con. Yes, Love, I hope, not Moiny, 
. Caf All this Bravery 
' YTill fott'cely make that good. 

Gon. 'Tia done already : 
See Sir, your Mortgage f which I only took, 

I 
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In cafe you and your Son had in the Wars ' 
Mifcarricd^ I yield 't up again : *Tis yours. 

Caf. Arc ye fo confcionable ? 

Gon. *Tis your own. 

Caf. PHh, pifh, rJl not receive what is not mine. 
That were a aangerous bufineis. 

Gpn. Sir, Tm paid for't, 
The Sums you borrowM are returned 5 the Bonds 
CancellM,, and your * Acquittance formally ieal*d ; 
Look here. Sir, Gafpero is witnefs tp it. 

Gaf. My honoured Lord, I am. 

Gon. My Lord Fernando^ 
Ar canes and the reft, you all Khali teftiiie. 
That I acquit Lord Caffilane for ever. 
Of any Debts to me. 

(28) Caf. 'Tia plain and ample : 
Fortune will once again fmile on us fairly. 
But hark ye, hark ye, if you be in earneft. 
Whence coqfips this Bounty ? Or /whofc is't ? 

Gon, In fhort, 
The great Erota^ by this Secretary, 
ReturnM me my full due. 

Caf Erota? Why 
Should (he do this? 

Gon. You muft ask her the caufe. 
She knows it beft 

Caf. So ho, Arcanes^ none > •* 

But Women pity us ? Soft-hearted Women ? 
1 am become ^ braye Fellow now, Arcanes^ 
Am I not ? ^ 

Arc. Why, Sir, if the gracious Princels 
Have took more fpecial notice of your Services, 
And means to be more thankful than fome others 
It were an Injury to Gratitude, 
To difcftecm her Favour^, 

Anno. Sir, Ihe.cver 

(29) Gaf. ""Tts plain and ample : 

fortune 'will oiice again, &c.] Thefc two Lines were 
given to Gafpero^ which I have refior'd to Caffilane as evidently be- 
longing to him. 

For 
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For your fake moft refpeftively lov*d me. 

Caf. The Senate, and the Body of this Kingdom 
Are herein) let me fpeak it without Arrogance^ 
Beholdea to her : I will thank her for it ; 
And if ihe have referv'd a means wherd>y 
J may repay this Bounty with feme Service, 
She diall be then my Patronefs : Come, Strsy 
We'll tafte a Cup of Wine together now. 

Gon. Fernando^ I muft fpeak with you in fecret. 

Ter. You fhall Now Gaf^o^ all*s well. 

(30) Gonz. There's News 
You muft b* acquainted with. 
Come there's no Mafterrpiece in Art, like Policy, 

[Exeunt^ 



A C T V: SCENE!., 

Enl^ pcrnando, and Michael. 

iw-.^Tp H E Senate is informed at full. '^ 

JL Mich. Gonzalo 
Dreams not of my Arrival yet. 

Fer. Nor think? 
Tis poilible his Plots can be difcoverM ; 
He fats himielf with hopes of Crowns, and Kingdoms^ 
And laughs iecurely, to imagine how 
He means to gull all but himfclf : When truly, 
None is fo grofly gulPd as l^e. 

Mich. There was never 
A more arch Villain. 

Fer. Peace, the Senate coooes. 

{30) Gaf. there's News 

Thu mifft be acquainted tvith. 

Come thereof no 'Majf$r-piecf of Aft Hke Poliey.'] This lafl 
Line is a Repetition of Gonzaki'i vain Opinion of his own Policy, I 
therefore think that the whole Speech belonged to him. ' And it is art- 
ful to make Gonzalo triupiph in the Succefs of his I^oliticks, when the 
Reader knows^ that he is upon the Briidc of Ruin* If Gafpero is to 
fpeak it, he muft be fuppofed to have heard frpqi Fernanda, the Con- 
vcriation which had paisM be(w^& Qonxab and him. 
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EnUr Porphyeio, Poffenne, S^nafqrs^ Galpeto, and 

Attendants. 

Por How c!o(My Treaioii doajcs itfelf in fermi 
Of'Civil Honcfty? 

Pof. And yec how palpably 
Does Heaven reveal it ? Per. Gracbu^ Lords^ 

Gj/ Th^ Ambaflador, 
Lord Pauk Michael^ Advocate 
To the greac Duke of Venice. 

Por. You are moft welcome. 
Your Matter is a juft and noble IVinoe. 

Mtcb. My Lx>rds, he bad me fay, that you may knew 
How much he fcorns, and, as good Princes ought. 
Defies bafe, indireft, and godlefs Treacheries j 
To your more facred Wifdoms he refers 
The Puniihment due to the falfe Genzafo^ 
Or elfe to fend him home to Fenice. 

Pof. Herein 
The Duke is Royal : Gafpero^ the Prince 
Of Cyprus anfwer'd he would com^. 

Gaf. My Lords, 
He will not long be abfent. 

Enter Philander, ani Melitus. 

Por^ You, Fernando^ 
Have tnade the State your Debtor: Worthy Prince 
We (hall be Suitors to you for your Prcfence, 
In hearing, and determining of matters 
Greatly concerning Candy. 

Phi. Fathers, I am 
A Stranger. Pof. Why, the caufc. my Lord, concerns 
A Stranger: Pleafe you feat yourfelf* 

Phi. Howc'cr 
Unfit, fince you will have it fog^ my ]L.ordS| 
You (hall command me. 

Por. You, my Lord i^frw^/^^, 
With the Ambaflador, withdcaw a while* 

Per. My Lords, we fliall. [£^. 

Pof. Melitus^ and the Sbcretary^ 
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Give notice to Gonzalo^ that the Senate 

Recjuirc* hia I*refence. . [^Ex. Gaf. and NJel. 

Enter CaililaneS) and Arcanes. 

jPfo*. What concerns the bufinefs ? 

Par. Thus noble Prince • 

Caf. Let me alone^ thou troubPfl: me, 
nib' heard. 

jfrc. You know not what you do : Forbear ~ [dares 

(3 > ) P^f' Who's he that is To rude ? What's he that 
To interrupt our Cpqnfels ? 

Caf. One that has guarded, 
Thofe Purple Rdbes from Cankers worlc than Mothi^ 
One that hath kept your Fleeces bn your JBacks, 
That would have been fiiatch'd from you: But I fee 
^Tis better liow to bie a Dog, a Spaniel 
In dmes of Peace, than boaft the bruifed Scars, 
Purchased with lofs of Blood in noble Wars; 
My Lx)rds, I fpeak to you, 

Por. Lcfrd Caffildnej 
Yft know not what you me^. 

Caf Yes, you are fet 
IJpon a Bench of Juftice ; and a day 
Will come (hear this, ^nd quake ye Pbccnt Great ones) 
When you your felves (ball ftand before a Judge, 
Who in a pair of Scales will weigh your Aftions, 
Without abatement of one Grain: As then 
Yoti wotild be found full weight, I charge ye Fathers 
]Let me have juftice now* 

Pof. Lord papldfie^ 
What ftrangfe Diftcmperature provokes Dlftruft 
pf our Impartiality ? Be fure 
(32) We'll father no Ivlan's Injuries. 

Caf. 

(31 ) Pof. Torhar : Who'f he tBett isfi rude f Whafs he that dares? ] 
l^lit firft Word QiPofiene*^ Speech, feems origpwally to have belonged 

' I32) ^(p7/ flatter no Man's Injuries,'] A Judge who pardons a Cri- 
niiui), or tether a Judge who will not lee, but endeavours to palliate 
the Crimes of the Offender » may be faid to flat hr his Injuries, and 
tl^lrefbre i( ^9^ not without confulting feveral ingenious Friends that 
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Caf. *tis wen ; 
You have a Law, Lords, that without remorfc 
Dooms fuch as are belepred with the Curfe 
Of foul Ingratitude to Death. 

Por. We have. ^ 

Caf. Then do me Juftice. 

Enter Antinous, Decius, Erota, and Hyparcha. 

J)ec. Mad-man, whither runn'ft thou ? 

jfnt. Peace, Deciusj t am deaf. 

Hyp. Will you forget 
Your Greatnefe, and your^Modefty ? 

Era. Hyparcba leave, I will not hear. 

Ant. Lady^ great, jgentle Lady. , 

Ero. Prithee young Man forbear to interrupt me, 
Triumph not in thy Fortunes ; I will fpeak. • 

Pof. More Uproars yet ! who are they that difturb us ? 

Caf. The Viper's come; his Fears have drawn him hithcr> 
And now, my Lords, be Chronicled for ever. 
And give me Juftice againft this vile Monfter^ 
This Baftard of my Blood. 

Era. 'Xis Juftice, Fathers, 
I fue for too ; and though! might command it, ' 
(If you remember. Lords, whofe Child I was) 
Yet' I will humbly beg it ; this old Wretch 
Has forfeited his Life to me. 

Caf Tricks, tricks; 
Complots, Devices, 'twixt thefe pair of young ones. 
To blunt the Edge of your well tempered Sword^ 
Wherewith yoq ftrikc Offenders, Lords ; but I 
Am not a Baby to be fear'd with Bug-b^s, 
•Tis Juftice I require. 

Ero. And J. [felf 

Ant. You fpeak too tenderly ; and too much like your 
To mean a Cruelty ; which would make monftrous 
Your Sex : Yet for th<^ Loves fake, which you once 

I ventured to difcardlt ; They all upon reading the PaiTage marked it 
as an exceptionable Word, and twoor thpm conjedur'd the fame Emen- 
dation which I had made: Which is certainly a fironger^ a clearer 
and a more poetical Word. 

PleasM 
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Pleas'd to pretend, give rtiy ,grietr*d Father leave 
' To urge his own Revenge ; you have no Caufc 
For yours : Keep Peace about ye, 

Caf. Will you hear me ? 

Phi. Here's fome ftrange novelty. 

Pof. Sure wc are mock*d. 
Speak one at once : Say wherein hath your Son 
Tranlgrefs'd the Law ? 

Caf. O the grofs mifts of Dulnefs ! 
Are you this Kingdom's Oracles, yet can be 
' So ignorant ? firft hear, and then confider. 
That I begot him, gave him Birth and Life, 
And Education, were, I muft confcls. 
But Duties of a Father : I did more ; 
I taught him how to manage Arms, to dare 
An Enemy ; to court both Death and Dangers ; 
Yet thefe were but Additions to complcat 
A well accomplifhM Soldier : I did more yet. 
I made him chi^f Commander in the Field 
Next to my felf, and gave him the full Profpeft 
Of Honour and Preferment; train'd him up 
In all perfeftions of a Manialift : 
But he unmindful of his Gratitude, 
You know with what Contempt of my Defcrts, 
Firft kick'd agairift mine Honour, fcorned all 
My Services ; then got the Palm of Glory 
Unto himfelf : Yet not content with this. 
He, laftly, hath confpir'd my Death, and fought 
Means to engage me to this Lady's debt, 
Whofe Bounty all my whole Eftate could never 
Give Satisfaftion to : Now honoured Fathers, 
• For this Caufc only, if your Law be Law, 
And you the Minifters of Juftice ; then 
Think of this ftrange Ingratitude in him. 

Phi. Can this be lb, Antinous ? 

Ant. 'Tisall true, 
Nor hath my much wrong'd Father limn*d my Faults 
In Colours half fo black, as in themfelves, 
My Guilt hath dy'd them : Were there Mercy left. 

Yet 
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Yet mine own Shapfie would be my Executions i- 
Lprds, I am guilty. Ero. Thou belieft, jlntinous4 
Thine Innocence : Alas, my Lords, he's dcfpqrate. 
And talks he knows not what : Yqu moll not credit 
His Lunacy ; I can my feif difprovc 
This Accufation : Cqffilane^ be yet 
More merciful ^ I beg it. 
Caf. Time, nor Fate, 
The World, or what is in k, fliall not alter 
My Rcfolution : He fliall die. Ei^o. The Srenate*is 
Prayers, or weeping Lx)vers, flull not alter 
My Refolution : Thou flialt die, jinf. Why Madairif 
Are ye all Marble ? 

Pof, Leave your fliifts, JntinouSj 
What plead you to your Father's Acculation ? 
jfnt. Moft fully guilty. 
Pof: You have doomed your fclf. 
We cannot quit you now. 

Caf. A burthen'd Confcience 
Will never need a Hang-man : Iladft thou dar^d 
To have deny*d it, then this Sword of mine 
Shou*d on thy Head have prov*d thy Tongue a Liaf . 
Erp. Thy Sword ? wretched old MaHf,' thou'ft liv'd totf 
long 
To carry Peace or Comfort to thy Grave ; 
Thou art a Man condepin'd : My Lords, this Tyrant 
Had perifli*d but for me, I ftill (upply'd 
His miferable Wants } I fent his Daughter 
Mony to buy him food ^ the Bread he eat^ 
Was from my Purfe: When he, vain-gk>Houfly 
To dive into the Peoples Hearts, hadpawn'd 
His Birth-right, I r^eem'd it, fent it to him,- ^ 

And for requital, o^ly made my Suit, 
That he would pleafe to new receive his Son 
Into his Favour, for whofe Love I told him 
I had been (lill fo friendly : But then he. 
As void of Gratitude, as all good Nature^ 
Diftraded like a mad Man, pofted hitha: 
To pull tbi& Vengeance on bimfelff and us $ 
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For why, my Lords, fincc by tbeLaw, (33) all Mean 

Is blotted out of your Comtnifliony 

As this hard-hearted Father hath accus'd 

Noble Antintms^ bis unblemifh'd Son* 

So I accufe this Father, and crave Judgoieht 

Caf. All this is but dcoeit, meer Trifies fbrg'd 
By Combination to defeat the Proqels 
Of Juftice. I will have Jntinous Lik. 
Arc. Sir, what do ye mean ? 
Era. I will have CU^ane^s. 
Ant. Cunning and cruel Lady, runs the Scream 
Of your AfFc6lions this, way ? Have you not 
Conqucft enough by treading on my-Gtme} 
tJnlcfs you fend me thither in a. Shrowd 
Stccp'd in my Father's Blood ? As you are WomaD^ 
As the protcfts of Love you vow'd were .Hondft ; 
Be gentler to my Father. Ero. C(^tkne^ 
Thou haft a Heart of Flint : Let my IntreatieSt 
My Tears, the Sacrifice of Griefs unfeign^d^ 
Melt it : Yet be a Father to thy Son, 
tJnmask thy long befotted Judgment, fee 
A low Obedience kneelii^ at the Feet 
Of Nature, I befeech you. 

Caf, Pifh, you cozen 
Your Hops : Your Plots are idjie : I am refolutc. 
Ero. Anttnous^ urge no further. 
Ant. Hence thou Sorcery 
Of a beguiling Softnefsi I will fl;and. 
Like the Earth's Centier, unmoved ; Lords yQai!)Breath. 
Muft finlfh thefc Divifions : 1 confefs 
Civility doth teach I Ihould not fpeak 
Againft a Lady of her Birth, b high 
As great Erota^ but her injuries 

(33) ■ ' - ' V ■ ^^l mtans 

Is blotted out of your CommiJpoH.'] The Vcfb being in the fin- 
galar Number makes it probable, though not certain, that the Nomina- 
tive was fo too ; and the Senfe, if not Grammar, requires the Chsinge. 
'' Since your Commifiion allows no Mtan or Midway between the 
" Death or abfolute Acquittance of the Party accufed.*' This fee^ns 
to be the SeHfe intended. Mr. ^mpfin reads ^M$nd$^ i. e. Jmends : 
Death being the only .Amends or Atonement that the Law allow'd. 

And 
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And thanklcfi Wrongs to me^ urge me to cry L 

Aloud for Jufticc, Fathers. ^ ^ 

D^r. Whither run you? . - 

jinL For, honoured Fathers, that you all may know ?g 
That I alone am not unmatchable . '{ 

In Crimes of this Condition, left perhaps 
You might conceive, as yet the C^fe appears, » ,, 

That this foul Stain and Guilt runs in a Blood 1 
Before this Prefence, I accufc this Lady ] 

Of as much vile Ingratitude to me« 
Ga/ Impudent Traitor ! 
Pbi. Her ? O fpare Jniinous ; 
The World reputes thee valiant, do not foyle 
AH thy paft Noblenefi with fuch a Cowardize, 
As munhering innocent Ladies Will ftamp on thee/ 

Ant^ Brave Prince, with what ^inwillingnefs I enforce 
Her Follies, and in thofe her Sin, be witnels. 
All theie about me: She is bloody-minded^ 
And turns the Juftice of the Law to Rigour ; 
It is her Cruelties, not I, accufe her : 
Shall I have Audience ? 
Ero, Let him fpeak, my Lords^ 
D^c. Your Memory wHI rot. 
Ant. Caft all your Eyes 
On this, what Ihall I call her ? (34) ruthlefs Woman, 
When often in my Difcontents, the fway 
Of her unruly Blood, her untam'd Paffion, 
Or name it as you lift, had hour by hour 
Solicited my Love, ftie vow*d at laft 
She cou'd not, wou'd not live, unlefs I granted 
What flie long fued for : I in tender Pity, 
To fave a Lady of her Birth from Ruin, 
Gave her her Life, and promise to be Hers : 
Nor urg'd I ought from her, but Secrefie, 
And then enjoyn'd her to fupply fuch Wants 

(34) — — tfuthkfs Womany"] I have ventured to change the Epi. 
thet here by ftriking ofFa Letter s not but I allow the former to be 
good Senfe ; but as Erota^s Want of Compaflion to Caffilane was the 
foie Caufe <£ Antinomy Anger, ruthlefi feems to me tkc moll aat«- 
ral Epithet. 
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As I perceiv'd my Fathcr^s late Engagements 
Had made him fubjedb to ; What fhall I heap up 
Long Repetitions? She to quit my Pity, 
Not only hath difcovefd to my Father 
What fhe had promised to conceal, but alio 
Hath drawn my Life into this fatal forfeit i 
For which (ince I muft die, I crave a like 
Equality of Juftice againft her ; 
Not that I covet Blood, but that (he may not 
PraAice this Art of Falfehood on fome other. 
Perhaps more worthy of her Love hereafter. 
For. If this be ttue— 
Ero. My Lords, be as the Law is, 
Indiflfcrcnt, Upright, I do plead Guilty : 
Now Sir, what Glory have you got by this ? 
'Las Man, I meant not to outlive thy Doom» 
Shall we be Friends in Death ? 

Caf. Hear me, the Villain 
Scandals her, honoured Lords. 

Ero. Leave off to doat, 
And die a wife Man. 

AiL I am over-reach'dj 
And maftered in my own Refolutioti. 

Pbi. Will ye be wilful, Madam ? here*s the Curft 
Of Love's Difdain. 

Caf. Why fit you like dumb Statues ? 
Demur no longer. 

Pof. Caffilane^ Erota^ 
AntinouSj Death ye ask ^ and *tis your Doomir^ 
You in your Follies liv'd, die in your Follies. 

Caf. I am reveng'd, and thank you for it^ Ero. Yes^ 
And I : jtntinOus hath been gracious. Ant. Sir, 
May I prefume to craye a Blefling from you 
Before we part ? 

Caf Yes, fuch a one ds Parents 
Beflow on curfed Sons ; now, now I laugh 
To fee how thofe poor Younglings are both cheated 
Of Life and Comfort : Look ye, look ye. Lords, 
L#> but fome ten Minutes, more or lefs, 
Bemre my time, buf they have finely cozened 
Vol. IV. E Themfcivn 
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Thcmfclvcs of many, many hopeful Years * 

Amidft their prime of Youth and Glory \ now 

Enter Annophel. . \ 

My Vengeance is made full. Welcome my Joy, 

Thou com'ft to take a feafohable Blcffing 

From thy half-bury *d Father's Hand ; l*m dead ■ ^ 

Already, Girl, and fo is {he and he. 

We all are Worms- meat now. 

Anno. I have heard all ; 
Nor ihall you die alone : Lords, on my Knees 
I beg for Juftice too. 

Pot. 'Gainft whom, for what? 

Anno. Firft let me be refolv*d ; does the Law favour - 
None, be they ne*er fo mighty ? 

Por. Not the greateft. 

Anno. Then juftly I accufe of foul Ingratitude 
My Lord^, you of the Senate all, not one 
Excepted. Pof. Por. Us? 

Phi. Annophel.--'-'^ Anno. You are the Authors 
Of this unthrifty Bloodfhed ; when your Enemies 
Came marching to your Gates, your Children fuck'd not 
Safe at their Mothers Breafts, your very Cloy Iters 
Were not fecure, your ftarting Holes of Refuge 
Not free from Eknger, nor your Lives your own : 
In this moft defp'rate Ecftafie, my Father, 
This aged Man, not only undertook 
To guard your Lives, but did fo ; and beat off 
The daring Foe 5 for you he pawn*d His Lands, 
To pay your Soldiers, who without their Pay 
Refus*d to ftrike a Blow : But, Lords, when Peace 
Was purchased for you, and Vidory brought home. 
Where Was your Gratitude, who in your Coffers 
Horded the rulVy Treafure which was due_^ 
To my unminded Father ? he was glad 
To live retired in Want, in Penury, 
WhiJft you made Feafls of Surfeit, and forgot 
Your Debts to him : The Sum of all is this. 
You've been unthankful to him ; and I crave 
The Rigor of-the Law againft you all 

Cuf. 
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Caf. My Royal-fpirited Daughter ! 

Era. Anncpbel^ 
Thou art a worthy Wench ; let me embrace thee. 

jlnno. Lords, why do yoU keep your Scats ? they arc 
no Places 
For fuch as are Offenders. 

Pof. Though our Ignorance ' 
Of Caffilane^s Engagements might affwage 
Severity of Juftice, yet to Ihew 
How no Excufe fhould fmooth a breach of Law, 
I yield me to the Trial of it. Por. So 
Muft I : Great Prince of Cyprus^ you are left 
The only Moderator in this Difference \ 
And as you are a Prince be a Proteftor 
To woful Candy. Phi. What a Scene of Milery 
Hath thine {^^ obdqrate Frowardnefs, old Man, 
Drawn on thy Country's Bofom } and for that 
Thy proud Ambition could not mount fo high 
As to be ftil'd thy Country's only Patron, 
Thy Malice hath defcended to the depth 
Of Hell, to be renowned in the Title 
Of the Deftroyer ? Dpft thou yet perceive 
What Curies all Pofterity will brand 
Thy Grave with, that at once haft rob*d this Kingdom 
Of Honour and of Safety ? 
-Ero. Children yet unborn 
Will (lop their Ears when thou art nam'd. 

Arc. The World will be too little to contain 
The Memory of this detefted Deed i 
The Furies will abhor it. 

Dec. What the Sword 
Could not enforce, your peevifh Thirft of Honour, 
(36) A bare, cold, weak, imaginary Fame, 
Hath brought on Candy : Candy groans, not thcfc 
That are to die. 

(35) "~~ obdurate Forwardnefs,— — ] Former Editions. 

(36) ^ brave, cold, nveak^-^y As none of the Epithets beiide 
the firlt are Ironic^, I doubc no( but brm/e was a Miftake inltead of 
the natalal Word, which I have, 1 believe* only M&gred* Mr. Symf» 
fin has firnt me alfo the fame Emendation^ 

• E z PHi 
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I^hu 'Tis Happinefs enough 1 

For them, that they fhall not furvive %o fee T 

The Wounds wherewith thou ftab'ft the Land that gave t 
Thee Life and Name. 

Dec. 'Tis Candy s wrack fhall feel— — 

(37) ^^- The mifchief of your Folly. I 

jHor. Pof, Annophel — — | 

Jnno.l will not be intreated. 

Caf. Prithee Annophel ^ 

Anno. Why would you urge me to a Mercy, which 
You in your felf allow not ? 

Ctj/ 'Tis the Law, 
That if the Party who complains, remit 
Th* Offender, he is freed : Is*t not fo. Lords ? 

Par. Pof.^ 'Tis fo. 

Caf, Aniinous, by my Shame obferve 
What a clofe Witchcraft popular Applaufe is: 
I am awak'd, and with clear Eyes behold 
Thft Lethargy wherein my Reafon long 
Hath been be-charm'd : Live, live, my matchlefs Son, 
Blefl in thy Father's Bleffing; much mpre blefl 
In thine own Virtues : Let me dew thy Cheeks 
With my unmanly Tears : Rife, I forgive thee: 
And good Antinous^ if I fhall be thy Father 
Forgive me : I can fpeak no more. 

Ant. Dear Sir, 
You new beget me now— Madam, your Pardon, 
1 heartily remit you. Ero. I as freely 
Difcharge thee, CaJJilane. 

Anno. My gracious Lords, 
Repute me not a blemifh to my Sex, 
In that I flrove to cure a defperate Evil 
With a more violent Remedy : Your Lives, 
Your Honours are your own. 

Phi. Then with Confent 
Be reconciled on all fides : Pleafe you Fathers 
To take your Places. 

. (37) Caf. The ffiifchief of y<mr Folly.'] The grofs Miftakc of making 
Ca£ilane fpeak thu^ oiuit be obvious to every Reader. 

Pof. 
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Pof. Let's again afcend. 
With Joy and Thankfulncfs to Hcav'n : And now 
To other bufinefs. Lords. 

Enter Gafpero, and Melitus, wilb Gonzalo, 

Mel. Two Hours and more, Sir, 
The Senate hath been fet. 

Gon. And I not kqow it ? 
Who fits with them ? 

Alel. My Lord, the Prince of Cyprus, 

Gon, Gafpero^ 
Why how comes that to pafs ? 

Gaf. Some weighty Caufe 
I warrant you. 

Gon. Now, Lords, the bufinefs ? ha ? 
Who's here, Erota? 

Por. Secretary do your Charge 
Upon that Traitor. 

Gon. Traitor ? Gaf. Yes, Gonzalo^ Traitor ; 
OfjTreafon to the Peace and State oi Candy ^ 
\ do arrcft thee. Gon. Me ? thou Dog ? . 

Enter Fernando, and Michael. 

Mich. With Licence 
From this grave Senate, I arrcft thee llkewife 
Of Trcafon to the State of Venice. Gon. Ha ? 
Is Michael hcrt? nay then I fee 
I am undone.' 

Ero. I fhall not be your Queen, 
Your Dutchefs, or your Emprefs. 

Gon. Dull, dull Brain. 
O I am fooi*d. 

Gaf. Look, Sir, d' you knovf this Hand ? 

HScb. D' you know this Seal ? Firft, Lords, he writes 
to Venice^ 
To make a perfedl: League, during which Time 
He wou'd in private keep fome Troops in Pay, 
Bribe all the Centinels throughout this Kingdom, 
Corrupt the Captains ; at a Banquet pdifon 
The Prince^ and greateft Peers, and m Conclufion 

E 3 Yield 
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Yield Candy Slave to Feme. 

Gaf. Next, he contrafted 
With this Illuftrious Princefs, th* Lady Erofay 
In hope of Marriage with her, to deliver 
All the Venetian GdW^LUtTy ^ and Strength, 
Upon their firft arrival, to the Mercy 
Of her and Candy. Ero. This is true, Gonzalo. 

Gon. Let it be true : What then ? 

Pof. My Lord Ambaflador, 
What's your denf)and ? 

Mich. As likes the State of Candy^ 
Either t6 fentence him as he defer ves 
Here, or to fend him like a Slave to Venice. 

Por. We {hall ad vife upon it.. 

Gon. O the Devils, 
That had not thruft this trick into my Pate— ^ 
A Politician ? Fool. Deftrudion plague 
Candy and Venice both. 

Pof. For. Away with Him. 

Mel. Come, Sir, Til fee you fafe. [Exeunt Gonz. Mel. 

Ero. Lords, e'er you part 
Be witnefs to another change of wonder 
Antinous^ now be bold, before this Prefence, 
Freely to fpeak, whether or no I us*d 
The humbleft mcan^ AfFeftion could contrive. 
To gain thy Love. Ant. Madam, I muft confcfs it. 
And ever am your Servant. Ero. Yes, Antinous^ 
My Servant, for my Lord thou (halt be never : 
I here difclaim the intei^eft thou loadft once 
In my too paffionate Thoughts. Mod noble Prince, 
If yet a Relick of thy wonted Flames 
Live warm within thy Bofomi, then I blufli not 
Xo offer up the aflUrance pf my Faith, 
To thee th^f haft deferv'd Tt beft. Phi. 6 Madam, 
You play with my Calamity, Ero, Let Heav*n 
Record ray Truth for ever. Pbi. With more joy 
Than I have words to utter, I accept it. 
I alfo pawn you mine. 

Ero. The Man that in requital 
Of noble and unfouglit Affection 

Grows 
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■ Grows crue!, never lov'd, nor did Jnltmus. 
I Yet herein, Prince, ye are beholden to him ; 
I For his negle<5t of me liumblcd a Pride, 
I Which to a virtuous Wife had been a Monftcr. 
I Phi. For which 1*11 rank him my defcrving Friend. 
I Ant. Much Comfort dwell with you, as I could wifh 
To him I honour molt Caf, O my Aatinouj, 
My own, 'my own good Son. 
Fer. One Suit I have to make. 
Phi. To whom, Fernando ? 
Fer. Lord Caffilane to you. 
Caf. To me ? Fer. This tady 
Hath promis'd to be mine, jinno. Your Blcfling, Sirj 
Brother, your Love. Ant, You cannot, Sir, bcftow her 
On a more noble Gentleman. 

Caf. Say'ft thou fo, 
Antinous ? I confirm it. Here, Fernando^ 
Live both as one ; Ihe's thine. 

Ant. And herein. Sifter, 
I honour you for your wife fettled Love. 
This is a day of Triumph, all Contentions 
Are happily accorded : Candy's Peace 
Sccur'd, and Vemce vow'd a worthy Friend. 

[Exeunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 



j^ E T¥^ Titles warrant not a Play for new, 
]^ ^be SubjeS being old : And Uis as true, 
llrejh and neat Matter may with eafe be framed 
i Ottt of their Stories, that have oft been nam^d 
I Wah Glory on the Stage: What borrows he 
I From him that wrote old Priam *f tragedy, 
I ^Hm writes his Love to Hecuba ? Sure, to teS 
Of Csfar* J lamorous Heats, and how hefeU 
In tV Capitol, can neoer be the fame 
fo the judicious : Nor mllfucb blame 
Tbofe who penned this, for Barrennefs, when they find 
Toung . Cleopatra here, and her great Mind 
Ixprefs'd to th^ height, with us a Maid, and fne^ 
And how he rated her Virginity, 
We treat not of what boldnefs fhe did die. 
Nor of her fatal Love to Anthony. 
fFbat we prefent and offer to your view. 
Upon their Faiths, the Stage yet never knew. 
Let Reafon thenfirft to your ff^tUs give Laws, 
And after jui^ vfthm^ ^nd of their Caufe^ 




D Rjt' 



4 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

Julius Caefar, Emperor (7/Romc. 
Ptolomy, KingofJEgypt. 
Achoreus, an honeji Counfellor^ Prieft of IGs. 
Photinus, a Politician^ Minion to Ptolomy. 
Achillas, Captain of the Guard to Ptolomy. 
Scptimius, a revolted Roman FiUain. 
Labienus, a Roman Soldiery and Nuncio. 
Apollodorus, Guardian to Cleopatra. 

Sccva, a free Speaker ^ alfo Captain to Caefar, 

Guard. 

Three lame Soldiers. • 

Servants. ■ \ ^ 



WOMEN. 

Cleopatra, ^een . of -Slgypt. Oefar^i Miftrefs, 
Arfmoe, CleopatraV Sifter. 
Eros, Cleopatra*i fVaiting-Woman. 

SCENE, ^ G Y P T. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Achillas, and Achoreus. 

(l) A C H O R E U S. 

Love the King, nor do diTpute his Power, 
I For that is not conHn'd, nor to be cenfur'd 
By me, that am his Subjedt ; yet allow me 
The liberty of a Man, that ftill would be 
A Friend to Jufticc, to demand the Motives 

That did induce young Ptolomy^ or PhotinuSy 

To whofe direftions he gives up himfelf, 

And I hope wifely, to commit hisSiftcr, 

The Princefs Cleo^atray if I faid 

The 

(i) Achil. I love. the King, &c. ] The grofs Error of making' 

Acbiilas fpeak this has run through all the Editions. The Correflion 

fcarce deferves a Note, but it ferves to introduce one of a different 

kind. Thefe Charaflers are all taken from Lucan, and all but that of 

Achoreus recorded by authentick Hiilorians. Several of the Speeches 

are almofl literal Tranflations from the former; and though ic is not 

within my prefent Plan to follow our Authors wherever I could difcern 

their Footfleps among the Clailicks ; yet as fomething very like what 

happened in the 'faithful Shepherdefsy happens alfo in this Play, that 

it admits a CoxAparifon not only between Lucan and our Authors, but 

alfo 
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The Queen, Achillas^ *twere, I hope, no Trcafon, 
She being by her Father's Teftament, V 

Whole Men[K)ry I bow to, left Co-heir 1 

In all he ftood pofTeft of. \ 

Acbil. 'Tis confeft. 
My good Acboreus^ that in thefe Eaftern Kingdoms 
Women arc not exempted from the Sceptre, 
But claim a Privilege, equal to the Male ; 
But how much fuch Divifions have ta*en from 
The Majefty olMgypt^ and what Faftions 
Have fprung from thofe Partitions, to the ruin 
Of the poor Subjed, doubtful which to follow, 
We have too many and too fad Examples : 
Therefore the wife Pbofinus^ to prevent 
The Murders, and the Maffacrcs, that attend 
On difunited Government, and to fhew 
The King without a Partner, in full fplendor. 
Thought it convenient, the fair Cleopatra^ 
(An Attribute not frequent in this Climate) 
Should be committed to fafe Cuftody, 
In which (he 'is attended li^e her Birth, 
Until her Beauty, or her Royal Dowrc, 
Hath found her out a HusbarKJ. 

Acbo. How this may 
Stand with the Rules of Policy, I know not ; 

alfo betiveen them and a verj eminent modern Poet, I (hall once 
more venture beyond my Plan. CorneiiU*% Fompty is exa^lly on ther' ^ 
fame Sabje^ and equally copyM from Lucan^ and che very fame Lines :^ 
are often tranflated: And^s that is one of the fird-rate Plays of the ^ 
Tragic Poet whom the French much prefer to Shake/pear himfelf, ic P 
will not be difagreeable to an Englijhmau to iee him exceiled, as T 5^ 
think he is, even by our fecondary Poets, and by a Play which the u 
greateil Critick of our Nation has lately call a Slur upon, as if our 
Authors bad greatly failed in attempting to emulate the Antony and ^ 
Cleopatra of Shake/pear *. I own I think it a noble Emulation of that ^ 
fine Play, and the Hand as difficult to be diilinguiih'd from Shake/pearls^ ^ 
as the Works of the very bed Scholars oi Titian and Guiio are from thofe i'^ 
of their Mailers. My Diflent from this great Writer is, in truth, the J^ 
Reafonof my enlarging my Notes on this Play I for I pay fuch defe- 
rence to his Judgment, as not to differ from it without much diffi- :{ 
dence, and without endeavouring to fupport my Opinion with all the 
Arguments that I am capable of. ){^ 

• See the firft Note on the Temptft by Mr. fFarburUm. ' ■]0 
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Moft fure I am, it holds no Corrcfpondeiice 

'Wi'th' Rites of Mgypty or the Laws of Nature : 

Bat grant that Cleopatra can fit down 

With this Difgrace, tho' infupportable ; 

Can you imagine, that Romf% glorious Senate, 

To whofe Charge, by the Will of the dead King, 

This Government was delivered, or great Pompey\ 

That is appointed Ckopatra*s Guardian 

As well as Pu>lomy\ will e'er approve 

Of this rafh Counfel, their Confent not fought for. 

That ftiould Authorize it ? 

jicbil. The Civil War 
In which the Roman Empire is Embark'd 
On a rough Sea of Danger, does exaft 
Their whole Care to prefcrvc themfelves, and give them 
No vacant time to think of what we do. 
Which hardly can concern them. 

jicbo. What's your Opinion 
Of the Succefe ? I have heard, in multitudes 
Of SoMiers, and all glorious Pomp of War, 
Pompey is much Superior. 

jicbil. I could give you 
A Catalogue of all the feveral Nations 
From whence he drew his Powers ; but that were tedious. 
They have rkh Arms, are ten to one in Number, 
Which makes them think the Day already won '» 
And Pompey being Mafter of the Sea, 
Such plenty of all Delicates are brought in. 
As if the Place on which they are entrench'd, 
\ Were not a Camp of Soldiers, but Romey 
In which Lucullus and Apicius joined 
To make a publick Feaft: They at Diracbium 
Fought with Succeis ; but knew not to make ufe of 
Fortune's fair Offer : (2) So much I have heard, 
Cafar himfelf confefs*d. 

Jlcbo. Where are they now ? 

i ' ^2) 'fo much I have heard 

Casiar him/elf confefs. ] This Reading fuppofes Achillas to 
Jhave been in Gre$c€, and in C^far\ Prefence. The Corredion is 
very obvlont. 

jlchil. 
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AcbiL In ^hejfaly^ near the Pharfalian Plain^^ 
Where defar with ^ Handful of his Men, 
Hems in the greater Number: His whole Troops 
Exceed not twenty Thouland, but old Soldiers 
Flcfti*d in the Spoils of Germatff and France^ 
Enur*d to his Command, and only know 
To fight and overcome : And tho* that Famine 
Reigns in his Camp, condpcllling them to tafte 
Bread made of Roots, forbid the ufe of Man, 
Which they with Scorn threw into Pompef^ Camp^ 
As in derifion of his Delicates, 
Or Corn not yet half ripe, and that a Banquet: 
They ftill befiege him, being ambitious only 
To come to Blows, and let the Sword determine 
Who hath the better Caufe. 

(3) £»/^r Septimius. 

Acho. May Vidory 
Attend on*t, where it is. 

Achil. We ev*ry Hour 
Exped to hear the Iffue. « 

Sep. Save my good Lords ; .^■ 

By Ifis and Oftris^ whom you worfliip. 
And the four hundred Gods and Goddeiles -^ 

Ador'd in Rome^ I am your Honour's Servant; 

Acho. Truth needs, Sepimius^ no Oaths. 

(3) Enter Septinius.'] The vulgar Editions have much oftencr wrote 
Septinius than Srptimius, and have given him the former Name in t 
Pcrfons of the Drama. The Reader will undoubtedly obferve the fi 
Moral couch'd under this infamous Wretch's Charader, fviz, ** Tl 
" even among the grcflell Superflition of the Heathens, the Atheif 
" cal Scoffer at Religion was the mofl pernicious Peft of all Society 
The Charafter feems drawn with exquiiite Art, and our Poets have 
it much excelled their Mailer Lucan, and their Competitor Coruiii 
In the former there is only a Sketch of a fierce inhuman Villain^ a 
in the latter Septimius is in the firit Scene introduced' as a Privy-Coi; 
fellor, makes an Harangue to perfuade the Death of Pompey^ comm 
the Murder, and being blam'd for it by C<efar^ is faid to have kil 
hfmfelf with the fame Sword with which he flew Pempey : But he 1 
abioiutely ao Charader at all, nor is it judicious to make him die t 
Death cf Brutus and Caffius ; tho* a Frenchman may perhaps Ic 
upon the Puniihment of Qafary in the fame Light with the vile Afi 
fination of Pompry. 

Ml 
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Achil, You're cruel, 
If you deny him Swearing, you cake from him 
Three full parts of his Language. 

Sep. Your Honour's bitter. 
Confound me, where I Love I cannot fay it. 
But I muft fwear't •, yet fuch is my ill Fortune ; 
Nor Vows nor Proteftacions win Belief, 
I think, (and I can find tio other Reafon) 
Becaufe I am a Roman. 

Acbo. No, Septimtus^ 
To be a Romany were an Honpur to you, 
Did not your Manners and your Life take from it. 
And cry aloud, that from Rome you bring nothing 
But Roman Vices, which you would plant here. 
But no Seed of her Virtues. 

Sep. With your Reverence 
I am too old to learn. 

Acbo. Any thing honeft, 
That I believe without an Oath. 

Sep. I fear '< 

mYour Lordfliip has flept ill to Night, and that 
Invites this fad Difcourfe ^ 'twill make you old 
Before your time ;— O ! thefe Virtuous Morals, 
And old Religious Principles, that fool us : 
I have brought you a new Song will m^ke you laugh. 
Though you were at your Prayers. 

(4) Acbil. What is the Subjed ? 
Be free, Septimius. 

Sep. 'Tis a Catalogue 
Of all the Gamefters of the Court and City, 
Which Lord lies with that Lady, and what Gallant 
Sports with that Merchant's Wife ; and does relate 
Who fells her Honour for a Diamond, 
Who, for a Tiflcw Robe ; whofc Husband's jealous. 
And who (b kind, that to fhare with his Wife 
Will make the match himfelf ^ harmlefs Conceits, 

(4) Acho. Wirat is thi Suhj$ar 

Befrie^ Septimius.] The Miftake of giving this to Achti^ 
rfir/makes him fpeak much out of Charaaer. It is pcrfcaiy co?ifo- 
nant to that of Achillas, to defire to hear Septimiush Ribaldry. 
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Though Fools lay they are dangerous : I fahg it 
The laft Night at my Lord Ph&tinus' Table. 

Jcbo. How ! as a Fidler ? 

Sep. No, Sir, as a Gueft, 
A welcome Gueft too ; and it was approved 6f 
By a dozen of his Friends, though they were touchM ift't : 
For look you, *ti$ a kind of merriment, 
When we have laid by foolifh Modcfty 
(As not a Man of Fafliion will wear it) ' 

To talk what we have done, at leaft to hear it i 
If merrily fet down, it fires the Blood, 
And heightens Creft-fall*n Appetite. 

^cbo. New Doftrinc! 

jichil. Was't of your own Compofing ? ' 

Sep. No, I bought it 
Of a skulking Scribler for two Ptolomits^ 
But the Hints were mine own •, the Wretch was fearfpl ; 
But I have damn'd my felf, fliould it be queftion*d. 
That I will own it. 

jlcho. And be puniih'd for it •, * 

Take heed, for you may fo long exercife 
Your fcurrilous Wit againft Authority, 
The Kingdom's Counfels; and make profane Je^s, 
(Which to you, being an Athcift, is nothing) 
Againft Religion, that four great Maintainers, 
Unlefs they would be thought Co-partners with yoq, 
Will leave you to the Law-j and theni Septimiusy 
Remember there are Whips. 

(5) Sep. For Whores, 1 grant you. 
When they art out of date ; *tiU then they're fafe too. 
Or all the Gallants of the Court are Eunuchs. 
And for mine own Defence, I'll only add this, 
I'll be admitted for a wanton Tale, 
To Tome moft private Cabinets, when your Prieft- hood. 
Though laden with the Myfteries of your Goddefs» 
Shall wait without unnoted ; fo I leave you 
T' your pious Thoughts. [Exit. 

(5) Sep. Tor Wif9reSf 1 grant yw^ 

Wbtn theyMre out rfdute, UiUthin VJtt/afe /*#,] Former 
Editions. 

jtcbil. 
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jicbit. *Ti8 1 ftrange IinpudeDce^ 
t'his Fellow does put on. 

jtcbo^ The wonder greats 
Me is accepted of^ 

AcbiL Vices, for hiffi. 
Make as free way as Virtues do fbf Othefs^ 
'Tis the Time's fauk ; yet gr^t ones ftiU hare grac^dt 
To make them Sport, or rub them o'er with Fiattcryt 
Obfervers of all kinds. 

Enter Photiniis and &ptimius. 

Acbo. No more of him. 
He is not worth our thoughts \ a Fugitive 
From Pampiy^% Army, (6) and aow 10 a daoget 
When he (hould ufc his Service* 

Acbil. See how he hangs 
On great Pkoiinus^ Ear. 

Sep. Hell, and thc'Furies, 
And all the plagues pf Darkn^ is light upon me : 
You are my God on Earthy and let m^ have 
Your Favour here, &11 what can &11 jicreafter. 

Pbo. Thou art belicv'd, doft thou want Mony ? 

Sep. No, Sir- 

(7) Pbo. Or haft tho\) any Suit ? thefe f ver foUoir 
Thy vehement Proteftations. 

Sep. You much wrong me 1 
How can 1 want, when your Beams fbine upon mc^ 
Unlefs Employment to eitprefs my Zeal 
To do your Greatnefs Service : Do but thinks 
A Dped iodark, the Sun would^blufii to look oUt 

(6) ' and ntnv in a dangtr 

Whim btfiould uft his Zer*uiee\ Mr. Symffon thinks this dark, 
it npay therfore be proper to explaio it» as it feems to Jtie a very beaa* 
dful Seiuiment. *^ Septimius was not only a Fiigitive from Pompif, 
" bat had deferted him in the midft of Danger, when he was engi^ed 
** in a War with C^/ar-^* One need nQt add how inftunoas fach p 
Dcfertion is held ^mong Soldiery. 

(7) Pho. Or hafi thou any f thefe ever fillonu] When a Verfe 
wants a Syllable, it is always a ftrong Proof of a Corruption, efoeciall^r 
in the more correa Plays. Here the Senfe dircAed ni to tKe triii 
Word, and we found it in both the Folios 

F a For 
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For which Mankind would curfc me, and arm all 
The Powers above, and thofe below againft me : 
Command me, I will on. 

Pho. When I have ufe, 
ril put you to the Teft. 

Sep. May it be fpeedy, ' 
And fomething woi-th my Danger ; you are cold, 
And know- not your own Powers ; this Brow was fafliton'd' 
-To wear a Kingly Wreath, and your grave Judgment, 
Giv'n to difpofe of Monarchies, not govern 
A Child's Affairs i the People's Eye's upon you. 
The Soldier courts you ; will you wear a Garment 
Of fordid Loyalty, when 'tis out of Fafliion ? 

Pho. When Pompey was thy General, Septimius^ 
Thou faidft as much to him. 

Sep. All my Love to him. 
To Cafar^ Rome^ and the whole World is loft 
In th* Ocean of your Bounties : I've no Friend, 
Projeft, Defign, or Country, but your Favour, 
Which I'll preferve at any rate. 

Pho. No more; 
When I call on you, fall not off; perhaps 
Sooner than you expeft, I may employ you. 
So leave me for a while. 

Sep. Ever your Creature. [£xiV. 

Pho. Good day Acboreusj my beft Friend Achillas^ 
Hath Fame delivered yet no certain Rumour 
Of the great Roman Aftion. 

AchiL That we are 
T* enquire, and learn of y6u. Sir, whofc grave care 
For Mgypf^^ Happinefs, and great Ptolomf% good. 
Have Eyes and Ears in all Parts. 

Enter Ptolomy, Labienus, and Guards 

Pho. I'll not boaft. 
What my Intelligence cofts me, but ere long 
You ihall know more. The King, with him a Roman. 

Acho. The Scarlet Livery of unfortunate War 
Dy'd deeply on his Face. 

AM. 'Tis Lahienus. 

Ce/ar's 
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Csfar^s Lieutenant in the Wars of Gaulj 
And fortunate in all his Undertakings : 
But fince thcfe Civil Jars he turn'd to Pompey^ 
And though jic followed the better Caufe, 
Not with the like Succefs. 

Pho. Such as are wife. 
Leave falling Buildings, fly to thofe that rife; 
But more of that hereafter. 

Lab. In a word, Sir, 
Thefe gaping wounds, not taken as a Slave, 
Speak >Pompey*^ Lofs ; to tell you of the Batcle, 
How many thoufand feveral Bloody (hapes 
Death wore that day in Triumph ; how we bore 
The fhock of C^far*s Charge; or with what fury 
His Soldiers came on, as if they'd been ^ 

So many Qe/arsy and like him, Ambitious 
. .To tread upon the Liberty of Rome : 
How Fathers kill'd their Sons, and Sons their Fathers, 
^8) Or how the Roman Piles on either fide 
Drew Roman Blood, which fpent, the Prince of Weapons 
The Sword fucceeded, which, in Civil Wars, 

Appoints 

J8) Or hoixj the Roman Piles on either fide 

Drenx3 Roman Bloody 'which fpent the Prince of Weapons ; 

^he Sivord fucceededy ■ ] This Pointing, which is only th^ 
Corruption of the laft Edition, makes the Pile the Prince of Weapons : . 
Were there need of a Proof to the contrary, Lucan will give it, who 
fpeaking in contempt of the Parthian Archers, when Pompey had 
jthoughts of taking fhelter amongfl them fays, 

Enfis habet wires, et Gens quacunque «virorum efi^ 
Bella gerit gladtis. Lib. 8. 

The Reader will obferve what a noble Flight of Poetry our Authors 
liave bailt on this Sentiment. And if he will pleafe to took over hucan^z 
whole Defcription of this Battle, in the Seventh Book, I believe he 
will agree that our Authors have chofe the nobleU of his Sentiments, 
^nd exprefled them with the highe'ft Dignity ; that they have fhewed 

treat Spirit in their Additions, and as great Judgment in their Omif- 
ons i that they feldom fall below, but often rife above him. Whereas 
in the Pompey of Corneille (if Prejudite does not make me too much 
depreciate French Poetry) almoii the Reverfe of all thefe appears. 
Lucan charges Cafar with forbidding the dead Bodies to be bumed» 
{a thing indeed neither probable s^ confirmed by Hiilory, nor at all 
;confoiiaht to C^far*^ Temper and Good-fenfe ) but ot this Suppofiti^a 
be \^ fome of t^e noUeft jUneft in his whole Poem. 

F 3 ifo/j 




86 7^« Falfe Om. 

Appoints the Tent, on which winged ViSory 
Shall make a certain Stand ; then^ how the Plaint 
Flow'd o'er with Blood, and what a cloud of Vulcurst 
And other Birds at Prey, bung o'er both ArmieSp - 
Attending with their ready Servitors, 
The Soldiers, from whom the an^y Go4s 

HQi% Cxfar, Pofulost fi nunc non ufftrit tgnif^ 
t/ret cum ierrit^ uret cum gurgite Po^ti. 
Communit Mundi fuf^refi Rvgus &c. 

After gdng on n^h diefe ftne Reflexions, Ke tken lau^ks isK C^efiir 
tor Che Foil/- of his Sarbaricy. 

Tu, eui dant pamm iubumai9 fitttire Qentes^ 
^idfugis banc cladem f fuid Rentes ds/trh agrnsf 
Has trahit Cafar^ aquat^ boc^ Jipotes^ utert ccflo : 
Sid tibi tabentes populi Pbarjaiica rura 
Eripiuntt tamp^/qut Unefti w^erefugato. 

This hit Sentiment having iomethiBg of *(j[«aiatiiers in it, C99m€iU$, 
jthe French Sbaktjpear^ feiefts and dwells on, notas aBaBteronCng^f 
.but as a happy Thoogiit. 

Cts motttagnes des morts privez d* benneurs fuprenus 
^e la nature force aft vanger eux-mfmes, 
Et dont Us troncs pourris txhalent dans its Vents 
D^uoyfaire la guerre au refie des *vi*vans. 

Cprneille, in his own Examen of this Play^ obferves, that he had not 
.only tranflated many Lines of Lucan, but had caught fo much of his 
Spirit ai to be fufpefted of Piagiariim where he had not l^en guilty of 
it ; and to this Imitation of Lucan he a(crlbes the fuperior SaUimity 
of his Pompey to all his other Tragedies. The Fad is, I believe, true, 
jbttt not the Coniequence ; for he leems to me to have caught the Lit- 
.tleneffes and Extravagances^ rather than the Sublimity ci Imcuh. Tbe 
Linet above are an Inltance of the former, and in the fan^e ]>efcrip* 
^n there is the following Proof of the latter i 

Quand les Dieux etonnez fembUient fe partager, 
Phar&le a decide ce quails n^ofoientjuger. 

This is fo like fome of tucan's Flights, chat I verily thou^t It had 
lieen his, but find k not ib. Our Authors Imitations of him are very 




jlioii of at is finely raifed, and then the great tabhn^s enters^ with 

fbe Scarlet f^ifsety ef wi^tunati Weir 
Ofd deepfy an bis Faei. 

If the Reader fappofes t^ Hint taken from Che bleedtng Captm at the 
JBegtnning of Macbetby who com^ «o folate the f tf(e o? the SMtle be- 
^een tfacbitb anil Mstcdemt, ht wiO^ ^ ^^me, i^pee tbat ^mur A^- 

thors 
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Had took aH fcnfe df Reafon, suod of Pity, . . 
Would ferve in their own Catrcaflcs for a Feaft. 
How Cafar with his Javelin forc'd Jhem on 
That made the lead ftop, (9) wheo their angry Hands 
Were lifted up againft fome known Friend's Face j 
(10) Then coming to the body of the Army 
He fhcws the lacrcd Senate, and forbids them 

To 

thors have here not only emulated, but much excelled their Mafter. 
Bat this cannot be faid of their Imitation of the following Luam f^f 
Julius Cafar ^ where the common Fad of Birds of Prey foliowiag Af- 
mies is turn'd to a noble Omen. 

' ' ra^venous Cronus and Kites 
Fiy o^er our Heads ; and ddnj&muard loqk en us 
Js njne tjoerejickly Prey ; their Shadows fiesu 
^ Canopy mofi fatal ^ under njubich 
• Our Army lies ready to give the Ghofi, 
Tho' our Authors Lines do not equal this, yet they ftrongly partalfc 
of the fame Spirit. 

(9J ■ nuhen their angry Hands 

Were lifted up againfi fome known Friend^ s Face."] 

Adverfofque juhet ferro confundere <vultus, Locan. ^ 

The &mous Speech of Cttfar in this Battle Miles faciem feri, is 

varioufly interpreted, either to hinder (hem from knowing each othert 
as Fathers fought againil Sons and Sons againft Fathers, or elfe, that 
the gay handfome Youths of Fompey\ Army would be more afraid of 
their Faces than any other Part of their Bodies. This laft is Floruli*s 
Reafon, our Authm prefer the former : But perhapt a better f^oaf<»i 
than either might be the true one. Fompey"% Army confift^ chie^ 
of new levyM Troops ; now to all raw Fighters, HS^lows on the Face are 
more dreadful and more confounding than any other 1 not through 
fear of fpoiling their Beauty, but that they fee more of the Str^e than 
if 'twere aim'd at any other Part. 

(10) Then coming to tht hdy rfthi Arn^ 
Hifhrws thefdcred Senate y ^jt.] 

In Plebem vetat ire manus^ nmftrat^ S$na*HVt* 

Scit cruor Ifnperii qui fcit^ quef ififcera Ltgum » 

Vnde fetat Romam, Libertas ultima mundi 

Sluo fteterit ferienda hco. perm\fia fecundo 

Opdine NohilitaSf wenerandafue corpqra firrp 

Urgentur : cadunt LefidoSy caduntque MetelloSf ;' 

Corvinosque fimul, Torquat^qne nmin^ li^gua» 

Sape Duces, fummosque hominum, /#, if^g^f» T*tfi^ Lucan. 

Tbt laft Line b»t oneof thefe i*^ very obicm«^ ibmi^ 9f tl^jQ^jpi^s 
read F^ignm irift«4d of tfg¥m» but retain the fen^e ?fm^ ; zxiA t^e 
CommcQtfttwi ^m m^m \» m^ Sfn^^ qf ^tl^^r pi }M^tp^\ But 

. ^ F 4 Farnahy 




88 T!he Falfe One. 

To wafte their force upon the Common Soldier, 
(Whom willingly, if e'er he did know Pity, 
He would have fpar'd.) 

Ptv. The reafon, Lahienus ? 

Lab. Full well he knows, that in their Blood he was 
To pafs to Empire, and that through their Bowels 
He muft invade the Laws of Rome^ and give 
A period to the Liberty of the World. 

Farnaby propofes^ in his Notes, a Conjedure that clears up the Dif- 
ficulty. 

Corvinosque Jimulf Torquataque Nomina, Regum 
S^epe Duces t • 

It is weH known that theTribatary Kings often fought under the Roman 
Cpnfuls 5 and at Pharfalia there. were leveral who did fo. The Reader 
will obferve how finely this noble Paffage appears in Engli/h ; if our 
Poets have at all fallen (hort of Lucan in the tranflating of Scit cfuor 
Imperii qui fcit. Sec, they have made full amends in the three laft ; 
tadunt Lepidos is not equal to Then fell the Lepidi, tfr. And if the 
Apoftrophe to Pompey, in the laft Line, be a Beauty, the Flow of the 
Englijh m cloiing the Period is equal, if not fuperior to it. The fol- 
lowing Period is equally excellent, and feems much preferable to the 
lines which it imitates. 

Sanguis ihi Jluxit Achaus, 
Ponticus^ Ajfyrius : cunSos h^rere cruores 
Romanus, campisque *uetat confifiere Torrens^ 

The Defcription of Pompey*s Defpair and Flight, is likewife a fine 
Abridgment of Z»r«/r, who labours much to^xcufe Pompey for flying 
fo precipitately that he carried the News of his own Defeat. 

■ cladisque fua ofix ipfe fidelis 

AuSor erat. 
He deferred the Field even before the Battle was hoover. 

Tbeffalic^ pofi Te pars maxima pugna^ 

■ Teque indifugato 

Ofiendit moriens, Jihi fepugnajfe^ Senatus, 
This was no £xcu(e to Pompey, and he would mef it as a General great 
InBimy had hc^ not been forced by the Senate to fisht abfolutely againft 
his Judement. He knew he could have ruinM Cafar by avoiding a 
Battle, out that his raw Troops, however numerous, were not equal 
in the Field to defar^ Veterans. He fought therefore in a full Per- 
fuafion of his own Ruin, and in fuch a Cafe, ( to ufe a Phrafc of 
Fletcher*^ ) 

■ L I What General 
Thirds his own Worth P 

Our Poets Y^vt judicioudy omitted a(I the Circamibnces that are 
difadvantageous to Pompey. and in this they follow Nature ; for a 
Lieutenant fent by him to Ptolomy would naturally fjpcak fo. 

Then 
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len fell the Lepidi^ and the bold Corvinif 
'he fam'd TorqualSj Scipio*Sj and Marcellij 
[Names next to Pompef%^ moft renown'd on Earth. 
fThe Nobles, and the Commons Jay together, 
[And Pontick^ Punick^ and jljfyrian Blood 
Made up one crimfon Lake : Which Pompey feeing. 
And that his, and the Fate of Rome had left him. 
Standing upon the Rampier of his Camp, 
Though fcorning all that could fall on himfelf. 
He pities them whofe Fortunes are Embark'd 
In his unlucky Quarrel ; cries aloud too* 
That they (hould found Retreat, and fave themfclves : 
That he defir'd not, fo much noble Blood 
Should be loil in bis Service, or attend 
On his Misfortunes : And then, taking Horfe 
With fome few of Jiis Friends, he came to Lesbos j 
And with Cornelia^ his Wife, and Sons, 
He's touched upon your Shore : The King of Partbia^ 
Famous in his defeature of the Crafftj 
Offered him his Proteftion, hut ^Pompey 
Relying on bjs Benefits, and your Faith, 
Hath chofcn jEgypt for his Sanftuary, 
Till he may recolJcft his fcatter'd Powers, 
And try a lecond Day : Now Piolomy^ 
Though he appear not like that glorious Thing 
That three times rode in Triumph, and gave Laws 
To conquerM Nations, and made Crowns his Gift^ 
(As this of yours, your noble Father took 
From his victorious Hand, and you dill wear it 
At his Devotion) to do you tnore Honour 
Iq his declined Eftate, as the flraight'ft Pine 
In a full Grove of his yet flourifhing Friends, 
He flies to you for Succour, and expefts 
The enterumment of your Father's Friend, 
And Guardian to yourfelf. 

Pto. To fay 1 grieve his Fortune, 
As much as if the Crown I wear, his Gift, 
Were ravifli'd from me, i$^ a holy Truth, 
Our Gods can witnefs for me : Yet, being young. 
And not a free Difpofer of myfelf. 

Let 



i 



7be Fal/e One, 



J 



90 

Let not a few hours, borrowed for Advice, 
Beget fufpicion of Unthankfulncfs, 
Which next to Hell I hate ; pray you retire. 
And take a little reft, and let his Wounds 
Be with that care attended, as they were 
Carv*d on my Flclh : Good Labtenus^ think 
The little Refpite I defire (hall be 
Wholly employed to find the readieft way 
To do great Pompey fervice. 

Lab. May the Gods, 
As you intend, 'protefl: you. [-E^rf/. 

Pto. Sit, fit all. 
It is my Pleafure : Your Advice, and fi-cely. 

jlcho. A fhort deliberation in this, 
(11) May ferve to give you Counfel. To be honeft. 
Religious, and thankful, in themfelves 
Are forcible Motives, and can need no flourilh 
Or glols in the Perfuader 5 your kept Faith, 
Though Pompey never rife to th* height he's fallen from, 
Qefar himfelf will love ; and my Opinion 
Is, ftill committing it to graver Cfenfqre, 
You pay the Debt you owe him, with the hazard 
Of all you can call yours. 

Pto. WJiat's yours, Pbotinus? 

Pbo. JchoretiSj great Ptolomy^ hath counfel'd 
Like a religious and honeft Man, 
Worthy the Honour that he juftly holds 
Jn being Prieft to Ifts : But alas. 
What in a Man, fcqucfter*d from the Wx>rld, 
Or in a private Perfon, is prefer'd. 
No Policy allows of in a King ; 

(11) May/ervi /# giv0 you Coun/el to ht h§nefi \ 
Religious and thankfuU i* tbemfel*ves 

Are forcible Motive Sj ] 1 have ventured to change the 

Pointing here, and propofe what feems a more natural (me. We have 
the Purport of this Speech of Achortus in Lucan, 
\ ■■ ' ■ fuoj inter Acboreus 
Confilii fuox prima fuity meritumque^ fidemque^ 
Sacraque iefunSi jaBavit Pignora Fatris, 
CorneiUe has left Atboreus out of this Council, alid Pbotinus by/ that 
means has no Contrail; to enhanoe the Wickcdnefs of hi^ Advicjp. 

To 
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1) To be or juft, or thankful, makes Kings guilty ; 
d Faith, though praisM, is puniih'd, that fupports^ 
:h as good Fate forfakes : Join with the Gods, 
»icrve the Man they favour, leave the wretched ; 
le Stars are not more diftant from the Earth 
lan Profit is from Honefty ; all the Power, 

Prerogative, 

[1 2) To bi orjuft^ or tbankfult'"''^^ From hence to the End of 
*oiinus*s Speech is almoU a literal Traaflation out of Lucan, and Cor- 
lltt tranilates nearly in the £ime manner. He has taken great part 
Lucan*% Sentiaents, the* ke has noc ranged tiiem in the (ame Order, 
d his Tranflatioo wants mach of the Spirit of his Original, which 
ir Poets have extremely well preferved. 

ytts it fat muhssfacimutf PtoUmae^ nscma^ 
Dai pcfnas landatufdtt^ cum fuftimt^ imquii^ 

fuos Fortuna f remit : Fatu accede^ Deisqtie, 
t cili felicis^ mifens fugi: Sidira tirra 
Ui diftuni^ isfjiamma maru fi^ ntiU reSo, 
Stifirorum vu tHa firit^ fifimdenjufia 
Jncifii : ivtrtitque ur^es refpe^us bomfii. 
JAhirias fcilerntn eft^ qu/e regna inmifa tuetur, 
Sttblatus^Mi modus g /adit's, faceti omnia firui 
Han imfimi lictt^ nifi dum facts : Exeat aula 
Shit volit ijpt fius : f^irisu et famma poiifias 
riom coeunt : femfer metuet^ qi^ipt f^*oa fudiiunt, 
Non impune tuos Magnus contemferit annos ; * 

^m it nee viffos areere a litore nofiro 
Pojfefmfai. Ifem te foeptris triva^ferit hofpes^ 
P ignora funt propiora tihi : rfilonque^ Pbaronque^ 
Si regnan pigiif damnata redde /orori, 
^gyptum certe Latiis tueamar ah armis, 
^icquid nonfwerit Magn{^ dum bella gemntur^ 
Hec wSoris esrit: Taiajam puljmsab erbe^ 
Poftfuam nuUa numet rerum fidsuia, qsutrit 
Cum qua ginte eadai: rapiiur ci*viUbut umbrit, 
Nicfoari tantum arsnajmgii: fugit or a SenatuSf 
Cujus TbeffaHems fiHurat pars magna molueret. 
Et metuet gentes, fuas uno infanguine mifias 
Deferuit : regesque timet^ quorum ovinia merjlt: 
Tbeffaliaque reus^ nulia tellure receptus^ 
Soliicitat nojtrmm^ fstem nondmm perdidii, orhem^ 
Juftior in Magnum nobis ^ Piolenuee^ ^rel^ 
Caufa data eft ; quid fepofitamj femperque fttiilam 
Crimine beilorum mactdas Pharouy arvsique neftrm 
ViQori fufpe3a facis f cur fola cadenti 
Hac placuit te/Jus, in quam Pbarfalica fata 
Confer res, fcenasque <tmas f Jam crimen babemus 

Purgandum 
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Prerogative^ and Greatnefs of a Prince 

Is loft, if he defcend once but to fteer 

His courfe, as what's right guides him. ; Irtbim leave 

The Scepter, that ftrives only to be good. 

Since Kingdoms are maintained by Force and Blood. 

Jcho. Oh wicked. 

Pto. Peace: Go on. 

Pho. Proud Pompey ihews how much he fcorhs yoi 
Youth, 
In thinking that you cannot keep your own 
From fuch as arc overcome. If you are tired 
With being a King, let not a Stranger take 
What nearer Pledges challenge : Refign rather 
The Government of ^^jp/ and of iViTtf 
To Cleopatra^ - that has Title to them : ' 

At lealt defend them from the Roman Gripe ; 
What was not Pompey'^^ while the Wars endur'd. 
The Conqueror will not challenge. By all the World 
Forfaken and defpis'd, your gentle Guardian, ;* 
His Hopes and Fortunes defperate, makes choice of 
What Nation he fhall fall with : And purfu'd 
By their pale Ghofts, flain in this Civil War, 
He flies not Cafar only but the Senate, 
Of which, the greater part have cloid the Hunger 
Of fharp Pbarfalian Fowl •, he flies the Nations 

Purgandum gladio, qtiod nobis fctptra Senatus 

Te fuadente dedit^ *votis tua fovimus arma. 

Hoc ferrum, quod fata juhent prof erre^ ptaravi 

Non tibij fed vi^o : Feriam tua 'vifceray Magne : j 

Malueram foceri : rapimur, quo cunSa ftruntur, 

7ene mihi dubitas an fit violare neceffe^ 

Cum liceat f qutg te nofiri fidueia rtgni 

Hue agit infiltjc P populum non cernis inermem^ 

Ar*oaqu€ n)ix refugo fodhntem moUia Niio P 

Metiri fua regna decet^ mirtsqut fateri, 

IFn PtoUmite potes Magni fulcire ruinam^ 

Sub qua Roma jactt ? bufium^ cimresque, mo«veri 

Thiffalicos audes, be/lumqme in rfgna i/ocare P 

Anti aeitm Ematbiam uullis acceffimus armis :• 

Pomfiii nunc eaftra placenta qu^e deferit orbis ? 

Nunc vi Sorts opes^ et eogniia fata iaceffis P 

Advirfis non dtejfe dtcet^ fed Letafecutos. 

Nulla fidis nnquam miferos elegit Arnicas, 

That 
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It he drew to Jus Quarrel, whofe Eftates 
funk in his : And in no place received, 

:h found out Mgyp^ by him yet not ruin'd : 
Lnd Ptolomy^ things confider'd, juWy n»y 

implain of Pomfey : Wherefore fhould he ftain 

ir Mgypt with the fpotsx)f Civil War? 
Ir make the peaceable, or quiet JV/fr, 
foubted of Cafar? Wherefore Ihould he draw 
[is Lofs and Overthrow upon our Heads? 
Or chufe this place to fuffer in I Already 
We have offended Cafar^ in our Wiflies, 
(i 3) And no way left us to redeem his Favour 
But by the Head of Pompey. 

Acbo. Great 0/?w, 
Defend thy jEgypt from fuch Cruelty, 
And barbarous Ingratitude ! 

Pbo. Holy trifles. 
And not to have place in defighs of State ; 
This Sword, which Fate commands me to unflieat^ 
I would not draw on Pompey^ if not vanquifli*d, r 
I grant it rather (hould have pafs*d through Cafar •, 
But we muft follow where his Fortune leads us ; 
All provident Princes meafure their intents 
According to their power ; and fo difpofe them. 
And think'ft thou, Ptolomy^ that thou canft prop 
His Ruins, under whom fad Rome now fuffers ? 
Or tempt the Conqueror*s force when *tis confirmM ? 
Shall we, that in the Battle fat as Neuters 
Serve him that's overcome ? No, no, he's lofl". 
And though 'tis noble to a linking Friend 
To lend a helping Hand, while there i$ hope 
He may recover, thy part not engaged : 
Tho* one moft dear, when all his hopes are dead, 

(13) jfnd no nx:ay left us to redeem his Favour 

^ But by the Hand o/P.-mpv-y] It was evident at firft Sight 
that Hand was a Co; juptiori for Head, fmcc his Death and not his 
Affiftance was ro m-A:.*: heir Peace wiih Cafar Upon Examinatipn I 
found it only ^ht .MiiUike of the hrfl and lall Editions, the fecond 
Folio has it righi, which is a very uncommon Cale with that Edition; 
for it vtiy ielavxxi conetts, but often adds Miliakes to the former 
Editions. 

To 
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To drown him^ ic€ ch/ Foot upon his Held. 

Acbo. Molt execrable Counfd. 

AcUU To be followed, 
^Tis tor the Kingdom's fafety. 

PtQ, We give up 
Our abfolute Power to thee : Difpofe of it 
As Reafon fhall direft thee. 

Pbo. Good AcbiOas^ 
Seek out Septimius : Do you but footh him. 
He- is already wrought : Leave the difpacch |« 

To me or Labienus : 'Tis determined ■ , . ^ 

Already how you (hall proceed : Nor Fate ' 

Shall alter it, fince now the Dye is caft. 
But that this hour to Pompey is his laft. lExmnt 
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SCENE 11. 

Enter Apollodorus, Erps, Md Arfinoe. 

Apot. Is the Queen ftirring, Eros ? 
Eros. Yes, for in truth 
She touched no Bed to Night. 
Apol. I'm forry for it, 

(14) And wifti it were in me, with any hazard. 
To give her eafe. 

Arf. Sir, fhe accepts your Will, 
And does acknowledge (he hath found you noble, 1 

So far, as if reftraint of Liberty 
Could give admiffion to a thought of Mirth, 
She is your Debtor for it. 

Apol. Did yob tell her 
O* the fports I have prepared to entertain her ? 

( 15) She us'd to take delight, with her fair Hand 
To Angle in the Nile^ where the glad Fiflh 

As 

(14) Andnuijb It 'mere in me^ wkh ray J^zant,'} The Verievre- 
quires that it (hould be eitheriwy ouun or any baKard, I prefer the latter^ 
as it fomewhat heightens the Slentiment. 

(15) She U5*d to take delight, with her fair Hand h 
7o angle in the Nile, faTf.] This Defcription, panicalarly n 

that of the Stag enamoured with hi$ Death, is extremely poetical^ ^ 
and one may fay of it what I hare heard fkid by Connoiiiears of the 
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s if they knew who 'twas fought to deceive *ein, 

intended to be taken : Other times 

o flrike the Stag, who wounded by htr Arrows, 

3rgot his tears in Death, and kneeling thanks her 

his laft Gafp, then prouder of his Fate, 

han if with Garlands crown'd, he had been chofen 

fall a Sacrifice before the Altar 

' the Virgin Huntrefs.- — The King, nor great Pbotinus^ 
>rbid her any Pleafure •, and the Circuit 

1 which (he is confi^'d, gladly affords 
aricty of Paftiraest which I would 
icreafe with my beft Service. 

Eros. O, but the thought 
hat fht that was born Free, and to difpence 
eftraint or Liberty to others, ihould be 
X the Devotion of her Brother, (whom 
le only knows her Equal ) makes this Place 
I which (he lives, though ftor^d with all Delights, 
. loathfome Dungeon to her. 

Apol Yet, howe'er 

[le (hall interpret it, I'll not be wanting 
'o do my beft to ferve her : Tve prq)ar*d 
hoice Mufick near her Cabinet, and compos*d 
3me few Lines, fet unto a folemn time, 
I the praife of Imprifonment. B^in, Boy. 

The SONG. 

Ook out^ bright Eyes^ and blefs the Air : 

Even in Shadows you are Fair. 

Sbut^up-beauty is like Ftre^ 
That breaks out clearer ftill and higher. 
fn>ough your Bcfdy be cmfiifd^ 
And foft Love a Prifoner bounds 
Tet the Beauty of your AGndj 
Neither Check j nor Chain hath found. 

Look out nobly tben^ and dare 

Even the Fetters that you wear^ 

nous Vi&wtt oi MicbatizxA Satan by Guido, it has vzSl Beauties 
d would be a capital Piece, did it not put one in mind of one upon 
t (kme Sublet by Raphael, I freely own» that our Autiiors are as 
r (hert of Slahjpear*^ Defcription oiChofatra failing up the Cydnus. 

Enter 
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Enter Cleopatra. 

Cle. But that we are aflur'd this taftes of Duty, 
And Love in you, my Guardian, and Dcfirc 
In you, my Sifter, and the reft, to pleafe us. 
We fhould receive this as a faucy Rudenefs 
OfFer'd our private Thoughts. But your Intents 
Are to delight us : *Las, you wafh an Etbiop : 
Can Cleopatra^ while fhe does remember 
Whofe Daughter fhe is, and whofe Sifter ; O 
I fuffer in the Name ! and that, in Juftice, 
There is no place in jEgypt^ where I ftand. 
But that the tributary Earth is proqd 
To kifs the Foot of her, that is her Queen ; 
Can (he, 1 fay, that is all this, e'er relifli 
Of Comfort, or Delight, while bafe Pbotinuu 
Bond-Man /ichiUas^ and all other .Monfters 
That reign o*er Ptolomy^ make that a Court, 
Where they refide 5 and this, where I, a Prifon ? 
But there's a RomCy a Senate^ and zCuefar^ 
Though the great Pompey lean to Ptolomy^ 
May think of Cleopatra. 

ApoL Pompey^ Madam ? 

Cle. What of him? Speak: If ill ^ Jpollodorus^ 
It is my Happinefs : And for thy News 
Receive a favour, Kings have kneel'd in vain for. 
And kifs my Hand. 

jipol. He's loft. 

Cle. Speak it again ! 

jipol. His Army routed : He fled, and purfu'd 
By the all-conquering Cffar. 

C/tf. Whither bends he? 

Jpol. To jEgypt. 

Cle. Ha ! In Perfon ? 

yfpol. 'Tis received 
For an undoubted Truth. 

Cle. I live again. 
And if afluirance of my Lx)ve and Beauty 
Deceive me not, I now fliall find a Judge, ,^ 

To do me right : But how to free myfelf. 
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And getaccefs? The Guards arc ftrong upon mc, 

{16) Thfe Dcx)r I muft pafe through.- ApoUodorus^ 

Thou often haft profcfs'd, to do me Service, 
Thy Life was not thine own. 

Apol. I am not altcr'd ; 
And let your Excellency propound a Means, 
In which Tniay but give the leaft afliftance. 
That may reftore you, to that you were born to. 
Though it call on the anger of the King, 
Or, what's niore deadly, all his Minion 
Pbotinus can do to me, I, unmov'd. 
Offer my Throat to fcrve you : Ever provided. 
It bear fome probable fhew to be efFefted ; 
To lofe myfelf upon no Ground, were Madnefi, 
Not Loyal Duty, 

Cle. Standoff: To thee alone, 
I will difcover what I dare not truft 
My Sifter with. Cafar is amorous, 
Andjaken more wi'th* title of a Queen, 
Than Feature or Proportion ; he lov'd Eunoe^ 
A Moor^ deform*d too, Fve heard, that brought 
No other Objed to inflame his Blood, 
But that her Husband was a King, on both 
He did beftow rich Prefents ; mail I then. 
That, with a Princely Birth, bring Beauty with me, 
That know to prize myfelf at piine own rate, 
Defpair his Favour? Art thou mine? 

ApoL I am. 

Cle. I have found out a way ftiall bring me to him, 
Spight of Pbotinus watches : If I profper, ' 
As I am confident I ftiall, expe^ 
Things greater than thy wifties : Though I purchafc 
His Grace with lofs of my Virginity, 
It skills not, if it bring home Majefty. [Exeunl^ 

{16) This Door 2 muft pa/s through^ ApoIIodoras ; ] The Pointing 
of (he firil Folio and the Odavo > the fecond Folio points it right. 
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ACT n, SCENE I. 

JE/;/^r Scptimlus, mtbaHcAd^ Achilks and Guard. 

Sep*rjrMS here, 'tis done, behold yofi fearful Viewers, 
X Shake, and behold the Model of the World here. 
The Pride, and Strength; lool^j look again, 'tis fiiiifli'd'; 
That, thaf whole Arnj/es, nfiy whole Nations, 
Many and mighty Kin^s, have been ftruck blind at. 
And fled before wing'd with their Fears and Terrors, 

(17) That ftc^l. War waited on, and Fortune courted. 
That high Pium'd Honour bulk up for her own j 
Behold that Mightinefs, behold that Fiercenefe, 
Behold that Child of War, with all his Glories, 

By this poor Hand made breathlefs ; here, my JcMUas^ 
Mgypt', and Cafar^ owq me for thi$ Service, 
And all the conquered rsfations. 

^cbil. Peace, Septimius^ 
Thy Words found more ungrateful than thy Adiops : 
Though fometim^s Safety feek an Inftrument 
Of thy unworthy Nature, thou, loud Boafter,, 
Think not fhe*s bound to love him too that^s barbarous. 
Why did not I, if this be meritorious 
And binds the King unto me, and his Bounties, 
Strike this rude Stroke ? Pll tell thee, thou poor Rjotnan^ 

(18) It was a (acred Head, I durft not heave at. 
Not heave a Thought. v 

(17) That^tti War ] Both Mr. Sympfin and l/ir. Theobald 

would chufe to i^zAJliePd^ but, the old Reading is furely preferable. 
Subflantives taken adjedively iVa great Beaucy in Poeuy, and vcr/ 
common in Shake/pear and our i\u:hoxs. 

(18) h ivas a /acred Head ^ I durft nut hea^ve at,"} Our Authors 
have falfify'i Hiiiory in the Charadler of JM//as, in order to draw 
our whole [ndignation upon the Wretch Septimius. Jcht lias WirC 6, 
with him in the Murder of Pompey\ as did Salvius another Roman 
Centurion ; but ^r//m/j;^j llabb^d him f^rft in. the Backhand afterwards 
the two others in the Face. Comeille is equally favourable to Achillas^ 
tho* for what Reafon I know nor, fmce Septimius has, as was obferv'd, 
no more Charafter than an Hiflorian would have given him by faying^ 
th»^ he murdcr'd Pompey, As the French delight in loi^g Defcrip^ 
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Sep. It was« 

ytcbii. ril tell thee truly. 
And if thou ever yet heardft* tell' of Honour, 
1*J1 vmake thee blufli: It was thy Generafs; 
That Man's that fed thee once, that 'Man's that bred thcc^ 
[ The Air thou breath*ft was his •, the Fire that warm*dthcr. 
From his care kindled ever ; nay. Til (how thec^ 
Becaufe- V\l make thee (19) fenfible o' thy baienefs. 
And mhy a nobl<f Man durft not touch at it. 
There was'no piece of Earth thou put'ft thy Foot on, 
But Was his Conqueft, and he gave thee Motion *: 
He triumphed three times : Who durft* touch his Pcrfon ? 
The very Walls of Rome ho^^d to his Prefonce ; 
Dear tathie Gods he was \ to them thatfear'd him 
A fair and noble Enemy : Didft*thou hate him. 
And for thy Love to Cafar^ fought his Ruin ? 
Arm'd in the red Pbarfalian Fields, Septimius^ 
Where killing was in grace, and Wounds were glorious. 
Where Kings were fair Competitors for Honour, 
/20) Thou fhou'dft have come up to him, there Have 
fought ,him 

tions, CorneiUt has trandated the greateflr Part of Lucan^s Dcfcriptioii 

of Pomfef^ Morder, but has fallen, as ufual, infi^icely (hort of the 

Spirit of the Original. This Scene ol Achillas uking the Head frona 

Septimius is left out by ComeilU^ tho' mentioned by Lucan and the 

Hiilorians, and the next of its being prefented to C/efar^ (a Gircum- 

ftance that (hines greatly in Aftion) is by him defcribcd in Nairation, 

^ the French being too delicate tO; buffer the femblance of a Dead man- s 

^ Hcad.to.be produc'd on the Stag^. Thcfe frequent long^ Narratiori 

A arc really a greater Fault againlt the true Genius of DfEunatick Poetry, 

tbaa all the Breaches of Unity in Time and Place that appears even 

in the Antony and Cltopatra of Shakefpear, 

(19) fenfihle of the bujinefs,'] Tho' this is Senfe, yet it is fo 

flat and un poetical, that I hope the Reader will pardon me for put- 
ting my o^vn Reading into the Text, it is fo near the Trace of the 
Leiters, and is fo much more in the Spirit of the reft of the Speech » 
that I think it bat a candid Prefumption to fuppofe it the Authors* 
Since I made chis, Mr. Sympfon fent me the very fame Conjedure. 

(20) Tbou/houdft have come up to htm, there have fought him. "l As 
this makes a grofs Tautology, it is evident that fought is the true 

, Word here ; and it is very particular that I find the fccond Folio much 
more correft in this Play than in any I have before met with ; and 
the Odavo, which feemcd hitherto to have copy'd from the fecond 
Folio, has got this, and all theMiilakes inthiiPlay that were^in the 
§Lti^i tho* cjrrcftcd- in the fecond: 
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There, Sword to Sword. 

Sep, I kiird him on commandment. 
If Kings Commands be fair, when you all fainted, ] 

When none of you durft look- 

Jlchil. On Deeds fo barbarous. 
What haft thou got ? 

Sep. The King's Love, and his Bounty, 
The Honour pf the Service ; which though you rail at. 
Or choufand envious Souls fling their foams on me. 
Will dignify the Caufe, and make me glorious: 
And I (ball live- 

AchiL — A miferablc Villain, 
(ii) What Reputation and Reward belongs to it 
Thus, with the Head, I feize on, and make mine ; 
And be not impudent to ask me why. Sirrah, 
Nor bold to ftay, read in mine Eyes the reafon : 
The Shame and Obloquy I kave thine own. 
Inherit thofe Rewards, they're fitter for thee ; 
Your Oil's fpent, and your SnufFftinks : Go out bafely.' 

Sep. The King will yet confider. , [Exit. 

Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, and Photinus. 

(22) AchiL Here he comes. 

Acbo, Yet if it be undone, hear me, great Sin 
If this inhuman ftroke be yet unftrucken. 
If that adored Head be not yet fever'd 
From the moft noble Body, weigh the Miferies, 
The Defolations that this great Eclipfe works : 
You're young, be provident 5 (23) fix not your Empire 

Upon 

(21) What Reputation and Renvard belongs to it? 

ThuSf wtb the Headt I feize on, and make mine ; ] In the 
grofs Miflake of the Pointing here the Odavo follows the hrfl Folio, 
tho' the fecond had fet it right. 

j[22) Here be comes ^ Sir.] Had Achillas fpoke to Septimius^ it 
would have been Sirrah^ as before ; but he was gone out, and this Sir 
feems only to have flipt in from the Line below. 
J 2 5) fi x not your Empire 

Upon the Tomb of him iJiillJhake all'E^iptf 
Wbofe warlike Groans will raife ten thou/and Spirits^ 
Great as him/elf, in every Hand a Thunder ; ' 
DeftruQions darting from their Looks^- — ] Mr. War burton 
obfervcs on a Paflagc in Julius Cafar^ Page 25, chat Dionyfius had 

complained 
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Upon the Tomb of him will fliake all Egypty 
Whofe warlike Groans will raife ten thouland Spirits, 
Great as himfelf, in every Hand a Thunder ; 
Deftru&ions darting from their Looks, and Sorrows 
That eafie Womens Eyes (hall never empty, 

Pbo. You have done well ; and 'tis done 5 fee Achillas^ 
And in his Hand the Head. 

FtoL Stay, come no nearer, 
Metbinks I feel the very Earth (hake under me, 
I do remember him, he was my Guardian, 
Appointed by the Senate to prefer ve me : . 
"What a full Majcfty fits in his Face yet ? 

Pbo. I'he King is troubled : Be not frighted. Sir, 
Be not abus'd with fears ; his Death was neceflary. 
If you confider. Sir, mod neceflary. 
Not to be mifs'd : And humbly thank great Ifn^ 
He came fo opportunely to your Hands ; 
Pity muft now give place to rules of Safety. 
Is not vidlorious CcBfar new arriv'd. 
And enter'd Alexandria^ with his Friends, 
His Navy riding by to wait his charges ? 
Did he not beat this Pompey^ and purfu'd him ? 
Was not this great Man, his great Enemy ? 
This Godlike virtuous Man, as People held him ; 
But what Fool dare be Friend to flying Virtue ? 

complained chat thofe great (Irokes, which he calls the terrible Graces^ 
which are fo frequent in Homer are rarely to be found in the fubfe- 
quent Poets ; and he adds, that amongd our Countrymen they feem at 
much confinM to our Britifh Homer. Before I faw this^ I had ob. 
ferved fomething like it in a Note in the Maid's Tragedy^ fpeaking of 
Poetical Enthujiafmt only adding, that no Followers of Shake/pear 
approach fo near him in thefe allonifliing Graces as Beaumont apd 
Fletcher, The Lines here quoted are a llrong Proof of it, and what 
was faid above of the Comparifon between Guido and Raphael is here 
'9gain applicable ;' terrible and aflonifhing as they are, they bring to 
ones Mind a PafTage ftill more terribly aflonifhing in Julius C^/ar^ 

And Caefar^*/ Spirit ranging for Revenge ^ 
With Ate ^ his fide come hot from Hell^ 
Shall in thefe Confines^ *with a Monarch'* s Voic$ 
Qry b^VQck, and let flip the Dogs of fFar. 
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Enter Ca:(ar, Antony, Dolabella ani Sc-eva. { 

1 hear their Trumpets, 'tis too late to ftagger i 
Give me the Head, and be you Confidtnt : ■ 
Hail Conqueror, and Head of «I1 the World, 
Now this Head's cff. 
C4- Hft? 

Pbo, Do not (hun me, Cafar^ 
From King)y t^tolomjf 1 bring this Preftnt, 
(24) The Crownf and Sweat of thy Pbar/alim Iriwor, 
The Goal and.Mark ot high ambitious H<HU}ur ; 
Before, thy Viftory had no Name, Cafar, 
Thy Travel and thy lofs of Blood, no Recompena j 
Thou dream'ft of being worthy, and of War,' 
And all >chy furious conflicts were but flumbers, 
•Here they lake life j here they inherit Honour, 
Grow fixt, and ftioot up everlafting Triumphs : 
Take it, and lotrfi upon thy humble Servant, 
"With noble Eyes look on the Princely Ptohmy, 
That offers with this Head, moft mighty Oifar, 
.What thou wou'dft once havegiv'n for't, all Mgypl. 

(25) jicbo. Nor do notqueftion it, moft Royal Con^ 
qifcror. 
Nor difefteem the Benefit that meets thee, 
Becaufc 'tis eafily got, it comes the fafer : 
Yet let me tell thee, moft imperious Cafar^ 
Though he opposM no flrength of Swords to win this. 
Nor labour'd through no (bowers of Darts, and l^mces j 
Yet here he found a Fort, that fac'd him ftrongly. 

An 

(24) 7hi Cninit aadS'wtal of thy Pharfkliao laiaiir,^ Mr. Sjn^/tM 
would read, 

Tit Crovm tf 'hf Pharfalian Sivtat anJ Loitar, 
Butl can'*! agree to the Change, both becaufe Labsar arter Stoiai, . 
in this Porition, makes an Anciclimax, and ai the old Text is more 
poetiu); for the Sweat of thy Labt^r, ).ut for th* Snd for vibUk 
thou lahouredjl, i^ ex'rrmcl}' elef;ailt. 

(25) Acho. Air A ■fl(^f/("«» itc] Mr. TZm^o/A Margin fay«, 
certe Achillas. And ihere is this Ptool of it, that in Zucan ibe whole 
Speech to defar ii made by Achilla*, (tho*, in reality. TbiaJelui the ' 
Rhetorician, who had joined P^^'ubj in perfoading Ptabmy (o the 
Murder, wai the Perfon who prelenied the Head to Ci/ar and ha- 

.rafign«d on the Qcca^oQ, foi which be altciwuda met his ducRewaM 
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An inward War : He wai Mi OraiiBftrfc^^ G*ft ; 
Friend to his Fathb-, artd t^fcfcnte i5t4s feijicll'd 
Arid ttckten ftbto rhis KiH^dUfti by ft Wtig Htod^, 
And hid none left hini to reftbi-c his HbrWtiK 
No hope to find a FH^nd \ iti ftlch it blfevyv 
Then in fttpt P^;«pif> s t($bk hfe fcfebte FcSttiibei 
Strengthen'd, and cheriih'd it, and fct it right again ; 
This was a love to Cafar. 

See. iGive me mte, Gods. 

Pbo. This Cafar may accbunt a little wicked t 
But yet remember, if thine 6Wn Haridsi GoriAifct^oir, 
Had fallen upon him, what it had. bcerj then? . [way ! 
if thine own Sword had touch'd his Throaty what that 
He was thy Son-in-law, there to be tainted 
. Had been mod terrible : Let the wbrft bfe teridcr'd. 
We have deferv'd for keeping thy tjands innocent. 

Caf. Oh Sceva^ Sceva^ fee that Head : See, Captains, 
The Head of godlike Pompiy. 

See. He was bafely riiin'd. 
But let the Gods be gricv*d that fuBcr'd it. 
And be you, Cefar- ^ 

from Brutus and Caffius^ Whb tortuW arid criicrfy'd hiixi) Notwith- 
fianding this, there is room to dOubt whfetfier the P6^ defigned Acha- 
reus to fpeak this, for they HaVe given it a different tuth from Lucan. 

■ nee n)tle tutdris 

Hoc meritum^ nobis facili quod cttde firaSlum efi, > 

Hojpes qvitus erat : depulfo fceptra Partnti 

Reddiderat, ,^id fluraferam? tu nomina tanto 

In'venies oferi, 'velfatiiam confute Mundi ; 

Si/celus ejly plus te nobis deherefaUris^ 

^odfcelus hoc non ipfe facts, Lucan; Lib. 9. 

This is the L^tege of Villiiiy, h<i«(lii>g 6f Merits frbxh the Greac- 
nefs of it. Bat tUt Speech iii Ihe Falfe One rcprefents the Reludbncc, 
the Pangs and inv^&rd Wir thit Ptolom} fthiggled through io be able 
to fcrve Cafe^. Arid this ^ke by a Man wh6 had a real Love for 
Virtue, gives d fine Cbntraft to Photinus\ urfeelfng and confirm'd Vil- 
lany. -I muf! iM^ iri Fivbtir of Mr. neobh/d's O^friion, that the 
fecond Folia (\^hich is reniarkably corr^ in this Play, beyond any 
thing I have htfbit rtiet with ih it) giv^s rhii Speech to j^ch, vihich 
generally ftands ft>r AchWdi rather than Alloreiis, Being therefore, 
very dubious, I ifefcr ft to the Reader's Decifion. 

G 4 Caf, 
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C^f. (z6) Oh thou Conqueror, 
Thou Glory of the World once, now the Pity : 
Thou Awe of Nations, wherefore didft thou fall thus ? 
What poor Fate folio wM thee, and pluckt thee on. 
To truft thy facred Life to an Egyptian -, 
The life and light of Rom^^ to a blind Stranger, 

That 

(26) Obt thou Conqueror, Sec."] The Reader will have obferred one 
Difference in our Authors Tranflation oiPhotinus'i Speech in Council, 
th,ac they do not follow him in thofe very frequent Apoftrophes to 
Pompey in his Abfence. It is what the Roman Orators greatly de- 
lighted in, but too frequent a Ufeofit is certainly wrong, and ac- 
cordingly we find many more in Lucan and Ofvid, than in Virgil^ 
Homer, Shakefpear, Milton^ or Fletcher, The prefent Speech to 
Pompey & Head as to himfelf, which is as beautiful as it is natural, Lu- 
^^2« has not ; but it copies a much greater Mailer, «uix. Shake/bear in 
Antonfi Apoftrophe to the Corps of Cafar, This is the Reafon why 
our Poets have vary 'd the Order of Lucan^s Sentiments in the following 
speech, 

Jufer ah afpeSu nojlrofunefia^ fatellet^ 

Regis dona tut : pejus de C a/are 'vefirum, 

^am de Pompeio meruit fee iu:, Unica belli 

Pramia ci'vilis, i^iBis donare falutem, 

Ferdidimus. ^od fi Pbario germana tyranny 

Non in^vifafo^et, potuijfem redder e regi, 

^uod meruit ; frdtrique tuum pro munere tali 

f/bfijfem, Cleopatra, caput. Secreta quid arma 

Movit, y injeruit noftro fua tela lahorif 

Ergo in Theffalicis P ellaO fecimus arfvis 

jfusgladio? 'veftris qutejita Ucentia regnis? 

Non iuleram Magnum me cum Romana regentem : 

tT/, PtoUmae^feram ? frujlra ci*uilihus armis 

Mifcuimus gentes, fi qua efi hoc or be potefias 

Altera, quam Cafar : fi tellus ulla duorum eft i 

Vertijfem Latias a vefiro littore proras : 

Fam^ cura n/etat, ne non damnaffe cruentam, 

$ed *uidear timuijfe Pharon^ Necfallere *vos mi 

Credite <vi£lorem : nobis quoque tale paratum 

Itittoris hofpitium : nefic mea colla gerantur, 

^beffaliafortunafacit* Majore profeSio, 

^am metui poterat, difcrimine gejjimus arma ; 

JExilium, generique minas, Romamque timebam : , ^ 

Poena fug^ Ptolomaus erat, Sed parcimu^ atmif, 

Donamu/que nefas: fiiat bac pro cade tjrannui 

yH *venid plus poffe dari, Vos condite lufio 

iTanti colla ducis: Jed non, ut crimina tantum 

Veftra tegat tellus. Jufto date tura fepulcbro, 

^t pU^caff cafutf ciuere/fuc in littorf fufii 

ColHgiH, 



^ 
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'hat honourable War ne'er taught a noblenefs, 
[or worthy circumftance ftiew'd what a Man was, 
*hat never heard thy Name fung, bat in Banqqcts s 
id loofe lafcivious Pleafures ? To a Boy, 
'hat had no Faith to comprehend thy Grcatnefi, 
\o ftudy of thy life to know thy Goodnefs % 
And leave thy Nation, nay, thy noble Friend, 
Leave him diftruftcd ^hat in Tears falls with thee ; 
In foft relenting Tears ? Hear me, great Pompey^ 
If thy great Spirit can hear, (27) I mufb tax thee : 
Thou'ft moft unnobly robb'd me of my Viftory, 
My Love, and Mercy. 

Jnt, O how brave thefe Tears ftew ? 
How excellent is Sorrow in an Enemy ? 
DoL Glory appears not greater than this Goodnels. 
Cefl Egyptians J dare you think (28^ your faigbeft 
Pyramids^ 
Built to out-dure the Sun, as you fuppofe. 
Where your unworthy Kings lye rak*d in Aflies, 



CoIIigitif atque unam fparjts datt manthus urnam. 

Sentiat adventum foceri^ qjocejque quereniis 

Audiat umbra pias, Dum nobis omnia prafert, 

Dum *uitam Pbario ma<vuit debere citenii, 

Lata dies rapta eft populis : concordia mundo 

Nojira perit : caruere deis me a *vota fecundis, 

JJt te complexus pofitis felicibm armis 

AffeSius abs te *vetereTf *vitamque rogarem, 

Magne, tuam : digndque fatis mercede laborum 

Con tent us par ejfe tibi. "Tunc pace fideli 

Feciffemf ut *vi^us pojfes ignofcere di<vis ; ^ 

Fecijfesy ut Rama mibi. Locan. Lib. 9. 



'Jmuft task thee : ] Former Editions, 
'your high Pyramids^ Former Editions. 



(27) 

(28) _ 

, Built to outdare the Sun, as you/uppo/e,'] To out- dare theSmi 

by their Height is poetical, but, asyou/ufpo/e, greatly flattens it ; for 
this Reafon both Mr. Symp/on and I change it to out-dure, which feems 
to fait the Context better. This is one of thofe Parages which foars 
much above any thing in Lucan, and makes ample amends for the 
Omiflion of fome few of his beautiful Sentiments, fuch as 

AffeQus abs te *ueteresi 'vitamque rogarem 
Magne tuam. \ 

vni tbpfe that immediately follow it. 

Arc 



tb6 The' Palfi Om. 

Arc Montimtntt fit for hirrt? No, Blr6<yd ofiNiluSy 
Kothkig Gin covier his high Firtit, B* Hcav'n j 
No Pyramids fet off his MerW*ics, 
But the eternal fubftance of his QtitAfefe, 
To which I leave him ; t^ke ![*t Hiead a^v^jr^ 
And, withl the Body, giVe it iteble Burial : 
Your Earth (hall now be WefeM to hdd a 'Kbman^ 
Whofe Braverfes {t^) all the WorH's-Earth cahht* 
baf lance. 

See. If thou be'ft thus loving, I thall hicHibiir tfibe ; 
(30) But great Men may diflcmble, ^tis held pbffible. 
And be right glad of what they feem to we^jp fbi-. 
There Vc fuch kihd of Philofophiers -, n<iW db 1 Wo^er 
How he would look if Pompey were alive again. 
But how he*d fet his Face ? * 

Caf.. You look now. King, 
And you that have been Agents in this Glofy, 
For our efpecial Favour ? 

Ptol Wedefire it. . 

def. And doubtlcfs you expcft Rewards. 

See. Let me give *em : 
I'll give 'cm fuch as Nature never dreamt of, 
I'll beat him and his Agents in a Mortar, 
Inro one Man, and that one Man Til bake then. 

Cef Peace: I forgive you all,, that's Rtcdmpenc^: 
You're young, and ignorant, that pleads your Pardon, 
And fear it tnay be more than Hate provok'd ye s 
Your Minifters I itiuft think wanted judgment, 

« 

(2^) ttU thi World's Earth — ] I hate hjftored a Hyphen 

firom the fecond Folio, which Mr. Sjfmpfin obferves makes the Expref- 
fion of World's Earth diredlly anfwer the Latin Terrdrum Orbis, 

(3c) But great Men may diffemble, ] This, V^hich comts iftrf 

naturally from the rough Hdnefty of Sceva, and What Photinus after- 
wards fays more fully to the fame Purpofe, is copyM from Lucan, who 
writing with the Zeal of Party againft Cafar, lauglis at his pretended 
Piety upon this Occafion. 

■ - tutumque putavii 

yam bonus ejfe facer, &c. 
Bat Prejudice apart ; C«r/2i/'V Coitipaflion to Pompey feems perfedly 
confonant to his Charader. He was a terrible Enemy, but i gentle 
Conqueror. Ambition was his fitft Paffiqh^ Gbod-NaMre^ or t^htt 
Qj^d- Temper^ his fecond, 

': ' And 
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hi) And lb thev ttf'd : Pm bountiful to think this ; 

piieve me moft Doofltiful : Be yeu moft thankful, 

fthu, Bounty ihare amongft ye : If I knew what 

[To iend you for a Prefent, King of £g^t^ 

^ mean a Head of equal Reputation, 

And that you tov\l, tho' 't were your brightcft Sifter's, 

JBut her you hate^ 1 would not be behind ye. 

l^'^Pto/. Hear one, great Ce/ar. 
C^f, I have heard too much ; 

And ftudy not with fmooth fhews to invade 

,}Aj noble Mind, as you have done my Conqueft ; 

' Y^rc poor and open : I muft tell you roundly. 
That Man that could not recompence the Benefits^ 

The great and bounteous Services of Pompey^ 
Can never doat upon the Name of Cwfar ; 

[ Though I had hated Pompey^ and allow'd his Ruin, 
) gave you no Conmiiflion to perfbrm it : 

[ Hafty to pleafe in Blood are feldom trufty ; 
And but I ftand inviron'd with my Viftorics, ^ 

[ My Fortune never failing to befriend me, 

[ My not|le Strengths, and Friends about my Perfon, 

f I durft not try ye, nor exped a Courtefie, 

« Above the pious I ove you Ihew'd to Pompey. 

■ You*ve found me mercifgl in arguing with ye : 
( j2) Swords, Hang«men, Fires, Deftru<flionsof all Natures^ 
Demolifliments of Kingdoms, and whole Ruins, 
Are wont to be my Orators ; turn to Tears, 
(33) You wrctch^J and poor Seeds of Sun- burnt Egypt^ 

' (31) '^^fi *^y ttA :- ] The firft Folio reads ird, the fecond 

,frr*dt which is right. Mr. fbeobald 9Xi6. Mr. Sjmp/om both concarr'd 
.with me in obferving this. 

(32) Swards, Hangers, Fires,} As Hangers give much the ikme 
-Idea as Swords, eiipecially in the Mouth of a Romun, I hope the Reader 

will agree to the (Jhange of ic to Hang-men, which were proper to he 
thrcatned to the Murderers oi Pompey, and which afterward provM the 
Fate of Septimius. There is fomeiliing extremely noble in this Pa^* 
£igej it even approaches to thofe terrible Graces before fpoke of. 

(33) '^* 'wretched and poor Seed s o/Snn' Burnt Egypt,] As the Word 
Beeds, is good Senfe, I fear the Reader would think it too great a Li- 

» berty for\n Editor todifplace it and advands bis own Conjeftnrc iwto 
the Te^t ; B^t where the Change of a finglc l*ettcr gives great Im- 

\ provewen^ 
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And now youVc found the Nature of a Conqueror, |F 
That you cannot decline, with all your flatteries. 
That where the day gives light, will be himfelf ftill ; 
Know how to meet his Worth with human Courtefies: '|i: 
Go, and Embalm thofe Bones of that great Soldier \ 
Howl round about his Pile, fling on your Spices, 
(34) Make a Sabean Bed, and place this Phenix 
Where the hot Sun may emulate his Virtues, 
And draw another Pompey from his Afhes 
Divinely great, and fix him *mongft the Worthies, 

Ptol We will do all. 

Cef. You've robb*d him of thofe Tears 
His Kindred and his Friends kept facred for him ; 
The Virgins of their Funeral Lamentations; 
And that kind Earth that thought to cover him, 
(His Country's Earth) will cry out *gainft your Cruelty, *^ 
And weep unto the Ocean for Revenge, 
'Till Nilus raife his feven Heads and devour ye : 
My Grief h^s ftopt the reft : When Pompey liv'd 
He us'd you nobly, now he's dead, ufe him fo. \JExit. 

proYement, I think it a Juflice to the Authors to fuppofe it genuine; 
efpecially when it ftrongly partakes of their ufual Spirit. Seeds feems 
rather flat, and Weeds was the firll Word that occurrM as an Improve- 
ment, becaufc it makes Cafar fpeak with more Contempt of the £^/- 
Jians ; but obferving the great Propriety of all our Authors Metaphors 
which he applies to the Egyptians^ as where he calls them the Spawn of 
^gypt ; and again, ThefeBeds of Jlimy Eels ; and Seftimius^ Thai /^^r- 
mine thafs now become a natural Crocodile^ a better Reading occurr'4. 
Reeds, to which Egypt is greatly fubjeft from the Overflow of theiW/^. 
Thus the Scriptures fpeaking of the Behemtth or Crocodile. He lieth 
under the Jhady Trees ^ in the Covert of the Reed or Fens* 

(34) ^^^^ ^ Sabean Bed^ anyplace this Phenix 

Where the hot Sun &c.] The latter Part of this Sentence may 
at firft Reading appear a Rant, for it would be fo if (poke by an 
Englijbman of this Age, but in the Mouth of C^far 'tis perfectly in 
Charadier. Deifications of great Men was the Pradice of the Age he 
liv'd in, and the fuppofed Proof of an Apotheofls was an Eagle's 
afcending from the Funeral Pile ; but C^efar being in Egypt ^ where the 
Jrabian jphenix was fuppofed to make her.NeS of Sahean Spices, 
[^whetherin the Temple of ^/9//? zt He liopolis, or in that at Thehes, 
I don't recoiled] this Circumitance gives extreme propriety to tJie 
Application of it to Pot^fey. 

Ptol 
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Ptd. (35) Now Where's your Confidence, your Aim, 

PhoHms^ 
jA Oracles ; the fair Favours from the Conqueror, 
ou rung into mine Ears? How ftand I now ? 
'ou fee the Tempeft of his ftern Difpleafurc, 
he Death of him, you urg'd a Sacrifice 
fTo flop his Rage, prefaging a full Ruin ; 
Where are your Counfcls now ? . 4 

Acho. I told ye. Sir, 
And told the truth, what Danger would fly after : ^ 
And though an Enemy, t fatisfied you 
He was a Roman^ and the top of Honour ; 
And iiowfoever this, might pleafe; great C^far^ 
[Itold ye, that the foulncfs of his Death 
*he Impious bafenefs— - 
Pbo. Peace, ye are a Fool, 
en of deep Ends muft tread as deep Ways to *em ; 
ffar 1 know is pleased, and for all his Sorrows, 
hich are put on for Forms, and meer Diflemblings, 
m confident he's glad : T* have told ye fo, 
thank'd ye outwardly, had been too open, 
taken from the Wifdom of a Conqueror, 
confident, and proiid ye*ve done this Service ; 
c have deferv'd, and ye will find it highly : 
" e bold ufe of this Benefit, and be fure 
bu laep your Sifter, the High-foul'd Cleopatra^ 
h clofc and fhort enough, fhe may not fee him : 

red, if I may counfel. Sir.' 
Ptol. Do all, 
T in thy faithful Service refts my Safety.- - [Exeunt. 

[35) Now fuobere* 5 your Confidence^ your Airjit Photinus, 
The Oracles y 2Xidifair Favours from the Conqueror^ 

Thu rung into mine Ears? ] Either the fecond Lhie 

be, The Oracles of fair Favour s^ or, what feems more pro- 
e, the Particles the and and fhould change Places, and Hand as 
Text is now given. 
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^d/). Here'is a ftrange ajteratioir in the Court ; 
Men's Faces are of other Sets ancj Motions, 
Their Minds of fubtfer Stuff : \ paft by pow 
As though I were a Rafcal, no Man knows ine» 
No Eye looks after ; as I were a Plague^ 
Their Doors (hut clbft againft nje, an<d \ wondrcd at 
Becaufe I've done a n)eritoridus Minder ; 
Becaufe Tve plfeas'd the Time, does the Time plague me 
Tve known the Day they would have hugg'd mc fot'c : 
For a Icfs ftroke than this, have done me Reverence \ 
Opened their Hearts, and fecret Clofcts to me. 
Their Purfcs, and their Ple^fures, and bkl me wallow. 
I now perceive the great Thieves eat the left?, 
(36) And th* huge Leviathans of VUlany 
Sup upthe Merits nay the Men and all 
That do them Serviee, and fpout *em,out again 
Into the Air, as thin,^ and unregarded 
As drops of Water that are lofl i'th* Ocean. 
I was lov'd once for Swearing, and for Drinking^ . 
And for other principal Qualities that became me : 
Now a fooliih unthankful Murder has undone me, ^ - 
If m* Lord Photinus be not merciful. 
That fet me on 5 and fee he comes, now Fominc 

Enter Photinus. 

Pho. C^efar\ Unthankfulnefs a little (lirs me, 
A little frets my Blood.; take heed, i^ro\xd Raman^ 
Pi'ovoke me not, ftir not mine Anger farther 5 
I may find out a way unto thy Life too. 
Though arm'd in all thy Viftories, and feize it; 

(36) And ty huge Leviathans of Sa:,"] I fhould not take the Libertyl— 
of marking out beautiful Paffages, but that I am very defirous thin 
Play fhould meet with due Regard from every Reader ; and 1 therc*^| 
fore beg him not to pafs flightly over this Pafiage, where a Metaphorj 
is carried on with fuch exquifite Beauty, that ix may vie ^yith th( 
£neft Strokes oj this Sort even in Shake/fear, 
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Conqueror haa^ ^ Heart;, and I may hiij it. 
S^p. Miay't pleafe yaur Lordfliip; 
P&j, O, Septimius! 

Sep. Your Lordlhip knows my wrongs* 
Pbo. Wrongs ^ 
Sep. Yes, > my Lord, 

Low th' Captajp^ of the Gu^rd, Jfinllas^ ^}^^ <^* 
Pbfn^ Thinlc better of him, he has much befricncfcd thcc, 
I^St^^w'd tfai^e much. Love ia taking the Head fronii tW: 
the Times are aker*d. Soldier, Cafar^s ai^ry ; 
And our defigh to pleale him, loft and perifli'd : 
Be glad thou art unnam'd, 'tis not worth th' owning* 
Tet, that thou may -ft be ufcfial— - 
S^. Yes, my Lord, 
(haU be ready, 

Pbo. For 1 may employ thee 
b take a rub or two out of my way, 
^1^^ f}^alLfcr.ve; fay thaCrit be a Brother, 
a hard Father. 
Sep. *Tis moft ncceflary. 
Mother, or a Sifter, or whom you pleafe. Sin 
Pbo. Or to betray a noble Friend. 
Sep. 'Tis J^ll one. 
Pbo. I know thouNt ftir for GoM. 
Sep. 'Tis all my Motion. 

Pbo. There, take that for thy Service, and farewel : 
Ve greater Bufinefsriiow. 
Se^ l*m ftili your own. Sir. 

Pbo. One thing I charge thee ; fee me no more, Septimius^ 
nlefs I fend. lExit. 

Sep. I (hall obftrve your Hour. 

this brings fomething in the Mouth, fome favour ; 
his is the Lord I ferve, the Power I worfhip, 
y Friends, Allies ; and here lies my Allegiance. 
t People talk as they pleafe of my Rudenefs, 
d fliun me for my Eteed 5 bring but this to 'em, 
: me be damn'd for Blood, yet ttill I'm honourable : 
!S God creates new Tongues, and new AfFeftions ; 
" thougt^ Vd kill'd my Father, give me Gold, 
make Men fwear Pve done a pious Sacrifice. 

Now 
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Now I will out-^ave alJ, make all my Servants, ] 

And my brave Deed fhall b* writ in Wine for Virtuous. | 

S C E N E III. 

Efjter Cxfar^ Antony, Dolabella, andSctva. ^, 

Ctff. Keep ftrong Guards, and with wary Eyes, my 
Friends, 
There is no trailing to thefe bafe Egyptians : 
They that are falfe to pious Benefits, 
And make compeird Ncceffities their Faiths, 
Are Traitors to the Gods. 

j4nL We'll call a-fhore 
A Legion of the bed. 

Ctef. Not a Man, Antony^ 
That were to (hew our Fears, and dim our Greatnefi 5 ^ 
No, 'tis enough, my Name's a-ihore. • 

See. Too much too, 
A fleeping*C-jf/2?r is enough to fhake them ; 
There are fome two or three malicious Rafcals 
Trained up in Villany 5 befides that Cerberus^ 
That Roman Dog, that lick'd the Bk>od of Pompey. 

Dol. 'Tis ftrange, a Roman Soldier ? 

S^e. You're co5:en*d. 
There be of us, as of all other Nations, 
Villains and Knaves ; 'tis not the Name contains hiro, ■ 
But the Obedience ; when that's onceibrgott^, 
And Duty flung away, then welcome Devil : 
Photinus and Achillas^ and this Vermine, 
That's now become a natural Crocodile, 
Murt: be with care obfcrv'd. 

Ant. And 'tis well counfeliy. 
No Confidence, nor Truft— • 

See. I'll truft the Sea firft, 
"When with her hollow Murmurs fhe invites me. 
And clutches in her Storms, as politick Lions 
Conceal their Claws ; I'll truft the Devil firft 5 > 
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^7) The Rule of III Pll truft, before the Docn 

Coff. Goto your Refts, and follow your own Wifdonis, 
^nd leave me to my Thoughts^ pray no more Complement ; 
Once more ftrong Watches. 

I>ol. All fliall be obferv'd, Sir. [£x//. 

CUr/I Pm dull and heavy, yet I cannot flecp ; 
(38) How happy was I, in my lawfol Wars 
In Germany J and Gaul^ and Britany ? 
W-hen every Night with pleafure I fat down 
What the Day miniftred ? the Sleep came fweetly. 
But fince I undertook this Home«divi(ion, ^^ i, 

This Civil War, and pafs'd the Rubicon^ 
What have I done, that fpeaks an ancient Roman ; 
A good, great Man ? I've entered Rome by force. 
And on her tender Womb, that gave me Life, 
Let m^ infulting Soldiers rudely trample ) 
The dear Veins of my Country I have opcn'd, 
-lind feird upon the Torrents that flow*d from her. 
The bloody Streams, that in their confluence 
Carry'd before 'em thoufand Defolations : 
I robb'd the Treafury, and at one gripe 
Snatch'd all the W^ith, fo many worthy Triumphs 
Plac'd there as facred to the Peace of Rome : 

(37) The Rule of 111 Til truft t befon tbi Doer.l Mr. Sympfon and 
I boch heiitated on this Expreffion, bat I believe it right, as God is 
the Rule of Good or Virtue, fo is die De<vil of ///. It is certainly 
injudicious in Sbakefpear and our Poets to make Heathens fo often talk 
of the Devil, with the fame Ideas aiExed to him as we now hare. 
But if Biaumont and Fletcher hare many of the Faults of Shake/pear^ 
which our modern Poets have avoided, fo they have many of his 
Beauties which none bat they ever reached, of which the three Lines 
preceding are a flrong Inftance. 

(38) Hth-w happy was I, in my lawful War$ &c.] This Soliloquy of 
Cafar't is extremely judicious as well as beautiful, it was difficult to 
conform both to Hiltory and to poetical Juflice. It would be an Outrage 
upon the former to make Cafar tmfortunate, and as great a one to 
have made him a perfectly virtuous Charadler, as Comeille has endea- 
voured to do. How then fhould our Poets, who have drawn Ct^/ar 
exadtly to the Life, fulfil in any Degree the Juftice that the Audience 
demand againfl him. This they hav» finely accompliOiM, by (hewing 
him in his Retirement, flung and tormented with the hortid MafTacres 
that he had brought upon his Country, which are defcribed with 
great energy. 

Vol. IV. H I 
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I razM Maffilia in my wanton Anger ^ 

Petreius and Jfranius I defeated. 

Pompey I overthrew ; wha( did that get me ? 

(39) The flubbcr'd name of an authoriz'd Enemy. 

[Nmfe ^hin. ^ 
I hear feme Nojfcs, they are the Watches, furc. 
What Friends have I ty*d faft by thefe Ambitions? 
CatOj the Lover of his Country's Freedom 
Is pafs'd now into Jfrick to affront me ; 
Juha^ that kill'd my Friend, is up in Arms too : 
The Sons of P$mpiy are Msilers of the Sea, 
And from the Relicks of their fcatter'd Fa^ion, 
A new Head's fprung : Say I defeat all thefe too ; 
I come home CrownM an honourable Rebel. 
I hear the Noife ftill, and it comes ftiil nearer ; 
Are the Guards faft ? Who waits there ? 

Enter Sceva, with a Packets Ckopatra in iL 

See. Are ye awake. Sir ? 
^ Cdf. Pth' name of Wonder-^— • 

See. Nay, I am a Porter, , 
A ftrong one top, or elfe my Sides wduld crack. Sir ; 
An my Sins were as weighty, 1 fhoukl fcarce walk with 'em* 

C<r/; What haflt thou thpre? 

See. Ask them which ftay without, 
And brought if hither 5 ypqr Prefence I deny*d *cm. 
And put 'em by, took up the Load myfelf ; 
They fay 'tis richi and valu'd at the Kingdom } 
Tm fure'tis he^vy ; if you like to fee it. 
You ms^y ; if nor, I'll \givc it back. 

Caf. Stay, Sceva^ 
I would fain fee it. • ^ 

See. ril begin to work then ; 
No doubt to natter ye, they've lent ye fbmethmg 

(39) 7he Jluhher" 4 nti^s of an autboriz'd Jpnemy'] By an authorizM 
Eneipy the Poets feem to have meant, an Enemy to his Country 
pronouncM fo by the Authority of the whole Senate, as Ca/ar had 
been by the Senate of Jiome, If tbi§ Explanatign fhpuld not f^tisfy^ 
the Vcrfe will run better thus, 

The Jlubher* d name of an unauth*iiz'd Enem* 
t f* Of aa £xiemy without a leg^a| Caufe or legal Authorityr 
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Of a rich value, Jewels, or fome Treafiire ; 
May be a Rogue widiki, co do t Mifcbief. 
I pray yon ftand feitiker oflT, if dierebe ViHany, 
Better tay Danger &^ be fliaU Tcape hard 100 ; 
Ha, what artdhou? 

Cef. Stand £irtber off*, good Mc€va ^ 
What heavenly Vifion? Do I wake or flumber ? 
Farther o' chat Hamd, Friend. 

See. What Appiricton ? 
What SjMfit bave I rais'd } fore 'tis a WomM ; 
She lookB lilce one ; now fl)e 'begins to nfiore too \ 
A tempting Devil, o* my life? Go offCafar, 
Blefs thyfelf off, a fiawd grown iti mtoe old Daysf 
Bawdry advanced upon my Back 9 'tis nofble ; * 
Sir, if you be a So^ier, come no nearer, 
^be's lent to dilpofiefs you of your Honour^ 

. Spunge, a Spunge, to wipe away your Viftorics ; 

.nd fhe'd be cooi'd, Sir, let the Soldiers trim her 5 

'hey'il gi«^ her that fhe came for, and diipaoch her ^ 
!e loyal to'yourfclf : Thou damned Woman, > 

)oft thou come hither with thy flourifiies, 

fay flaunts, and faces, to abufe Mens Mansers? 
Lnd am^ I made che Inftmiment of Bawdry i 
rii find a Lover for ye, one fhall hug ye. 

Cdf. Hold on thy Life, and be more temperate, 
3T10U Beafl 

See. Thou Beaft ? 

C^if. Coaled thou be fo Inhuman, 
So fer from noble Man, to draw thy Weapon 
Upon a thing Divine ? 

See. Divine, or Human, 
They're -never better pleased, nor more at Hcart's-cafe, 
Than when we draw with full intent upon *em. 

Caf. Move this way. Lady, 
•Pray ye let me fpeak to ye. 

See. And Woman, you had beft ftand—— 

C^f. By the Gods, 
But jhat I fee her here, and hope her mortal, 
I fhould imagine (bme celeftial Sweetnels, 
The Trcafurc of foft Love. 

Ha See. 
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See. Oh, this founds mangily. 
Poorly, and fcurVily in a Soldier's Mouth ; 
You'd bcft be troubled with the Tooth* ach too : 
For Lovers ever are, and let your Nofc drop. 
That your celeftial Beauty may befriend ye. 
At thefe Years do you learn to be fantaftical ? 
After fo many bloody Fields, a Fool ? 
She brings her Bed along too, ihe'll lofe no time, 
Carrys her Litter to lye foft, d* you fee that? 
Invites ye like a Gamefter, note that Impudence : 
For fliaixie rcfleft upon your Self, your Honour, 
Look back into your noble Parts, and blufh ^ 
Let not the dear Sweat of the hot Pbarfaliay 
Mingle with bafe Embraces ; am I he 
That have received fo many Wounds for Cdfar ? - 
(40) Upon my Target, groves of Darts ftill growing ? 
Have I endur'd all Hungprs, Colds, Diftreflcs, 
And as I had been bred that Iron that armM me, 
Stopd out all Weathers, now to curfe my Fortune ? 
To ban the Blood I loft for fuch a General ? 

def. Offend no more, be gone. 

See. I will, and leave ye, 
LeavQ ye to Womens Wars, that will proclaim ye ; 

(40) Ufon my target y groves of Darts ftiil growing?] Sceva hsd 
been a common Soldier, but preferrM for his amazing Valour and ir* 
rcfiflible Strength. When Fomfey bcfieg'd Cafar at Duracbium^ he 
ftood in a Breach againft the whole Army. Plutarch tells us that he 
had a Hundred and Thirty Darts fluck in his Target; one had piercM 
jbis Shoulder, and another his Eye, which he drew out and dafhM, witk 
his Eye- ball, on the Ground : Pompefs Soldiers on this (houted as for 
Viftory ; and he pretending faintnefs, ask'd them why they would not 
come and carry him as a Prize to Pompey before he dy'd ; two Soldiers 
believing him in earneft, came to him ; the firft he (lew, and wounded 
the other, and then withdrew amonglt his own Party. The Story is 
told with great Spirit in the Sixth ^ok of Lucan, who afcribes to 
Sctva the Prefervation of all Cafar* ^ Army. 

^em non tnille fimul turmis^ nee C<efare tot9 
Auferret Fortttna, totum viQorihus unus 
Eripuit^ vetuitque capi: feque arma tenente^ 
Ac nondum ftrato^ Magnum 'viciffe nega'vit. 
Sca^a 'vifo nomen. Sec. 

I need not mention the Juftice with which our Poets have drawn Sceva*^ 
Charadter, in a familiar^ rough, Soldier-like Honefly. 

You'll 
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You'll conquer Rome now, and the Capitol,' 
With Fans and Looking'glafles ; fareweJ, C^far. 

Ge. Now 1 am [Hivacej Sir, I dare ipeak to ye; 
But thus lorn firfty for a& a God I honcKir ye. 

See. Lower you'll be anon. 

Caf. Away, 

See. And privater. 
For that you covet all. * lExiL 

Cef. Tempt me no ferthcr. 

Cle. (41) Coni^mnmenot, becaufe I kneel thus, C^efar^ 
I am a Queen, and Co-heir to this Cbuiitry, 
The Sifter to the mighty Ptebmy^ 
Yet one Diftrel^'d, that flies unto thy Juftice, 
One that lays iacrcd hold on thy Protedion, 
A$ c^ a hdy Altar, to preferve me. 

Oef. Speak, Queen of Beauty, and ftand up. ^ 

Ck. I dare not, 
•■nH I have found that Favour in thine Eyes, 
That godlike great Humanity to help me. 
Thus, to thy Knees muft I grow, facred Cefari 
And if it be not in thy Will to right me. 
And raiie me like a Queen from my fad Ruins ; 
If thefe foft Tears cannot fink to thy Pity, 
And waken with their Murmurs thy Compaffions; 
Yet far thy Ndilenefs, for Virtue's fake. 
And if thou be*ft a Man, for deipis'd Beauty, 
F*Gr honourable Conqueft, which thoudot'ft on ; 
Let not thofe Cankers of this flourifhing Kingdom, 
PMtinus and Jchillas^ the one an Eunuch, 
"The other a hafc Bondman, thus reign o'er me, 
Sdze my Inheritance, and leave my Brother 
Nothing of what he fhould be, but the Title : 
As thou art Wonder of the World — — 

{41) Contemn me not ^ becaufe /know thus, Caefar, 

I am a ^ein, ■] For knonAj, I read kneel, and Mr. Sympfon 
bow. A« file was evidently kneeling, I hope it is not Prejudice that 
makes me prefer tbe former. The Corruption, tho' extremely grofs, 
h^pa&'d through all the former Editions, ahho' this Play (and this 
only as far as I have yet examined) feems in the fecond Folio to have 
b^ corredled by an able Hand> but no Man is always attentive. 

Vol. IV. H 3 C^f. 



"i^Tm 



ijg Tie Falfe One. ^ 

Caf. Stand up then , . ^ .» \ 

And be a Queen, this Hand Ihallgive^t to ye. 
Or chufe avgreater Name, worthy my Bounty : 
A common. Love makes Queens: Ghufc to be wor^ 

fhipp'd. 
To be divinely great, and I dare promife it : 
A Suitor of your fort, and blefled Sweetnefs, 
That hath adventured thus to fee great Cafar^ 
Muft never be deny'd'; youVe found a Patron 
(42) That dare not in his private Honour, fuffer 
iSo great a blemifc to the Heav*n of Beauty : 
The God of Love wou*d dap his angry Wings, 
And from his finging Bow (43; let fly his Arrows, 
Headed with burning Griefs and pinii^ Sorrows, 
Should I negled: your Cauie, would make me monftrous. 
To whom and to your Service I devote me. 

Enter Sceva. 

Cle. He is my Conqueft now, and fo TU work him; 
The Conqueror of the World will I lead captive. 
See. Still with this Woman? tilting flill with Ba- 
bies ? N 

As you are honeft, think the Enemy, 

Some valiant Foe indeed, now charging on ye. 

Ready to break your Ranks, and fling thefe ■ 

C^f. Hear me. 
But tell me true, if thou hadft fuch a Treafurc, 
And as thou art a Soldier, do not flatter me. 
Such a bright Gem brought to thee, wouldft Aou not 
Mofl: greedily accept ? 

See. Not as an Emperor, 
(44) A Man that fi^rfl: would rule himfelf, then others ; 

As 

(42) nat dare not In this private Honour, — ] Former Editions. 

(43) — : ^^J!x ^^^^^ Jrrows,'] Former Editions. 

(44) A Man that firft would rule himfelf^ ] Mr. TheohaU alters 

nuould tojhouldy and puts the initial Letters of his Name to it, the Mark 
by which he feems to have diilinguifh'd his favoyrite Emendations. 

Mr. 
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'^ a poor hungry Soldier^ I fi^ight bite, Sif, 
^tt that's a weakncfs too : Hear m^, thou Teili|>tck' \ 
And hear thou, Cafar^ too, fbr it cohcef fis th^y 
Arid if thy Flcfli be deaf, yet let thine Honour, 
The Soul of a Commander, give Ear to me. 
Thou wanton Bane of War, thou gilded Lethargy, 
In whofe Embraces, Eafe, the ruft of Arms^ 
And Pleafure, that makes Soldiers poor, inhabit!. 

C^f. Fy, thou blafphem'ft. 

See. I do, when (he's a Goddefi. 
Thou mcker of ftrong Minds, dar'ft thouprefumc 
To ftnother all his Triumphs, with thy Vanities! ? 
And tye him, like a Slave, to thy proud Beauties ? 
To thy imperious Looks ? that Kings have follow*d 
Proud of their Chains ? have waited On ? I (hame, Sir. 

Caf. Alas thou'rt rather mad : Take thy reft, Sciva^ 
Thy Duty makes thee err, but I forgive theei : 
Go, go, I fay, fhew me no Difobedience : [EpcH Sceva. 
'Tis well, farewel. The Day will break, dear Lad/i 
My Soldiers will come in -, pleafe yoo retire. 
And think upon your Servant ? 

Qe. Pray you, Sir, know tfie, 
And what I am. 

C^/ The greater, I more love ye. 
And you muft know me too. 

CU. So far as Modefty^ 
And Majefty gives kavc. Sir ; yeVi too violent. 

Caf. You are too cdd t^ my DcfireS* 

Cle. Swear to me, 
And by yourfelf, for I hold that Oath ^crod^ 
YouUl right me as a QuecH ■ -' " ■ ' * 

Mr. Sympfon joins him; but I think the change ratBer prejudicial, for 
'would2A it implies a IVill to rule himfclf as well l. others, intimates 
that fuch^a Willn eiTential to ^li Em{3^ror, and that none are worthy 
of the Title that have it net. Befide this, it has been ibnte doubt 
with me whether the old tnglijh W'riters had that clear Idea of the 
difference between ^tuld ind fibuli which we have at prefent, but 
which not one Foreigner in ten Thoufandcan btf tattgAit to comprehend* 
i^thoT it 18 eel tainly a very great BeaHty of oar Language, and# I be*> 
lieve, peculiar to it. I never yet iaw a grammatical Rule for it« and 
were it not too great a Digreffion I would infefK One. 

H 4 Caf. 
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Caf. Thefc Lips be witiiefs, \ 

And if I break that Oath - 

Cle. You make me blulh. Sir, 
And in that Blulh interpret me. 

Caf. I wilJdoj 
Come let's go in, and blufti again : This one Word, 
You (hall believe. 

Cle. I muft, you are a Conqueror. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Ptotomy, and Photinus. 

Tho.f^ OOD Sir, but hear. 

\jr Ptol. No more, you have undone me. 
That that I hourly fear'd is fein upon me. 
And heavily, and deadly. 

Pbo. Hear a Remedy. 

TtoL A Remedy, now the Difeafe is ulcerous. 
And has infefted all ? Your fccurc Negligence 
Has broke through all the hopes I have, and ruin'd me : 
My Sifter is with Cafat^ in his Chamber, 
All Night ihe has been with him ; and no doubt 
Much to her Honour. 

Pho. Would that were the worft, Sir, 
That will repair itfelf: But I fear mainly, 
She'as made her Peace with C^efar. 

Ptol. 'Tis moft likely, 
And what am I then ? 

Pbo. Tlague upon that Ra&al 
ApollodoruSy under whofe Command, 
Under whole Eye— 

Enter Achillas. 

Ptol. Curfe on you all, ye arc Wretches.' 
Pbo. 'Twas providently done> jlcbillas. 
jlcbih Pardon me. 

Pbo. Your Guards were rarely wife, and wondrous 
watchful. 

AcbiL 
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JcbU. I could not help it, if my Life had kin for^t. 
Alas, who would fufped a pack of Bedding, 
Or a fmall trufs of houihold Furniture, 
And, as they faid for C^faf^% ufe ? Or who durft, 
['Being for his private Chamber, feek to flop it? 
I was abus'd. 

-Eir/^ Achorcus. 

Acbo. *Tis no hour now for Anger, 
No Wifdom to debate with fruitlcfs Choler ; 
Let us confider timely what we muft do. 
Since ihe is flown to his Protedlion, ^ 

From whom we have no pow*r to fever her. 
Nor force Conditions — 

PtoL Speak, good Acboreus. 

Afbc. Let indired and crooked Counfels vanilh. 
And ftraight and fair Direftions— - 

Pbo. Speak your Mind, Sir. 

Acbo. Let us chufe Cs/2ir, and endear him to us. 
An Arbitrator in all Differences, 
Betwixt you, and your Sifter ; thin is fafe now. 
And wiU fhew off*, moft honourable. 

Pbo. Bafc, 
Moft bale and poor ; a iervile, cold Submiflion : 
HcsLt me, and pluck your Hearts up, like ftout Counfellors, 
(46) Since we are fenfible this C^/ar loaths us. 
And have b^un our Fortune, with great Ponipey ;. 
Be of my Mind. 

jlcbo. *Tis moft uncomely fpoken. 
And if I fay moft bloodily, L lye not : 
The Law of Hofpitality it poifons. 
And calls the Gods in queftion that dwell in us: 
Be wife, O King. 

Ptol. I will be : Go my Counfellor, , 
To Oefar go, and do my humble Service : 
To my f^r Sifter my Commends negotiate, 

(46] Siuci we an fenfihle this Cacfar loads «/,] difar had not as yet 
haded them with any Injuries, nor given them their doe Punifiimenr. 
The true Word therefore feems to oe loaths^ which is \txy near in 
tie^tera to the former, and is clear of all Objedion. 

And 
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And here I ratify whate'er thou treat'ft M. 

Jcbo. Crowned with fair Peace, I go. L^^^c 

Ptol. My Love go with ihce, . C 

And from my Love go you, you cruel Vipera : L 

You Ihall know now I am no Ward, Pbotinus^ [E:tit. L 

Pbo. This for our Service? Princes do their Pleafo^esj | 
And they that ferve obey in all E^fgraces : 
The loweft we can fall to, is our Graves, ^ 
There we (hall know no Difference: Heark JlcbUtaty 
I may do fomething yet, when Times are ripe, 
(47> To tell this raw unthankful I^ing. 

JcbiU PhotinuSj 
Whatever it be I (hall make one, and Siealoufly : 
For better die attempting fomething nobly. 
Than fall difgrac'd. 

Pb0. Thou lov*ft me, and 1 thank thee. [Ei^eunt. 

S C EN E IL 

EnUr Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva. 

Dol. Nay there's no roufing him : He is bewitched fu^. 
His noble Blood crudled, and cold within him % 
Grown now a Woman's Warrior. 
• See. And a tall one: 
Studies her Fortifications, and her Breaches, 
And how he may advance his Ratn to b^cer 
The bulwark of her Chaftity. 

Ant. Be not too angry. 
For by this Light, the Woman's a rare Woman, 
A Lady of that catching Youth and Beauty, 
That unmatched Sweetncfs ■ 

Vol But why fhould he be fool'd fo ? 
Let her be what (fae will, wliy fliould his W1fdom>^ 
His Age, and Honour ■ , ■ • " 

(47) 7o tell this nxe unthankful King!] Ran untbankful lasky fig- 
mfy n^ety unthoftk/ul^ dr rare mar be the fame v^lth rA^to ; but sis the 
Ward 18 very dftiai uftd by oar Aixdi«r& in its comittoti Accefhatibii, 
(add particalarly twice in die very next Sctoe,) there kcm no toam, 
to doubt of raw being the tme Word httt^ 

Ant. 
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Ani. Say k ncic ycwr 01m Cafe, 
tniae, or any MairvV, that hasf H»r m hrm ; 
Tis true^ at thii Tirne when he has no Promife 
^Of more Security thsm hi» Sword cafiv em through, 
I do not hold it fo difcreet : But a good Fade, Gentleman^ 
Aitd Ey« cfcat arc the wirmirtg'ft Orafcri) 
A Youth that erpen^ like perpetmit Springy 
Aivi'to ail chcfet a Tongtve thect taa\ deiiver 
The Oracles of Lore — *— 

See. I woii*d yow h^ her, 
\7ith all her Oracles, and Miracks; 
StfW«re fitter for jwr Turn. 
Ant. Wou'd J had, Sce^aj 
With all her Faults ttK^i Let me atenc to ttMA *em, 
O* that Condition I made thee mine Heir. 

See. Pd rather have your black Horfc than your Harlots. 
Dot. Cafar writes Sonnets now, the Sound of War 
li grown too boyftroiw for hfe Mouth : He fighi^ too. 

See. And learns to fiddle moft Mclodioirfly, 
And fmpi 'ewoi/d make yoar Ears^ prick up^ ro hear hhn, 

&snifcmcft. 
Shortly Ae^l make him ffm ; attd 't's thought hc^l prove 
An admirable Maker of Bonelace, 
And what a rate Gift will that be m a General f 
jfnt. I wou'd he cou*d abftain, 
See. She is a Witch fure. 
And works upon him wkh fome damft'd Inchantment. 

Ihl. How ctmnbg ihe will cairry her Behaviours^ 
And fet her Countenance in a thoufand Po(f ures. 
To catch her Ends ? 

See. (48) She will be fick, well, fiiHen, 
Merryi coy, ovcr-joy'd, and fecm to die, 

AH 

(48) Shf nioUl he fick^ ^ilt, fulUn^ 

Merry^ €Vf^ &c.] Here our Poets follow thetf \fallar Sbak^ 
fpear in the Charsi&er of Chapatra ; we fhall £nd in (he Sequel^ that 
&ey liave added mdie of the Digniq^ of tbe Qfieen to the Cocjnetrjr 
of the wanton, than Shakejpear hae done. Cornnlie, in Order to form 
an interefting Amour between Cafar and CUcp4Hr4^, ha» endeavonred 
to dfSLW them both unexcepdonably virtuous } what Lord Ref/c^mj^m 
¥ery bappilj obferves are. 
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All in one half aii hour, to niake an Als of him ; 
I make no doubt fhe will be Diunk too, damnably. 
And in her Drink will fight, and then fhe fits him. 

Ant. That thou (hould'ft bring her in? 

See. *Twas my blind Fortune 5 
My Soldiers told me, by the weight 'twas wicked : j 

Would I had carried MiWs Bull a Furlong, j 

When I brought in this Cow-calf: He has advanced nle, «^ 
From an old Soldier, to a Bawd of Memory : 
O, that the Sons of Pompey were behind him. 
The honoured Cato^ and fierce Juba with 'em 
That they might whip him from his Whore, and rowze him ; 
That their fierce Trumpets, from his wanton Trances 
Might (hake him, like an Earthquake; 

Enter Septimius: 

Jnt. What's this Fellow ? 

Dol. Why a brave Fellow, if we judge Men by their 

Cloaths. 
Ant. l&y my faith he's brave indeed : He's no Commander, ' 
See. Yes, he'as a Roman Face, he has been at fair Wars^ 
And plenteous too, and rich, his Trappings fhew it; 

Such fault Ufs Monfters as the World ne'er fanv. 

Such Charaflers are like Pictures with all Light and no Shade, nothing 
but a Glare to fet them off, which flrikes the Eye of the injudicious, 
but not the leail refembling the Life, are defpifed by all that know the 
leaft of Poetry or Painting. Thefe perfedl Charaders are more unpar- 
donable, when they are arawn in dired Outrage againft the moft pub- 
lickly known Fa^ of Hiftory. Qa/ar was fo infamous for his De- 
baucheries, even of the grofTeft Kind, that Suetonius^ who feems to 
write very impartially, fums up his Charadler, as to this Particular, 
with Curioh ramous Saying fo him, " That he was every Woman^s 
** Man, and every Man^s Woman.'* Cleopatra \^ perhaps the moft 
illuftrious Whore on Record, with whom, (ays the fame Hiftorian, 
" Cafar often fpent whole Nights in Banqueting, *' which was very 
near ruining him, as it afterwards a^^ually did his SucceiTor Antony. 
It is not necefTary to mark out to the Reader of Taile, the noble 
^ Strain of rich Metaphors that run through the Remainder of this and 
the next Scene, paticularly in the rough Charafter of Sce^va^ which 
( I am almoft afraid to fay) feems to me not only an Imitation of, but 
a great Improvement on the Character of Ainobarbui in Antony an4 
Cleopatra* 

Sep. 
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Sep. An they'll not know mc now, they'll never know 
me. 

Who dare bluih now at my Acquaintance ? Ha ? 
Am I not totally a Span-new Gallant 
Fit for the choiceft Eyes ? Hare I not Gold ? 
The Friendlhip of the World? if they fhun me now, 
(Though I were the arranteft Rogue, as Pm well forward) 
Mine own Curfe and the Devil's too light on me. 
jint. Is't not Septimius ? 
See. Yes, 

Dd. He. that kill'd Pompey ? 

SceJTht lame. Dog, Scab ; that gilded Botch, that Rafcal. 
DoL How glorious Vilkny appears in JEgypt ? 
Sep. Gallants, and Soldiers ; fare they do admire me. 
See. Stand further ofF, thou ftink'ft^ 
Sep. A likely matter : 
Thefc Cloaths fmcll muftily, do they not, Gallants ? 
They ftink, they (link, alas, poor things, contemptible ; 
By all the Gods mjEgypfy the Perfumes 
That went to trimming thefe Cloaths, coft me ■ 
See. Thou ftink'ft ftill. 
Sep. The powdring of this Head too^— ^ 
See. If thou haft it, 
Pll tell thee all the Gums in fweet Arabia 
Are not fafEcient, were they burnt about thee. 
To purge the Scent of a rank Rafcal from thee. 

AfU. I fincU him now: Fie, how the Knave perfumes 
him. 
How ftrong he fcents of Traitor ? 

Dol You'd an ill Milliner, 
He laid too much o'th' Gum of Ingratitude 
Upon your Coat, you fliould have wafh'd off that, Sir ; 
Fie how it choaks ; too little of your Loyalty, 
Your Honefty, your Faith, that are pure Ambers ; 
I fmell the rotten Smell of a hir'd Coward, 
A dead Dog's fweeter. 

Sep. Ye're merry Gentlemen, 
And fey my Troth, fuch harmlefs Mirth takes me too. 
You fppak like good blunt Soldiers ; and 'tis well enough : 
But did you live at Court, as I do. Gallants, 

You 
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You would reiiDe, and )c^n ao apter Lai^u^ 1 

I've done ye fimple Service on your Pompey^ 1 

You migtit have look'd hkm yet this brace of i»welveMQfidi% 

And hunted after himt like founder'd Be^g^ea^ 

Had not this fartuBAte Baiui — 

Ani. He bragf oii VtoD : 
By the good Gods, rejoyces ivCt ; thou Wretch^ 
Thou mod coneemptible Slave 

See. Dog, mangy Mongrel, 
Thou murdering Mifchiei^ in the Shape of SoUier, 
To make all Soldiers hatdfuJ; chou Difealic^ 
That nothing but the GaJlows can give eafe to. ^^-^^ 
. DoL Thou art fo laspqdcat^ (bat I admire lihcey 
And know not wba£ to fay* 

Sep. I know your Ange r^ 
And why you prate thus : IVe found your Melancholy, 
Ye at! waiic Many, add you are liberal Captains, 
And in this Want will talk a little ddperacdy : ' 

Here's Gold, come ilwe ; I lore a brave Cbmmaoder : 
And be not peevifh, do as Qe/ar does : 
He's merry with his Wench now^ be you jorial. 
And let's ail laugh and drink : Would ye have Partnera? 
I do confider all your Wants, and weigh 'em ; 
He has the Miftrefi, you ftail have the Maids, 
111 bring 'cm to ye, to your Arms. 

Jnt. I blufli. 
All over me, I blufli, and fweat to hear him : 
Upon my Confcience, if my Arms were on now 
Through them I ftiould blulh too: Pray yelct^s be walking. 

See. Yes, yes : But e'er we go, I'll leave this Leflbn, 
And let him ftudy k : Firft Rogue, then Pandar, 
Next Devil that will be ; get tha from Mens Prcfence, 
And where the Name of Soldier has been heard of 
Be fure thou live not : To fome hungry Deiart, 
Where thou caiift meet with nothing but thy ConfeoencCi 
And that in all the Shapes of all thy Villanies, 
Attend thee dill, where bruise Beafts will abhor thee. 
And even the Sun will fliamc to give thee Light, * 
Go hide thy HeacJ : Or,/ if thou think'ft it fitter. 
Go hang thy fclf. 

DoL 
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Dot. Hark to ^bat Claufe. 

See. And that fpecdily, 
^Tbat Nature may be ^d of fuch a Monfter. [Rxe^ 

Sep. Yet all this moves not me, nor refleds on me ; 
(49) I keep my God JUU» and my ConHdeoce. 
Their want of Breeding niakes thefe Fellows murmur ; 
Rode Valqurs, fo I let '«mi paTsj rude Honours; 
Thene is a Wench yet, that I .know afieAs me. 
And Company for a King : A young plump Villain, 
That when ibis fees this Gold, (he'll leap upon me. 

Enter Eros. 

And here fhe comes : Pm fiire of her at Midnight; 
My pretty Eros wclcoaie. 

Er9$. I hav« Bufineis. 

Sep. Above my Love, thou canft not. 

Eros. Yes indeed^ Sir, 
JFar, far above. 

Sep^ Why, why b coy ? Pray ye tell me ; 
We are alone. 

Eros. Vm much afham'd we are fo« 

Sep. You want a tifiw Gown now, aod a handfon^e 
Piuicoat, 
A Scarf, and fome odd Toys : Pve Gold here ready. 
Thou ihalt have any thiog« 

Eros. I want your Abfence ? 
Keep on your Way, I care not for your Company, 

Sep. How ? How ? You're very fliort : Do you know 
me, Eros? 
And What I have been to ye ? 

Eros. Yes, I know ye : 
And hope I fhall forget ye : Whilft you were honcft 
I lov'd ye too. 

Sep. Honcft? Come prithee kifs me. 

Er^s. I kifs no Kaaves, no Murderers, no Beads, 

(49). / iitp wKf Gofl ////,] Septimitts had before called Cr^A/hts 
God^ therefore the Expreffion feems unexceptionable^ and even poeti- 
cal in this Place, though neither Mr. TJ^ohaU, Mr. Symp/on, nor the 
jadicious Corredor of thi» Play in the fecond Folio thought it To i' for 
ihey all read •— «« GM. 

No 
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No bafe Betrayers of thofe Men that fed •em, 
I hate their Looks ; and though I may be wanton, 

(50) I fcom to nourilh it with thy Blood-purchafey 
Purchafc fo foully got j I pray ye, unhand me, 

I*d rather touch the Plague, than one unworthy : 
Go fcek fome Miftrcfs that a Horfc may marry. 
And keep her company, (hc*s tdo good for ye. [Exil. 
Sep. Marry this goes near 5 now I perceive Pm hatefiil. 
When thefe light Stuffs can diftinguifh, it grows dangerous, 

(51) For Mony feldom they refufe a Leper : 
But fure I am more odious, more difeas'd too : 

Enter three lame Soldiers. 

It fits cold here. What arc thefe ? three poor Soldiers .? 
Both poor and lame : Their Mifery may make 'cm 
A little look upon me, and adore me \ 
If thefe will keep me Company, Pm made yet. 

1 Sol. The Pleafure Cafar fleeps in makes us miferable. 
We are forgot, our Maims and Dangers laqgh'd at 5 
He banquets, and we beg. 

2 Sol. He was not wont 

To let poor Soldiers, that have fpent their Fortunes, 
Their Bloods, and Limbs, walk up and down like Vaga- 
bonds. 

Sep. Save ye good Soldiers : Good poor Men, Heav*n 
help ye: 
YouVe borne the Brunt of War, and fhew the^tory. 

I Sol. Some new Commander fiire. 

Sep. You look, my good Friends, 
By your thin Faces, as you would be Suitors. 

z Sol. To Cafar ^ for our Means, Sir. 

Sep, And *tia fit. Sir. 

3 Sol. We arc poor Men, and long forgot. 

(50) / /corn to nouri/h ii 'with Blood fvrchajei\ A Syllable fcema 
wanting to the Meafure here, and an Hyphen to the Senfe. 

(51) Tor Mony feldom they nfufe a Leapcr;] This is the Reading of 
the old Folio and the Oftavo, and as Leaper may flgnify a Whore- 
mafter, and the Verb leap is often ufed in that Senfe by our Authors, 
it may midead the Reader ; the fecood Folio fpells it right Leper ^ 
which is forty times a bccter Word than the former. 

Sep. 
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8ep. I grieve for it: 
Good Soldiers Ihould have good ReWards» and FavourS| 
rU give up your Petitions^ for I pity ye. 
And freely fpeak to Cafar. 

All. O we honour yc 

1 Sol. A good Man fure ye are 2 The Gods preferve ye, 
Sep. And to relieve your Wants the while, hold Soldiers i 

Nay, 'tis no Dream : 'Tis good Gold : Take it freely, 
'Twjll keep you in good Heart. 

2 Sol. Now Goodnefs quit ye. • 
Sep. ril [)e a Friend to your Afflictions, * 

And eat, and drink with ye too, and we'll be merry : 
And every Day I'll fee ye. 

I SoL You're a Soldier, 
And one foit from the Gods, I think. 

^^- (5?)jl'l' cloath ye,- 
Ye are lame, and then provide good Lodging for ye : 
And at my Table, where no Want fhall meet ye.« 

• 

Enter Sceva* • 1 

• ^ 

jSL Was ever fuch a Man ? 

1 Sol. Dear honourM Sir, 

Let u$ but know yoilr Name, that We may Worfliip ye. 

2 Sol. That we may ever thank — — • • 
Sep. Why, call me any thing, 

No matter for my Name, that may betray me. . * 

See. A cunning Thief, call him SeptimiuSf Soldiers, 
The Villain that kilW Pompey. • 

M. How? . . 

See. Call him the Shame of Mcni [JE^/V. 

I Sol. O that this Mony 
(53) Were Weight enough to beat thy Brains out : Fling 

all: 
And fling our Curfes next i let them be mortal. 

(52) ni chatbyi, 

Te are lame j —^^3 Thcfc Soldiers arc before faid to be lame ; 
and therefore I donVdifcard the Word« but think it more fui table to 
the Context in thi^ Place to read hare. 

. {53) ^^'•^ Weight enough t9 break tly Brains ««/] Former Edi- 
tions. 

Vol. IV. • • I- Ouc 



130 Th Falfi One. 

Out bloody Wolf, doft thou come giWcd over, 
And paimcd with thy Gharities, to poifon us ? 

2 SoL I know him now : May never Father own diee, 
Btit as a monftrous Birth fhun thy bafe Memory : 
And if thou hadft a Mother, (as I cannot 
Believe thou wcrt a natural Burden) let her Womb 
Be curs*d of Women for a Bed of Vipers. 

^ Sal. Mtthihte the Ground fliakes to devour this Rafcali 
(54) And the kind'Air turns into Fogs and Vapours 
1'h*infedious* Mifts, to crown his Vilfanies j 
Thou may'ft go wander like a thing Heav'n hated. 

.1 SoL And valiant Minds hold poifonous to remember; 
The Hangman will not keep thee Company, . 
He has an honourable Houfc to thine ; 
Noi not a Thief, though.thou could'ft feve his Life for't. 
Will eat thy Bread, {55) nor one Thirft-^ftasv'd drink 
with thee. 

2 S^. Thou art no Company for anhoncft Dog, 
And fo we'll leave thee to a Ditchy thy Deftiny. {Exeunt, 

'Sep. Contemn'd of all ? And kick'd too ?. Now I find it; 
My Valour's fled too, with mine Honeflly, 
For fince I would be Knave, I muft be Coward : 
This 'tis to* be a Traitor, and Betrayer ; 
What a Deformity dwcHs round about mc ? 
How monftrous Ihews that Man, that is ungrateful ? 

(54:) And the kind Air tUrfts into F^gs atifdVctpduti 

^be infeaious Mifis^ Both the ^tcdfid Folio and Mr. Sympftm 
omit the Parcicle The in ihe fecond Line, and give thi^ Senfe, 

May the kind Air tnnf info Fags and Fapoftrsp 
Infe&ious Mifts ^ to crown- bis Fillanits^ 

But before I (kw their Rcadisg»> another occorr^ to me that I tUmkp 
lei5 exceptionable ; .for the Word Vapours^ not implying; any thing 
noxioiiSy rather fiaccens the other Reaaihg, which at beit is but a Re- 
petition of the ikme Idei thrice over. My Reading gives' thxi Senfit' : 

May all the Air become Fogs, , may all 
Wbolefome Vapours become infeSious Mifts, Arc, 

(•55) Nor one for Thirtt ftarvM ihinik ivitb thee,} The triflmg 
Change made here, by ilriking oat the /or, and aidding^ a Hy phefr» 
both improves the MeaiHre and Poetry (6 mach; and is fo much ia 
our Authdr*8 Stile,' that I verily believe it was their Reading. 

• . I 
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{^6) I am afraid the very Bcafts will tear me : 
Infpir'd with what I have done, the Winds will ^laft me« 
Now I am paid,' and my Reward dweDs in me,« 
The Wages of my Fad, my Soul's opprcft : 
Honeft<and n(Af\^ Minds, you find moft Reft. [^Exit. 

* 

S C EN: E III. 

Enter Ptolomy, : A<;hQr€uS| Photinus, and AchQks^ 

Ptol. I have cpmmand^d^ and* kihaM be ib, 
A Preparation I have fc» d* ft«t, 
Wojthy the Friendftiip and the F^e t^Ckfarx . 
My Sifter's Fav<^rs (hall feem p^t)r and wkhef'd. 
Nay (he herfcif, trimfd tip^lft all her Beauties, 
Comixit*4t0 what ril take hte Eyes wkhal. 
Shall be a Dream. 

Pho. D* you mean tp ftew the Glory, 
And Weakhof^^^/.? * . • ' 

Ptol. Yes; and inthatLuftre^ 
'RDfne Ihall appear, in all her famous Conquefts^ ' . 
And all her Riches^ of no Note unjtd it. 

Acho. Nowyou^re rec^riiil'd to your fair Sifter> , ; • 
Take heed. Sir, how you ftep into a Danger, ' ' 

A Danger of this Precipice : But note, oir. 
For what Roi^ ever raii'd'hw mighty Armiei? *^ ; 
Firft for Ambition ; then for Wealth : 'Tis madlieft, 
Nay more, a fecure Impotenc^i to tempt 
An armed Gueft : Feed not an ,£ye that conquers. 
Nor teach a fortunate Sword the way to be covetous. 

PtoL Yejudgeamifs, and fer top widietb alq^r mei\ . 
(^Si) Let all be ready; as I gave fiireftion : / 
The fecret way of all our Wealth appearing ' 
Newly, and handfondely ; and all about it : ,„ ' 

No.tiioredifruading:. •Tis my Will. ( -w 

{^b) t^mMftaid the 'Otry]^mfi$tuiU tear met ^ - -^ 

Infptr^d'wityniehat IbA^^dwe^ the Winds 'wHlhUifl vte,^ 
The Word in/pir'd not Only mofc naturally Mongt to the fFindi thnxi 
to the heaftiy bat i( it ftrongef, and mbrc poeticaU to Yup^fe* tK« 
y^T"^ inanimate Elrn^nts fenfiblt^f and aMtoning his Wjckedtiefs, 
than meerty the irrational Bcafts.,,/ ^ •• ^ 

(57) \t\ ail he ready i ] Former Edition.!. ' . 

I z Acho. 



• t ~1 I 



132 77)6 Falfe One. 

Jcbo. I grieve for't. . 
Ptd. ril dazle Qefar with excefs of Glory. 

Pho. I fear you'll curfe your Will 5 we muft obey yeJ ^ 

• * . {Exeunt. ; 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Casfar, Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva above. 

C^ I wonder at the Glory of this Kingdont, 
And the moft bounteous Preparations, 
Still as I pafs, they court me with. 

(58; 5^^. Plltdlye: 
In Gaui j^nd Qermany, vie faw fuch Vifions, 
And flood not to adinire 'em, but pofTefs 'em. 
When they are ours, they Ve worth our Admiration. 

» 

Enter Cleopatra. * 

Ant. The young Qjjeen comes V Give, room. 

titf. Welcome, mydeareft, : ; 

Come blefs. my fide. 

See. Ay marry : Here's a Wonder, 
As (he app^rs now, I am no. true Soldier, 
If I ben't readied to recant. * 

CU. Be merry. Sir, 
My Brother will be proqd to do you Honour, 
That now appears, himfelf. 

Enter Ptolomy, Ach&'reus, Achillas, Photiiius, 

and Apellodorus. 

P/(>/. Hailto g^^eat (!i?/&r. 
My Royal Gueft, ?firft t will feaft thine Eyes 

(;8) See. r//////jf;&c.] It may, perhaps feemftiange that the Poets 
(hould make th6 iioA^ft Sceva propofe here a glaring A^ of In- 
juflice; but this is really 'a high Proof of their Judgment. Savons 
Honefty is no more than a ilroipg Attachment to Ca/ar^s Party, and a 
warm' Zeal for his Honour as- ^General. As to making War upon 
flight Prttimces, and feizing the Wealth of others without any Pre- 
icnce, thde were fo common to C^ar and his Army, that a Soldier 
of his would think theoi only the Privileges and Rights of his Pro* 
fcflion. Urhef.dr'uity pepius ob pntdam fuam ob jdili&um. Vide 
Suffpnium in 74> Co/, Paragr. 54. 

With 
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With wealthy Mgypi'^ Store, and then thy Palate, 

And wait niylelf upon thee. [Treafure brought in. 

Gtf. What rich Service ? * 
What Mines of Treasure f richer ftill ? 

Cle. My Cafar, . 
What d* you admire ? pray turn,, and let nie talk to ye. - 
Havf ye forgot me. Sir ? how, a new Objcft ? 
And I growp old o'th* fudden ? de/ar ? 

Caf. Tell me 
From whence comes all this Wealth ? 

Gk» Is your Eye that way ? 
And all my Beauties banilht ? 

Fiol. rU tell thee, C^/ar^ 
We owe for all this Wealth to the old Nilus : 
We need no dropping Rain to cheer the Husbandman, 
Nor Merchant 'that ploughs up the Sea to ieek us ; 
Within the wealthy Womb of reverend Nilus^ 
All this is nourifli'd : Who, to do thee Honour, 
Gomes to difcover his feven Deities, 
His concealed Heads, unto thee : See with pleafure. 

Cff. The matchlefs Wealth of this Land j 

Cle. Come, ye (hall hear. 

Cef. Away : Let me imagine. * 

Cle. How ? frown on me ? 
The Eyes of C4efar wrapt in Storms ! 

Cef, I'm forry : 
But let me thinks ■ 

MUSI CK and SONG. 

Enter Ifisj and three Labourers. 

Ilis, the Goddefs of this Land^ , 
Bids thee 9 great Qaelar, underftani 
And mark our Cuftoms^ andfirft knowj 
JVith greedy Eyes thefe watch the Flo*uo^ ^ 

Of plenteous Nilus 5 when he comesy * 
With Songs f with Dances^ Timbrels ^ Drums^ 
They entertain him ; cut his way^ 
And give his proud Heads leave to play ; 
Nilus himfelf fhall'rife^ and fbovi^ 
^ . Bis matchlefs JVealth in Ovcrfliw. 

I 3 Labourers^ 
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Labourers S O N G» 

Lome let u$, help the Reverend NilCf 
He*s.very old^ alas the while i / 
Let us dig him eajywaysj 
And prepare a tboufana Ph^s : 
^0 delight' his StYeams lef s fingy 
A loud welcome to our Spring. 
This way let his curling Heads 
Fall into our new-m^de Beds. 
This way let his wanton Spawns ^ 
' Frisky and glide it o^er the Lawns. 
This way Profit comes; and Q^n: 
How he tumbles here amain ? " 
How his TFaters hafle to fall ' . 
Into our ChannelsT Labour all ] 
And let pim in: Let NiJus/w?> 
' And perpetual Plenty Jhow. 
With Inccnfe let us blefs the Bfim^ 
• And as the wanton Jrijhes fwim^ 
Let us Gums and Garlands flings 
And loud our Timbrels ring. 

Come^ old Father^ come away^ 

Our Labour is our Holy-day. 

Ins. Here comes the aged River ncitv 
With Garlands cf great Pearly ids Brow 
Berirt and rounded : In his Flow^ 
AU things take tife •, and alk tbings grow. 
A thouf^md wealthy TrMfures 0ly 
To do him Service at his WUh 
Follow his rifif^ Floody (^^) and pour 
Perpetual BleJ^gs on our Shore ^ 

(59) ' ■ , and pour 

Ptt^etu€l Blejingt in our Su»e.] f . #. A tiioufand ^nafum 
four pnptual Buffings in oujf Sifiri, Sttck SoffacO «nd Aich T^uto- 
\o%y are very anlike oar Poet^ general S(il«, aio<f vpry luiwortliy to 
ttiakJe part of Aw begqiiful Malque. M the ChftngC of two Letters 
gives ah eafy and poetical Seofe,. I have vwitur'd to iftfcrt my Con- 
jedure iiito the Text, 

'' Hear 
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Btar him \ and next there will advlznce^ 
His fitcred Heads to tread s Dance ^ 
In honour of my Royal Gueft : 
Mark them too ; and ymu^ve a Feaji. 

Cle. A little 0rofs betray riic ? 

C4ef. 1 2Lrr\ afham*d I warr'd at home, my Friends, 
When fach Weakh may be got 'abroad ; What Honour, 
Nav everlafting Glory had Rome purchas'd ^ 
Ha^ flie a juft Cau|e but to vifit ^^/>/^? 

NiUisS O N G, ondDanse. 

Make room far my rich fFaters falU 

And lifafs my Floods 
Nllijs cm^ /^^) ^0 you M 

• Incrtafe and good* 

Now the fluaUs and Flowers Jhall Springs 
And the merry Phughmanfing. 
In my hidden Waves I brings 
Breads and JVine^ and every thing. 
Let the Damfels ftngme in : 
Sing aloud that I may rife: 
Tour holy Feafi;s and Hours begin ^ 
And ead? Hand bring a Sacrifice. 

N'ow n^ wanton Pearls I fiow^ 

ftbat to Ladies fair Necks grow. 

Now my Gold 
And Treafures that €an ne' er be toid^ 
Shall ikfs. this Land^ by my rich FlcWy 

And after tbiSy to crown your Eyes^ 

My bidden ^oly Head arife. 

Caf. The Wonder of this Wealth fo troubles me^ 
I am not well : Good-night. 

Sce.^ Pm gjad ye have it : 
Now we (hall ftir again. 

i^o) Dol. Thou Wealth, ftill haunt him. 

{60) Ptol. Tlfcu Wealthy fitll haunt him.} This (hould feem to be* 
long CO one of Ca/ar^s Captains, being a Contmuacion of Sce<ua*9 
Wiih, tbat the Love of WealUi might make him kii/e PtoUff^^s 
xKiches, and fo oecaiion a new War. I have therefore given it to 
Do/abe/la, as theneareil: in the Trace of the Letters to F/W. . 

• I 4 * . Sce^ 



136 The Falfe One. 

See. A greedy Spirit kt thee on : We're happy. 

Ptol. Lights, lights for Ca/ar, and Attendance. 

Cle. Well, 
I (hall yet fin(l a time to tell thee, de/arj 
(61) Thou'ft wrong'd her Love 5 the reft here. 

PtoL Lights' along ftill : 
Muiick, and Sacrifice to fleep for defar. ' < [Exeunt^ 



ACT IV. S C E N E I. 

* 

Enter Ptolomy, Photlnus, Achillas, and Achorcus. 

* • 

Jcho. T Told ye carefully, jwh^t this wotfd prove to, 

X What this ineftimable Wealth and Glory 
Wou*d draw upon ye : I advis'd your Majefty 
Never to tempt a Conquering Gueft, nor add 
A Bait, to catch a Mind, bent by his Trade 
To make the whote World his. 

Pho. I was not heard. Sir : • 
Or what I faid, loft, and contemn'd : I dare &y. 
And frelhly now, 'twas a poor weaknefs in ye, 
A glorious Childiftinefs : I watch'd his Eye, 
And faw how Faulcon-like it towr*d, and flew 
Upon the wealthy Quarry 2 How round it mark'd it ; 
1 obferv'd his Words, and to what it tended 5 
How greedily he askM from whence it came. 
And what Commerce we held for fuch abundance : 
The (hew of Nilus, how he laboured at. 
To find the fecret Ways the Song delivered. 

ylcbo. He never fmil'd, I noted, at the PleafureSj^ ^ 
But fixt his conftant Eyes upon the Treafure j 
I do not think his Ears had fo much leifure, 

(61) Vjouy 'wrong' d her Love i the reft here.] The Meaning of 
the laft Sentence may be; The reft of ^ajhat L intend to do and fiy^ 
1 keep to my f elf till a fit ' Opportunity. But Mr. Sympfon conjectures 
the Words to have been a Stage DiredUon, which I think not impro- 
bable ) for the Meafureis more perfe6l without them» and they may 
iignify, either. Let the reft of the Jttindance he hire ready, or that 
the Reft Qf P^ttfe wa$ here, it ieitg the End of the thiid A&. 

• AftCH 
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After the Wealth appeared, to hear the Mufick ? -- 
Mod fure he has not flept fince, (62) his Mind's Troubles 
With Objefts they wou*d make their own ftill labour. 

Pho. Your Sifter he nc*cr ga^*d on ; that's a main Note : 
Th* prime Beauty of the World had no pow'r over him* 
' Acbo. Where was his Mind the whilft ? 

Pbo. Where was your carcfulncfs. 
To (hew an armed Thief the way to rob ye ? 
Nay, wou*d you give him this, it will excite hitn 
To feek the reft. {6^) Ambition feels no Gift, 
Nor knows no Bounds •, indeed y* have done moft weakly, 
Ptol. Can I be too kind to my noble Friend ? 
Pho. To be unkind unto your noble fclf, but favours 
Gf Indifcrction, and your Friend has found it. 
Had ye been trained up in the Wants and Mifcries ' 
A Soldier marches through, and known his Teniperance 
In oflfer'd Courtefies, you wou*d have made 
A wifer Mafter of your own, and ftronger. 

PtoL Why, ihou'd I give him allj he wou'd r^um it: 
*Tis more to him, to make Kings. 

Pbo. Pray be wifer, 
And truft not with your loft Wealth, your lov*d Liberty 5 
To be a King: ftill at your own Difcretion, 
Is like a ki^ ; to be at his, a Vaflal. 
Now take good Counfcl, or no niore take to ye 
The freedom of a Prince. 
Jckil. *Twill be too late elfe : 

(52) '-^-^"r^bis Mind" M troubled 

With Objefff tbfy voo^^J make tbeir 91m ftill UbourJ] The Rc- 
latiTC tbey wants an Antecedent here» which I hope I h^ve i^ored^ 
by reading Troubles inflead oi troubled* 

(63) * ■ Jlmbition feels no Gift, 

Nor knows no Sounds ; — — ] /. e. Ambition does not look on 
any thing it has power to feize, as a Gift from the Owner ; no Pre- 
fent you can make Ca/ar will afFeft him with Gratitude : His Sword 
|s ibc Arbitrator of Right and Wrong, and he acknowledges no other 
' Law. Cafar himfelf (as Cicero obferves in his Offices) feems to have 
acknowledged this, by frequently repeating a Sentence of Euripides^ 
which Cirrro thus renders; Namfi'violandum eft jus ^ regnandi gra^ 
tid <violandum eft : aliis rebus pie tat em colas* Mr.* 7beobald, either 
pot feeing, or difapproving this Interpretation, would read, 

'Ambition feels no Girth. 

For 
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For, fince the Malque, he fenc three of hk Ofitaiwi 
Ambitious as fainnfdf, to view ^^\^ 
The Glory of your Wealth. 

Pbo. The ncxtfhimiiyf comes» 
Not flaying for your Cpuntefie, ajod takes k,. . 

P/(?/. WhatCounfei, my ^cbor€us? 

Jcbo. Pll go pr^y. Sir, 
For that's befl Couxifel now, the Gods aiay help y«. 

Pbo. I found ye out a wajr but '£was not credited, 
A moft fcciirc way : Whither will ye fly now ? 

Jclnl. For when your Wealth is gone, your Pow^r mufl: 
follow. . 

Tbo. And that diminiftit aiUb; what«i your Life worth ? 
Who wou'd regard it ? 
. Plcl. You iay true; . 

jicinl. What Eye 
Will look upoa Kiog Pidomy? If they do Jooky 
*X luult be in (corn : For a poor King's ^ ^Ao^tv $ 
What Ear remember ye ? 'twill be then a Coiwefy, 
A noble one, to take your Life too from ye : 
But if referv*d, you ftand to fill a Viftory ; 
As who knows Conquenop-s Minds ? thoqgh oucwardly 
They bear fair Streams. O Sir, does this not fliake ye ?: 
If to be honey'd on to thefe AfflicStions ■ 

Ptol I never will : I was a FooL 

Pbo. For then. Sir, 
Your Country's Caufe falls with ye too, and fetter'd : 
All -^|;y^/ Ihall be plough'd up with d^onour/ 

Piol. No more : I'm fcnfible : And now my Spirit 
-Burns hot within me. 

Acbil. Keep it warm and fiery. 

Pbo. And lad be counfell'd, 

Ptol. I will, though I perifh. 

Pbo. Go in : We'll tell you all : And then we'H execute. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 

Enter Cleopatray Arfinoe, andEvw. 

'Ar[. You're fo impatient. . 

CU. Have I not caufe ? • 

Wdtnen of oooiroon 6eaucic6s aod low Krths, 
When they are (lighted, are allowed cheir Angers \ 
Why fhoul4 not I, a Priflce($, noake him knoiy' 
The bafcnefs of his Ufage ? . 

Arf. Yes, *tis fit; . 

But then again you know what Man. 

Ck, Hc^ no Man : • 

The Shadow of a Greatnefi hangs upon him. 
And not the Virtue : He is no Conqi^ror, 
Has fufFer*d under the bafe drofs of Nature : 
Poorly delivered up his Pow*r to Wealth ; ^ 

The God of bed- rid Men^ taught bis Eyes Treafon s 
Againft the truth of Love he's rais'd Rebellion : 
Defy'd his holy Flames. 

£r0j. He will fall back again. 
And fatisfy your Grace. 

Cle. Had I been old. 
Or blafted in niy Bud, he might have fhew*d 
Some fhadow of diflike : But, to prefer 
(64) The Luftre of a little Art, Arfinoe^ 
And the poor Glow-worm light of fome faint Jewels, 

Before 

(64) ne Luftre of a Uttlt Ait,*——] Art here is cereaiiUy Sehk, at 
both Jewels and Golil receive their Luftre from the foM&x and Re- 
finement of Art ; but Mr. Symffon thinks we ihopid tesA Dirt^ as thef 
are before callM the ba/e Dro/s of Natun, And again, / had Traih 
enough. The Conjedure therefore is certainly a happy- one, it has more 
of the poetick Spirit than the old Text. When we fpeak in contempt 
of any tUog, we generally refolve it into its firfl Principles : Thus, Man 
is Duft aiid Aihes, and the Food we eat, the Dung, by which firft our 
vegetable aad from thence' our animal Food isnourifhM. This Sen- 
timent has« in Shakijfear^ Antony and Cleopatra^ efcaped the Obfer- 
vation of two that defervedly bear the firft Names in Criticifm» 
Sk Thomas Hanmery and Mr. War bur ton, Cleopatra finding ihe can 
no longer riot in the Pleafiues of Life> with the ufual Workings of a 

di^pointed 
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Before the life of JLove^ and foul of Beauty, 
Oh how it vexes rne : He is no Soldier, 
All honourable Soldiers arc Love's. Servants ; 
He is a Merchant, a meer wandring Merchant, 
Servile to gain .• He trades for poor Commodities, 
Ana ipakes his Conqu^fts, Thefts ; fome fortunate Captains 
That quarter with him, and are truly valiant. 
Have, flung the Name of happy C^far on hira, 
Himfclf nc^er won it: HeV fo bafe and covetous. 
He'll fell his S.word for Gold. . - 
:Arf. This is too bitter. 

difappointed Pride, pret^ds a Difguft to them, and thus fpeaks la 
Praife of Suicide. Antony vdA Clifpatra^ A& V. Scene II. 



and it is great 



%'io that thing that enit all other Deeds % 
JVhieh JhackUs Accidents^ and holts up Change \ 
Which Jleips and never palates more the Dungt 
fhe Beggar'* s Nurfe and Caelar'i. 

From the Qbfenration above, nothing*^ can be clearer than this 
Paffage ; hoth the Beggar and Caefar are fed and nur/ed by the Dung 
of the Earth ; and in this Senfe it always appes^'ed to me, before the 
following Demondration of it'occurr*d. In the firll Scene of the fame 
Play Antony {^ys. 

Kingdoms are Clay; our dangy Earth aliie 
Feeds Beafi as Man, 

Mr. Warhurton happening to overlook this makes the A£lion of Sui- 
cide the Beggar^s Nurfe and dtfar'^i, by fuppofing a whole Line loft» 
and reading Dugg inftead of Dung, He therefore forms a Line, and 
ireads the whole thus ; 

'and it is great • 

^0 do that thing ivhich ends all other Deeds % 
Which Jbackles Accidents and holts up Change ; 
[ Lulls wearied Nature to a foft Repofe,] 
(Which JleepSy and never palates more the Dngg^ 
7he Beggar's Nurfe and Qx(slt^, 

Sir Thomas Hanmer^ • who accepted Mr. Warhurton^s Conjefture in 
part, docs not fecm to admit Suicide to be the Nurfe fpokc of, but 
reads. 

Which makes us fleep^ nor palate more the Dugg 
O'ih' Beggar's Nurfe and Cxdr's. 

Here the Nurfe muft be the Earth, whofe Dugg both de/ar and the 
Beggar are faid to palate. Bi;t this, tho* near the true Senfe, is 
extremely forced. The Miftakcs of fuch great Men ihould not elevate 
bur humble us petty Qriticks. 
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Cle. Oh I could curfe tnyfelf, that was fo foolilh. 
So fondly Childifh to beheve his Tongue, 
His promifing Tongue, ere I cou'd catch his Temper : 
i*d trafli enough t* have cloy'd his Eyes withal. 
His covetous Eyes ; foch as I fcorn to tread on : . 
Richer than e*er he Taw yet, and more tempting ; 
Had I known h' had ftoop'd at that^ Td fav'd mine 

Honour, 
I had been happy flill : But let him take it. 
And let him brag how poorly I am rewarded : 
Let him go con(}U9r ftill weak wretched Ladies : 
(65) Love has his angry Quiver tooj^ his deadly, 
. And ^hen be^hds fcorn, arms him at the ftrongeft ; 
I am a Fool to fret thus for a Fool, 
An old blind Fool too ? I lofe my Health : I will not^ 
I will not cry y I will not "honour him. 
With Tears diviner than the Gods he worlhips : 
I will not take the pains to curfe a poor thing. 
{66) Eros. Doe not : You fhall not need. 
Cle. Would I were Prifoner » 

To one I hate, that I mijght anger .him > 
I will love any Man, to break the Heart of him. 
Any that ha^ the Heart and Will to kill him. 
jlr/. Take fome fair Truce. 
C&. I will go ftudy Mifchief, 
And put a Look on, arm'd with all my Cunnings, 
Shall meet him like a Bafilisk, and ftrike him : 
Love ptit deftroying Flames into mine Eyes, 
Into mySmiles, deceits, that I may torture him. 
That I may make him love to Death, and laugh at him. 

(65) L$a;e has bis angry ^i*vir too, his deadly, 

Andinben be finds fcorn, arm^d at the firongefi :] The fecond 
Line is undpubtedly hurt both in Senfe and Meafure : Two ways of 
, cifi4ng it hath occurrM, and I have receivM a third from Mr. Sympfon. 
£ither ^-^arms him at the firongeft, or ^^—aims it at the firongefi % 
or with Mr. Sympfitn, — aims at it the firongefi. The two lad put 
the ^i*ver for the Arrp^, and therefore I have preferrM the firft. 

(66) Eros. Die not ,* ] Both Mr. Sympfin and 1 had read cry herc« 
but I dare fay he will join in readily giving it up, fince the fecond 
Folio and Mr. Theobald read Doe not, which is equally Senfe, and 
nearer the Trace of the Lettcn. 

. . Enter 
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Enter ApoUodbnis. 

Jpol. Cafar commends his Service ^ to ybur Ci^ce. 

Cle. His Service ? what's his Service ? 

Eros. Pray ye be patient. 
The noble C^r loves ftill. 

Cle. What's his Will ? 

jipol. He craves accefs unto* your Highliefs. * - 

Cle. No;. 
Say no, I will have none to trouble me. 

Arf. Good Sifter : . 

Cle. None, I fay ; I will be private. 
Would thou hadft flung me into Nilus 9 Keeper, 
When firft thou gav'ft confent, to bring my Bodf 
To this unthankml Caejar. 

Apol. *Twas your Will, Madam, 
Nay more, your Charge upon me, as I honoured ye ; 
You know what Danger I endured. * 

C/^. Take this, [Giving a 'Jeioel. 

And carr^ it to that Lordly Cefar fent thee : 
There's a new Love, • a bandfome one, a rich one, 
(6y) One that will hug his Mind ; bid him make Love 

to it : 
Tell the ambitious Broker, this will fuflTer 

(67) One ibat fwill bug bis Mind \ ] It might perhaps be 

clearer if we read, One thai bis Mind t»ilt bug ; ***-^ but the Benfe 
is much the fame. Here the Chamaer of the Mtijtfiick WhkriMxubt 
forth in full Luflre ; and as th^ Prdogue iays, 

^ber great Mind ie 

Expre/s'd to tb^ beigbt. 

There is, as was obferv*d, more of the Dignity of the Qgeen than 
Sbakejpear has given to any Part of his Clespaira ; but the working 
up of her Paffions, the Strength and Vigour of the ScntimentB^ and 
the noble Strain of Metaphors that every where enrich the Stile, 
have aU fo much of Sbaie/pear^s Genius, that were it a Fragment^ I 
verily believe the bell Cri ticks might be puzzled to diftingnim it from 
his Hand, and even from his bed Manner. If the Reader does not 
agree with me, I be^ the Favour of his giving it a fccond lteading» 
and if not then» a third and fourth. 
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Enter Cxfar. 

Apol. He enters, 

CU. How? 

Caji I do not ufe to wait. Lady ; 
Where I am, all the Doors art free and open, 

Oe. I guefi fo by youf radencfi. 

Oef. Ye »e not angry ? . 
Things of your lender Moid fliould be moft gentle : 
Why do you frown I good Gode, whM a fet-anger ' 
Have you forc'd into your Face ? Come, F muft temper ye: 
What a coy Smite was there, and a difdainfcil? 
How like an' ominous flafh h broke out from ye ? 
Defend m^ Love, Sweet, who has anger*d ye ? 

Cle. Shew him a Glafs ; that faUe Face has betray'd nw^ 
(68) That bafc Heart wrong'd me. 

C^ef. Be morrftweetly angry ; 
I wrong*d ye, Fair ? 

Cle. Away with your foul Ffecteries, 
They are too grofs j but that t dare be angry. 
And witi> » great a God as Ofar is. 
To (hew how poorly I refpcft his Memory, 
I would not fpeak lo ye. 

Osf. Pray ye undo this Riddle, 
And tdl mc how I've Vex'd ye ? 

CU. Let nw tfcinlt firft. 
Whether I ma/ put on a Patience 
That will with Honoor fu^rme; Itmnr, I hateye. 
Let that begin the Story : Now I'W icff ye. 

Caf. BstdOit miMei r In a nobte Litdy, 
Softnefs of Spirit, and a fober Nature, ^'^'■i 

That moves like Summer Windb, cool, and blows Swect- 
Shcw»bhfledHkeherferf. 

(68) 7hai haft Hiart wrought mi,"] This bring made an imper- 
ittX SBBtenss, -kireagift m* m\^ figiti^. ^mgAt mr iKU ikij faffinn. 
Bat M I am not onr bsA of Mn«g Difficulties only by » I>a{h, (whicH 
maktft a fan of uiuKtbL Sdve fer aS Pauk»> I at *rft ReadtHg iaS. 
peflcd it might be tvrmg'd mi, before 1 iaw it coafirm'd by Qmfmr'i . 
Anfwer, Iwrati^^djout Fair. 

CIt. 



144 ^^ ^^If^ ^^^' 

Oe. And that great Bleflednefs 
You firft reapM of me ; •till you taught my Nature 
Like a rude Storm to talk aloud, and tbuoder, 
(6gi) Sleep wa$ not gentler than my Soul, and ftiller ; 
You had the Spring of my Afiedions, , 

And my fair Fruits I gave you leave to tafte of; 
You muft expeft the Winter of mine Anger; 
You flung me off, before the Court difgrac'd me. 
When in the Pride I appeared of all my Beauty, 
AppearM your Miftrefs ; took into your Eyes 
The common Strumpet, Love of hated Lucre, 
Courted with *covetous Heart the Slave of Nature, 
Gave all your Thoughts to Gold, that Men of Glory, 
And Minds adorn'd with noble Love, would kick ac ; 
Soldiers of royal Mark^ fcorn fuch bafe purchafe : 
Beauty and Honour are the Marks they fhoot at : ; 
I fpake t' ye then,* I courted ye, and woo'd ye, 
Cali'd ye dear defar^ hung about ye tenderly, 
[Was proud t'appear your Friend. 

Cifjl You have miftakeii me. 

Cle. But neither Eye,^ nor FavOOr, (70) not a Smile, 
Was I blefsM back withal, but (hook off rudely ; 
And, as ye had been fold to fordid Infamy, 
You fell before the Images of Treafure, 
And in your Soul you worfhip'd y I flood flighted. 
Forgotten and contemned, n;iy foft Embraces, 
And thofe fweet KifTes that you caird Elyfium^ 
As Letter^ writ in Sand, no more remembred ; 
The name and glory of your Cleopatra 
Laugh'd at, and made a fiory to your Captains ; 
Shall I endure ? 

\ Cdtf. You are deceived in all this ; . 
Upon my Life you are, •tis your niuch Tendernefs« 

Qe. No, no ; I love not that way, you are cozen'd ; 

(69) Siiip was HotgtntUr to my Sou/, andftilUr ; ] The judicious 
Corredor of this Play, in thefecond Folio, had prevented me in the. 
Emendation here ; ami it is extremely evident as foon as attended to. 

(70) *not a Smi/e, 

Was I blejid back^ butjl^k off rudehf ; ] Here both the Senfe 
and Verfe are left imperfe^ by an accidental Omiflion: 

I 
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\ Iov£ with as much Ambition as ai Cbnqueror's 
And where I love, will triumph. 

Gr/I So you (hall 5 
My Heart fhall be the Chariot that fball bear ye» 
All I have won (hall wait on ye. By the Gods, 
The braVery of this Woman's Mind faasfir'd me 1 
Dear Miftrcfs, fhall I but this Night' - - 

Qe. How, Cafar f ^ ^ 

Have I let flip a fccond Vanity 
That gives thee Hope ? 

def. You fhall be abfolute. 
And reign alone as Qyeen ; you (hall be ^ny thfng. 

Qe. Make me a Maid again, and then PlI hear theei 
ExaoTine all thy Art of War to do that, 
And if thou find'ft it Doffible, PU love thcei 
Till then^ farewel, ontnankful; 

C^ef. Stayi 

Ck. I will no^. 

C^/I I comntiand. 

Cle. Command, and gd withoi!ft,> Sfa-^ 
I do command thee be my Slave for ever^ 
And vex while I laugh at thee. 

Oef. Thus low. Beauty ?' 

CU. It is too late ; when I have found thee abli^ute. 
The Man that Fame reports thee^ and to me,' 
May be I (hall think better. Farewel, Cbhqueror. {Emt. 

Qef. She Socles nfie too ^ I will enjoy her Beauty, 
1 will net be deny'd, PJl force my longing. 
Love is beft pleas'd, when roundly we coiApel bim^ 
And a^ he is imperious, fo wfll I be^ 
$taysFoo/, and be advised ; that dulls the Appetite, 
Takes off the ftrength and fweetnefs of Delight. 
By Heav'n (he is a Miracle, J niufl u(c 
A handfome way to Win : now now ? what fear 
Dwells in^our Faces .^ You look all diftra£ked. 

EnUr Sccvif Antony, and DohhcUi. 

See. If it be fear, 'tis fear of your undoing, 
Not of ourfclves ; fear of your poor declining ; 
Our Lives and Deaths are equal Benefits, 

Vol. IV. K And 
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And we ma,k9 louder Prayeis to die nobly 9 [here^ 

Than CO live high and wantooly : Whilft youVe focurfi. 

And offer Hecatombs of lazy KiffeS 

To the le^rd God of Love and Cowardice, 

And mod laicivioufly die in Delights^ 

You are begirt witb ihe fierce AUxandrians^ 

Dol. The Spawn of Mgypt flow about your PaJbice, 
Arm'd all, and ready to AfTault. 

Ant. Led on 
By th* falle and bafe Pbotinus and his Minifters % 
No ftirring out,^ no peeping through a loop-hole. 
But ftraight faluted with an armed Dart. 

:&€e. No Parley, (71) they are deaf to 2UI but Anger ; 
They fwear they*ll flea us, and then dry our Quarters 5 
A raiher of a-ialt Lover, is fuch a Shoeing* horn ; 
Can you kifs away this Confpiracy, and fet us free ? 
Or will the Giant God of Love fight for ye ? 
Will his fierce War-like Bow kill a Cock-fparrow ?. 
Bring out the Lady, fhe can quel this Mutiny, 
And with her powerful Look& ftrike awe into them ; 
She can deftroy, and build again the City : 
Your GbddelTcs have mighty gifts \ ftew *em htt* fair 

Breads, 
Th* impr^nable Bulwarks of prqud Love, and let 'em 
Begin their Battery there, (he will laugh at 'em ; 
They're not above a hundred thoufand, Sir, ' 

A mift, a mift, that when her Eyes break out. 
Her powerful radiant Eyes, and ihake their flafhes. 
Will file before their heats. 

Cef. Begirt with Villains ? 

See. They come tOiplay you and your Love a Hunt^up9 
You were told what this far^e whorefon Wenching long 

ago would come to : 
You are taken napping now ; has not a Soldier 
A time to kifs his Friend, and a time to confider^ 
But he muft lie ftill digging like a Pioneer, 
Making of Mines, and burying of his Honour there? 
*Twcrc good you'd think ■ 

(7 1 ) they are deaf to all but Danger > ] Former EdtCioBtr' 






7%e Falje One. 14.7 

jD^/. And time too^ or you'll find elfe 
[A harder task, than courting a ooy Beauty 4 

AM. Look o^ tod then belicTC 

See. Noi, no, hang Dangfsr ) 
T^e me pfovokiog Broth, and then go to her 1 
Ga 10 your Lore^ and Id her feel your Valour^ 
Charge her vf bole Body i when the Sword^'s in your 

Throat, Sir, 
Tou saay cry, Cmfar^ and fee if that will help ye. 

Orf. rU be Biyfelf againy ami meet their Furies, 
Meet, and confome their Mifehiefs : Make ibme Ihift^ 

11 T' recover th' Fleets and bring me up two L^ions, 
l|. And you fhall fee me, how PU break like Thunder 
Amongft thefe Beds of (limy Eels, and fcatter 'em* 
See. Now ye fpeak Senfe, (72) I'll put i1»y Life 10 the 
hazard. 
Before I go, no more of this warm Lady^ 
SheMI fpoil your Sword-hand. 

C^ef. Go. Come, le^s to Counfel 
How i^ pfevenii^ and dieti to etecute^ {.Exeum. 

S C E N E IH. 

Enter Soldiers. 

t Sol (73) Did ye fee this Penitence ? 

2 Sol Yes, I faw, and heard it. 

^SeL AsA I too, looked upon him, and obfef/d it^ 
He*s the ftrangeft Sepiimm now "■ ■■ / 

I Sol I heard he was altered. 
And had given away his Gold to hooeft Ufes^ 
Cry*d monftroufly. 

(72) ^ *Pilput ft^ Life to th hg!iard 

Before Ig§, No more of this ^warm Ladj.'\ Mr. Sympfon con- 
i carrM wfth nie in corri:ding the grofs Miflakes of the Points her^ : 
But the fecond Folio had prevented us both. 

(73). ^*i Jl* ff^ ^^'s Penitence?'] Mr. Symbfin would read hif 
Penitiekcti bofC £iK^y Penifenctt iA tha AbknA if mock mor^ 
po«tiCiii. 

K 2 iSoL 
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2 ^(7/. He cries abundantly ; 
He's blind almoft with Weeping. 

3 Sol. 'Tis moft wonderful. 

That a hard-hearted Man, and an old Soldier, [dyM 
Should have fo tnuch kind Moifture ; when his Mother 
He laugh'd aloud, and made the wicked*ft Ballad s - 

1 SoL 'Tis like enough, he never Iov*d his Barents ; 
Nor can I blame him, for they ne*er lov*d him. 

His Mother dream'd before (he was delivered. 
That (he was brought abed with a Buzzard, and ever after 
She whiftled him up to th' Work] ; his brave Clothes too 
He*as fliRig away, and goes like one of us now 1 
Walks with his Hands in*s Pockets, poor and forrowful. 
And gives the beft Inltruftions ■ 

2 Sol And tells Stories 

Of honeft and good People that were honoured. 
And bow they were remembred *, and runs nud. 
If he but hear 6f an ungrateful Perfon, 
A bloody or betraying Man ■ ■ 

3 SoL If it be poflible 

That an Arch- Villain nmy c*cr be recovered. 

This Penitent Rafcal will put hard i 'twtre worth our 

labour 
To fee him once again. 

Enter Septimius. * 

I Sol. He fpares that labour. 
For here he comes : 

Sep.* Blefs ye my honeft Friends, 

Blefs ye from bafe unworthy Men ; come not near mCt 
For I am yet too taking for your Cbmpany. 

I Sol. Did I not tell ye? 

z SoL What Book's that ? 

1 Sol. No doubt. 
Some excellent Salve for a fore Heart : Are you 
SeptimiuSy that bafe Knave that betray'd Pompey ? 

Sep. I was, and am ; unlefs your honeft Thoughts 
Will look upon my Penitence, and fave- me, 
1 muft be ever Villain : O good Soldiers, 
You that have Roman Hearty take heed of Failhood ; 

Take 
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Take heed of Blood \ take heed of foul Ingratitude \ 
The Gckls have fcaite a Mercy for thofe Mifchiefs*; 
Take' heed of Pride, *twas that chat brought me to it. 

% Sol. This;Fellow 'd make a rare Speech at the Gajlows* 

3 Sal *Tis very fit h' were hang'd to edify us, 

Sep. Let all your Thoughts be humble and obedient. 
Love your Commanders, mmour them that feed ye ; 
Pray that ye may be ftrong in Hoilefty 
As in the ufe of Arms : Labour, and diligently^ 
(74) To keep your Hearts from Eafe^ and her bafe IITues 
nride and ambitk)us Wantonneis, thofe fpoird me ; 
Rather Jofe all your Limbs, than the leaft Honefty,^ 
Yovfvt never lame indeed) 'till lofs of Credit 
Benumb ye through ; Scars, and thofe Malms of Honour 
Are memorable Crutches, that fliall bear. 
When you are dead, yoqr noble Nam^ t* Eternity. 

I Sol. I cry* 

z Sol. And fo do I. 

3 Sol. An excellent Villain. 

I Sol. A more fweet^ious Knave, I never heard yet. 

% Sol. He was happy he was a Rafcal, to cqme to thi^. 

Enter Achoreus. 

Who^s diis, a Prieft ? r 

Sep. O ftay, mod holy Sir ! 
And by the Gods oi jEgypt I conjure ye, 
IJis^ and great Ofiris^ pity the. 
Pity a loaden Man, and tell me truly 
With what moft humble Sacrifice I may 
Walh oflT my Sin, and appeafe the^Powers that hate me : 
Take fron^ my Heart thofe thoufand thoufand Furies, 
That reftlefs gnaw upon my Life, and fave me ^ 
Oreftes" bloody Hands fell on his Mother, 
Yet at the holy Altar he w^s pardon*d, 

4cbo, Orejtes out of madncfs did his Murder, 

(74) To keepypitr Heattsfrom Eafe^ and her hnfe Iffues : 

Pridi aid amhUious Wa^^nnefi, thofe fpoitd me ;] Pride asd . 
ambitious Wantonnefs are the bafe Iffues of £afe» which Skntimeat is 
loft in this Pointing. Qut the fe(;oii4 Folio h^s again prevent^ in« in 
Vive Correction, 
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And therefore he found Grace •, thou, worft of all Men, 
Out of cold Blood, and hope of Gain^ bafe lucre, 
Slew'ft thine own Feeders come not n^r the Alta^, 
Nor with thy reeking Hands pollute the Sacrifice ; 
Thou'rt mark'd for Shame etcrnaK [-E^*^- 

Sep. took all on mc. 
And let me be a Story left to Tioie 
Of Blood and Infamy, how bafe and ugly 
Ingratitude appears with all her Profits, 
How monftrous my hpp'd Grace at Court, Good Soldier^/ 
Let neither Flattery, nor the witching Sound 
Of high and fofc Preferment, twch your Goodnefi ; 
T* be valiant, old, and honcft, O what blQflednefs— ^-^ 

1 ^f/^ ppft thou want any thing ? 
Sep. Nothing but your Prayers, 

2 Sol Be thus, and let the blind Prieft do his worft, 
WeVe Gods as well as they, and they will hear us, 

2 Sol Come, cry no more: Thou'ft wept out twenty 
Pompeys, 

Enter Photiaqs, and AchiilaSr 

Pho. So Penitent ? 

yfrfoV. It feems fo. 

Pho, Yet for all this ! 

We muft employ him. 

I Sol. Thefe are the armed Soldier^leaders : 
Away i and let^s to th* Fort, we fliall be fnapt clfe, 

\ExeunL 

Pho. How now ? Why thus ? What caufe of this de- 
jection? 

Jchil. Why doft thou weep ? 

Sep. Pray leave me, you have ruin'd me, 
YouVe made me a fanrious Villain. 

Pho. Does that touch thee ? 

jlcbil. He will be hard to win : He feek his lewdnefs. 

Pho. He muft be won, or we Ihall want our right Hand. 
This Fellow dares, and knows, and (Puft be heartncd. 
^n thou fo poor to blench at what thou baft done ? 
Is Confciencc a Comrade for an old Soldier ? 

4(bH. It is not that ; It may be fome Pifgrace 

' That 



p. I m 



7'he Fal/e Om, 151 

That he takes heavily, and would be dierifiiM ; 
Septimius ever fcorn'd to fliew fuch Wcakncfs. 

Sep. Let me alone ; I am not for your purpofe^ 
Fm now a new Man. 

Pbo. We have new Affairs for thee, 
Thofe that would raife thy Head. 

5*^. I would 'twere off, 
And in your Bellies, for the Love you bear me. 
ril be no more Knave 5 I have Stings enough 
I Already in my Breaft. 

Pbo. Thou (halt be Noble ; 
And who dares think then that thou art not honed ? 

AcbiU Thou (halt command in Chief all our (trong 
Forqes ; 
And if thou ferv'ft an ufe, muft not all juftific it ? 

Sep, I'm Rogue enough. 

Pbo. Thou wilt be more, and bafcr ; 
(75) ^ P^r Rogue's all Rogues ; open to all Shames v 
Nothing to (hadow him : Etoft thou think crying 
Can keep thee from the cenfure of the Multitude ? 
Or to be kneeling at the Altar fave thee ? 
'Tis poor and fervile : Wert thou thine own Sacrifice 
'Twould feem fo low. People would fpit the fire out. 

AcbiL Keep thyfcif glorious ftill, though ne'er foftain*d„ 
And that will leflen it, if not work it out. 
To go complaining thus, and thus repenting 
Like a poor Girl that had betray'd her Msufden-head— * 

Sep. ril ftop mine Ears. 

AcbiL Will (hew fo in a Soldier, 
So fimply, fo ridiculoufly, fo tamely ^ 

Pbo. If People would believe thee, ^t were fome Honefty,^ 
And for thy Penitence would not laugh at thee. 
As fure they will, and beat thee, for thy Poverty : 
If they'd allow thy Foolery, there were fome hope. 

Sepn My Foolery ? 

(75) A poor Rogue is all Rogues ; open to all Shames \ ] Mr. Theo^ 
haldoSsT^ a Change here that I can by no means admits' tW he has 
gdded the lAttiai letters of his Name to tt. He would read, 

Jl faor Rpgue /| a Rogue, optn to all /homes ; 
This is furely very flat incomparifon of the old Text, which with 
the true Swtimcnts of Villany afcribes all the Bafenels of Roguery to. 
Poverty^ and that a poor Rogue is all Rogues in one* 

K 4 P4a. 
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Pbo. Nay more than thac, thy Miferyi 
Thy mpn^rous Mifcry. 

Jchil. IHfc begins to hearken : 
Thy Mifcry fo great, Men will not bury thee. 

Sep. That this were true ! 

Fbo.* Why does this conguering Qefar [TroubleSj 
labour through thic World's deep Seas of Toils anq 
Dangers, and defperate Hopes ? To repenj afterwards ? 
Why does he flaughter thouf^nds |n a Battle, 
And whip his Country with the Sword ? To cry for't ? 
Thou kilVdft gneat Ppmpey : He*Jl kill all his Kindred, 
And juftifie it ; pay raife up Trophies to ft ; 
When thou hear'ft him repent, (he's held moft holy too) 
And cry for doing daily bloody Murders, 
Take thou ExampFe, and go ask Forgivenelf , 
Call up the thing thou nam'ft thy Confcience, 
And let it work ; then 'twill feem well, Septimiuu 

Sep. He does all this. . 

Jcbil. Yes, and is honour- d for it ; 
Nay callM the honoured C^far^ fo ma/ft t)ipi| be } 
Thqu wert born as near a Crown as be, 

Sep. He was poor. 

Pbo. And defj)erate bjpbdy tricks got him this credit, 

Sep. I ^ni afraid you will once piorc* ■ ■ 

Pho. Help to raife thee ; 
Off with thy pining Black, it dulls a Soldier^ 
And put on Refolution like a Man^ 
A noble Fate waits on thee, 

Sep, I now feel 
My felf returning Rafcal fpeediJy, 
Q that I had the Power i< ■ ■ 

Acbil. Thou Jhalt have all : 
And dp all through thy Power. Men ftall admire tbef. 
And th* Vices of Septimius fhall turn Virtues*. 

Sep. (7 6; Off, off: Thou Muft 5 off, off my Cowardice, 

Pulins 

• 7<^) Off, off^ thou inuft of ; j^/wy Cowardice^ TJiC Change of 

f he Points here, and turning the auxiliary Verb 'into ^ Sablfantiyc, 

giyes fc much Spirit and Pignity to the flat Part of this'Line, and is 

/u exftdly in the Stile and Manner of our Poets, that tho* | moil own 
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JPuling Repentance off. ^ 

Pbo. Now thou fp^k'ft nobl/. 

Sep. Off my dejected Looks, and welcon^e Impudence % 
My daring (hall be Deity, to (are me : 
Give me Inftruftions, and put Adion on me : 
A glorious Caufe upon my Sword's point, Gentkfnen, 
And let my Wit and Valour work : You'll raifc roe. 
And maHis me out-dare all my Miferies ? 

Pbo. All this, and all Uiy Wilhes. 
' Sep. \Jk me then, ^ 

Womaniih Fear farewcl, J'U wver inclt more, 

yy) Lead on, to fonie great thing, (o weal my Spirit : 

cut the Cedar Pomey^ and I'll U\\ 
Xhis huge Oak C^far too. 
pbo. Now thou fing'ft fwcctly. 
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I could not eiicirely gain the AfTeiK of Tome lAgeniogs Friends whom 
I hare fliowM it to, jret I had no doubt of its being the true Reading, 
before the following Confirmation of it occurred. A&, III. Scene II. 
Seftimius fays | 

^hh was A)oke ironically when he was in his rich Drefi ; but afier- 
ivards he cloathM himfelfin pining Blacky in a real poor inrir^ Habit* 
which he now again flings off; and as was juft before obferv^d, Muftt 
fyr mufy Cloatbsi tft Abflraft for the Concrete is one of the Beauties 
cif Poetry. 

(77) Lead on^ tefimigrfat things to weal jwy Spirit : 
1 cut the Cedar Foropey, and Til fill 
nis huge Oak C^far t9ti. ^ Tp 'weal fignifies to render well 
f»r healthy, and therefpre feems a flronger Word than heal^ which 
both Mr Theobald and Mr. Symf/on would fubllitute inHead of it : As 
€weaH% not very common in this Sen fe, I at £rft Reading hefitated 
a|Km it, and thought that Jieel try Spirit might be the true Reading, 
aS it is a more mecaphor ical Phraie» and common to our Authors. 
Tl^ns'i in the fecond Scene of the next A&.^ the fame Sepiimius fays i 

-* ■■- Csefar, Ptolomy, 

N(yw l^m Heel'd, are to me empty Names, 

But, upon th^ whole, 1 fee no Reafon for any Change. The two Me- 
faphorsin the nextLine {nay vie with the very noblefl of all that have 
been ever ilru^k out by either Greet, latfn^ or Englifi Poet. The 
Majcfty, Dimity and Magnificence of P(>«i/^y by the Ced^r, and the 
Strength. Vigour, anjj warlike Robuftnefs of C^far, arc as nobly ex- 
prei^M by the Oak ; nor is the Choice of the Verbs that accompany 
them lefs admirable. There is more Poetry In this Line and a half, 
than in whple Scenes of CorneHI^'*^ Pompiy. 

And 
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And Ptolomy fhall Crown thee for thy Service. 
Jcbil. He*s well wrou^t, (78) put him on apace *lpre 
cooling. [Ekiwit. 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Csefar, Antony, and Dolabella. 

jint. 'TT^H E Tumult ftill increafes. 

X C^f" O my Fortune ! 
My luittal Folly rather? but 'tis well. 
And worthily I am made a Bondman's Prey, 
That after all my glorious Viftories, 
In which I pafs*d fo many Seas of Dangers ; 
When all the Elements confpir'd again ft me. 
Would yield up the Dominion of this Head 
To any mortal Power ; fo blind and ftupid. 
To truft thefe bafe EgyptUns^ that proclaini^d 
Their Perjuries in noble Pumpefs Death, 
And yet that could hot warn me. 

2X?/. Be ftill Cafarj 
Who ever lov'd to exercife his Fate • 
Where Danger look'd moft dreadful. 

Ant. If you fall. 
Fall not alone ; let the King and his Sifter 
Be buried in your Ruins ; on my life 
They both are guilty j Reafon may affure you 
Pbotinus nor Achillas durft attempt you. 
Or fhake one Dart, or Sword, aim*d at your Safety^ 
Without their Warrant. 

Caf. For the young King, I know not 
How he may be mifled \ but for his Sifter 
Unequal*d Cleopatra^ 'twere a kind 
Of Blafphemy to doubt her ; ugly T reafon 
Durft never dwell in fuch a glorious Building, 

(78) put him on apace for cooling.] For cooling niuft mean 

for fear of cooling, or elfe it is not Scnfe here: Bat as this feems ftiff, 
I prefer fore cooltpg %% the natural Expreffion* 

Nor 
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Nor can fo clear aod great a Spkit as hers is 
Admit of Falfhood, 

Ant. Let us feize on hio) thai % 
And leave her to her Fortune. 

DoL If he have Power 
Ufe it to your Security, and let 
His Honefty acquit hin) i (79) if he be falfe. 
It is too great an Honour he fhould die 
By your viftoriou$ Hand. 

Caf. He comes, and I -. 

Shall do as I £nd caufe# 

Enter Ptolonjy, Achoreos md Apollodorus; 

PtQl. Let not great C<^r 
Impute the breach of Hofpitality 
To you, my Gueft, to me ^ I am contemned. 
And my rebellious Subjedls lift their Hands 
Againft my Head •, and would they aim*d no ferthcr. 
Provided that I fell a Sacrifice 
To gain your iaf^ty i That thia is not fcign^d^ 
The boldneia of^my InQoceoce may coo&rm you : . 
Had I been privy to their bloody Pk)t» 
I now had led them oo, ajod given &k glofs 
To their bad Caufe, by being pref(^nr wkh them : 
But I, that yet tafle of the Punifliwient 
In being falfe to P$mpef^ will not make 
A fecond fault to cJfi^ uncompdPd: 
With fuch as have not yet Ihook off Obedience, 
J yield myfelf to you, and wiU take part 
In all your Dangers, . 

Caf. This pleads your Excufe, 
And I receive it^ 

fl^^. If they have any touch 
Of Juftice, or Religion^ I will ufe 
«. > 1. 

(79) if^^ ^ MjO Mr. neoMd and Mr, Symffin coacurr'd 

with me i|i treading fal/e for fafe^ and wc were all prevented by the 
fecond Folio. The firik Folio reads f^fe^ which the Odlavo in copy- 
ing put the Word neareft the TVace of the Letters, without any re- 
gard to the Context. This i$ the uAial Ca£b of Coriedlions made by 
Tranfjprit^pr9 ^9d Secceri af ifee Frefi, 
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Th* Auchoricy of our Gods» to call them back 
From their bad purpofe. 

Apol. This part of the Palace 
Is yet defenQble ; we may make it good 
•Till your Powers refcue us, 

Oef. Cafar beficg'd ? ^ 

O Stain to my great Anions ! ^Twas my cuftom, 
An Army routed, as my Feet had Wings, 
To be firft in the Chafe ; nor Walls, nor Bulwarks 
Could guard thofe that eicap*d the Battle's Fury 
From this ftrong Arm % and I to be inclos'dl 
My Heart! my Heart! but 'tis NeccJBity, 
To which the Gods muft yield, and I obey, 
f Till I redeem it, by fome glorious way. {Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Photinus, Achillas, Septimius, and Soldier $. 

Pbo. There's no retiring now, we are broke in 1 
The Deed paft hope of Pardon : If we profper 
'Twill be itird lawful, and we fhall give Laws 
To thofe that now command us : Stop not at 
Or Loyalty, or Duty ; bold Ambition 
To dare, and Power to do, gave the firft difference 
Between the King and Subje^ ; C^far^t Motto^ 
jlut Cafar aut Nibil^ each of us miidd claim| 
And ufe it as our own. 

jlcbii. The Deed is bloody. 
If we conclude in Ptolomfs Death. • 

Pbo. The better, 
The Globe of Empire muft be lb manur'd. 

Sep. Rome^ that from Romulus firft took her Nam^ 
Had her Walls water*d with a Crimfon Show'r 
Drain'd from a Brother^s Heaipt \ nor was (he rais'd 
To this prodigious height, that overlooks 
Three full parts of the Earth \hat pay her Tribute^ 
But by enlarging of her narrow bounds 
By th' Sack of Neighbour Cities, not made hers 
'Till they were cemented with the Blood of thofe 
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That did poflefs *em : Cafary PioUmy^ 
Now I am fteel^d, to me are empty Names^ 
Eftccm'd as Pompey^s was. 

Pbo* Well faid, SeptimiuSy 
Thou now art right again. 

Acbil. But what courie take we 
For th* Princefi Cleopatra ? 

Pbo. Let her live 
A while, to make us fport : She ihall authorize 
Our Undertakings to the ignorant People, 
As if what we do were by her Command : 
But our triumvirate Government once confirmM, 
She bears her Brother company : that's my ProWnce ; 
Leave me to work her« 

Acbil, I will undertake 
For Ptolomy. 

Sep. Cafar (hall be my Task, 
And as in Pompey I began a Name, 
rU perfed it in Cdefar. 

I 

Enter above Caefar, Ptolomy, Achoreus, Apollodorus, 

Antony and Dolabella* 

Pbo. 'Tis refolv'd then. 
We'll force our Paffage. 

Acbil. See, they do appear. 
As they defir'd a Parley. 

Pbo. I am proud yet — 

Tve brought them to Capitulate. 

Ptol Ho^ Pbottnus? 

Pbo. Now Ptolomy f 

Ptol. No addition? 

Pbo. We are eqi^al, 
Though Cafafs Name were put into the Scale, 
In which our Worth is weigh'd. 

Caf. Prcfumptuous Villain, . 
Upon what grounds haft thou prefum'd to raife 
Thy fervile Hand againft the kfag, or nje. 
That have a greater Name ? 
. Pbo. Onrthpfc by which 
Thou didft prcfumc to pafs the Rubicon 

Againft 
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Againit the Laws otRome ; and at the Name 

Of Traitor fmile, as thou didft when MaueffUs ' 

The Conful, with the Senate*s full confcnt, 

Pronounc'd thee for an Enetny to thy Country ; 

Yet thou went^ft on, and thy rebellious Caufc 

Was crowiiM with fair fuccefs : Why fhould we fear tha»^ 

Think on that, Ccefar. 

Cef. O the Gods ! be brav'd thus ? 
And be compeird to bear this from a Slave, 
That would nof brook great Pampey his Superior? 
] jichil. Thy Glories now have touched the highcft points 
And muft defcend. 

Pbo. Dcfpair, and think we ftand 
The Champions o'i Rome^ to wreak her Wrongs, 
Upon whofe Liberty thou*ft fct thy Foot 

Sep. And that the Ghofts of all thofe noble Romans 
That by thy Sword fell in thi^ Civil War, 
Expcft Revenge. 

-^/?/. Dar'ft thou fpeak, and remember 
There was a P(?»ptf3? ? 

P/?o. There is no hc^ to 'fcape us : 
If that againft the odds we have upon you^ 
You dare come forth and fight,' receive the Honour 
To dk likt Romans 9 if ye faint, refblve 
To ftarve like Wretches: I difdain to change 
Another Syllable with you. ; [Ricif, 

jint. Let us die nobly 5 
And rather fall upon each other's Sword^ 
Than come into thtfe Villains Hands* 

C^ef. That Fortune, 
Which to this Hour hath been a Friend to Cafar^ 
Though for a while ihe cloath her Bi-ow with frowufif 
Will fmile again upon me : Who will pay her. 
Or Sacrifice, or Vows, if Jhefbrfake 
Her bed of works in me ? Or fuffer him. 
Whom with a ftrong Hand fhe hath led Trlumphast 
Through the whole Wcftern World, and Rome ackndvr- 

ledg'd 
Her Sovereign Lord, to end inglorioufly, 
A. Life admir'd by all ? The threatncd Danger 

Muft, 
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Mull, by a way more borrkl, be avoided. 

And I wiir run the hazard : Fire (he Palao^ 

And the rich Magazines that neighbour it. 

In which the Wealth of Mgypt is contain'd : 

Start not, it Ihall be (o ; that while the Pec^Ie 

Labour in quenching (80) the enfuing Flames, 

Like Cafaty with this handful of my Friends, \ 

Through Fire, and Swords,. I force a pafiage to 

My conquering Legions. King, if thou dar'ft follow 

Where C^r leads, or live, or die a Free-man ; 

If not, ftay here a Bond-man to thy Slave, 

And dead, be thought unworthy of a Grave. [Exeunf. 

S C E N E m. 

Enter Septimius. 

Sep. I feel my Refolution melts again. 
And that I am not Knave alone, but Fool 
In all my purpofes. This Devil Photinus 
Employs me, as a Property, and grown ufelefi 
Will fhake me off again : He told me fo 
When I kiird Pompey : Nor can I hope for better^ 
When Cffar is difpatch'd : Services done 
For fuch as only ftudy their own ends, 
(81) Too great to be rewarded, are returned * 

(80) ibi enfuing Flames^'] Mr, Sympfin would read confum" 

ing flames^ bat I fee no fort of Reafoa for a Change, enfuing FUmes 
means the Flames which would enfue from their firing the Palace. 
Plutarch and Lucan fay> that it was the Enemies Ships in the Harbour 
that Cafar firVi^ as they were attempting from them to fcale the Pa* 
lace in which dtfar was befieg'd, and that the Flames were by that 
mems communicated to the Palace, by which the famous Alexandrian 
JLibrary^ thegres^t Treafure of Egyptian, Grecian and fiaiiern Learnings 
was totally deftroyed. Our Poets hav^ given it a turn that much; 
heightens 'C4tfar\ Heroifm. 

(Si) 7oo great to be rewarded, or returned] Mr* Symffon and I 
were prevenced, by the Editor oi* the fecond Folio, in the Emendation 
of this grofs MiftaJce. It was very unlucky for the Odlavo, that ic 
ihQuld generally follow the fecond Fo)io» which is %r the. moft part 
much more incorredl than the fird ; and here, where the fecond had 
(o many juil Emendations, the Octavo has popicd the firll. 

With 
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With deadly hate 5 I learn'd this Principle 
In his own School : Yet ftill he fools me ; well f 
And yet he trufts me \ fince I in my Nature 
Was faftiion'd to be falfe, wherefore Ihould I^ 
That kill'd my General^ ^nd a Romany one 
To whom I owe all nourifhments of Life^ 
Be true to an jEgyptian ? To fare Cafari 
And turn Pbotinus*s Plots on his own Head^ 
As it is in my Power, redeem my Credit, 
And live, to lye, and fwear again in Fa(hion, 
Ob, *t^€te a Maftcr-picce? Ha?-^ — —me Gs/a^i 
How*^ he got oflf ? 

Enter Caeftr, Ptolomiy, Antony, Dokbella^ Achofeu^ 

Apollodorui, and Soldiers. 

def. The Fire has took. 
And (hews the City like a fecond Troy^ 
The Navy too is fcorch*d, thfe People greedy 
To fave their Wealth, and Hoiifcs, while their Soldiers . 
Make fpoil of all : Only Achillds*^ Troops 
Make good their Guard : Break through them, we are fafe i 
V\\ lead you like a Thunder-bolt. 

Sep. Stay, Qefar. 

Caf, Who^s this ? The Dog Septimius ? 

Ant. Cut his Thfoat. 

Bol. You hark'd but nOv/, fawn you fo fbon? 

Sep. O hear me. 
What PlI deliver is for (>/i^s Safety^ 
For all your^ood. 

Ant, Goodfrom a Mouth like thine^ 
That never bclch'd but Blafpheriiy and Treafofij ttt 
Feftival Days. 

Sep. I am an altered Man, alter'd indeed. 
And I will give you caufe to fey I am 
A Roman. Bol. Rogue, 1 grant thee. Slep. T riitf me, 

Pllmake 
The Paiiage fmpoth and eafy, for your 'fcape. - 

Ant. Pll truft the Devil fooncr, 
And make a fafer Bargain. 

Sep. 
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Stp. I am trufted 
With all Pbotinus^^ Secrets. 

jint. There's no doubt then. 
Thou wilt be falfe. 

Sep. Still to be true to you. 

DoL (82) Ay, very likely ? 

Qef Be brief, the Means? 

Sep^ Thus.Qe/an 
To me alone, but bound by terrible Oath* 
Not to difcover it, he hath reveal'd 
A difmal Vaults whofe dreadful Mouth do's opeii 
A Mile beyond the City : In this Cave 
Lie but two hours conceaI'd« 

Anf. If you believe him. 
He'll bury us aliVe. 

DoL Til fly in the Air firft. 

Sep. Then in the dead of Night, 1*11 bf irig you back 
Into a private Room, where you fhall find 
Pbotinus^ and AcbUlas^ and the reft 
Of their Commanders, clofe at Counfel. 

C^f. Good \ what follows ? 

Sep. Fall me fairly on their Throats, 
Their Heads cut off and Ihorn, the Multitude 
Will eafily difperfe. 

Caf. O Devil ! Away with him 1 
Nor true to Friend nor Enemy ? Cdfaf fcofn* 
To find his Safety, or revenge his WrongSj^ 
So baft a way ; or owe the nieans of* Life 
To fuch a leprous Traitor. I have towr*d 
For Viftory like a Falcon ih the Clouds, 
Not dig'd for*t like a Mole. Our Swotdsj 5nd Caiifei 
Make way for us ; and that it may appear 
We took a noble Courfe, and hate bafe Treafon, 
Some Soldiers, that would merit Cafar\ Flavour, 
Hang him on yonder Turret, and then follow 
The Lane this Sword makes for you. \E9iU. 

I Sol. ' Here's a Belt, 
Though I die for't I'll ufe it* 

(8z) And very likefy.\ Former £ditionj. 

Vol. IV. L t Sol. 
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2 Sol. 'Tis too good 
To trufs a Cur in. 

Sep. Save me, here's Gold. 

1 Sol. If Rome 

Were ofFer'd for thy^Ranfom, h coiiJd not help thcc. 

2 SoL Hang not an Aric 

I SoL Goad him on with thy Sword : 
Thou doft deferve a worfcr End •, and naay 
All fuch concladc fb, that their Friends betray. lExeuni. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter, feverally, Arfinoe, Eros, and Ckcqxitra. 

Arf. We are loft. 

Eros. Undone. 

Arf. Confufion, Fire, and Swords, 
And fury in the Soldier's Face, more horrid. 
Circle us round. 

Eros. The King's Command they laugh at. 
And jeer at C^far^s Threats. 

Jrf. My Brother feiz'd on 
By th* Roman, as thought guilty ,of the Tumult, 
And forc'd to bear him Company, as marked out 
For his Proteftron, or Revenge. 

Eros. They have broke 
Into my Cabinet : My Trunks are ranfack'd. 

jdrf. I've loft my Jewels too ; but that's the leaft : 
The barbarous Rafcals, againft all Humanity 
Or fenfe of Pity, *ve kiU'd my little Dog, 
And broke my Monky's Chain. 

Eros. They rufled me : 
But that I could endure, and tire *em too. 
Would they proceed no further. 

Jrf. O my Sifter! 

Eros. My Queen, my Miftrefs ! Jrf. Can you Hand 
unmov*d, when 
An Earthquake of Rebellion ibakes. the City .^ 
And the Court trembles ? 

Qi. Yes, Arfinoe, 




4^^ ^^lth ^ fpft($nluK» Canift^ncy deride 

EwW^e'^ w^ft M^i«» ^^ ^ Servant to 
My Virtues, not a Miftrcfs : TH^ft w« for&kd 
The ftrong Fort of ourfclvcs, wher^ wc occi yield,/ 
Or ftirink ^x lw AflJiuhfi \ l*<p ftiU myfclf, 
(83) Al^tw^^t difrob'd pf Siov^reigaty, and ravi&'d 
Ot ceremonious Duty \\\^% af(^nd9 it : 
Nay, grant they'd flav'cl my Body, my ftcc Mind, 
(84J Like to the Palm-tree iflfallipg fruitful Nile^ 
ShaJJ grow up ftraighter, and enlarge itfclf, 
(85) Spight of the envious weight it^s loaded with: 
Think of thy Birth, Arfinoe ; common Burthen^ 
Fit common Shoulders : Teach the Multitude, 
By fufFering nobly what they fear to touch at. 
The greatncfs of thy Mind does foar a pitch, 
Their dim Eyes, darkned by their narrow Souls^ 
Cannot arrive at. 

Arf. I am new crieated. 
And owe this fecond Being to you, bed 8i(lert 
For now I feel you have infusM into me 
Part of your Fortitude. ^ 

Eros. I ftiil am fearfu) : 
I dare not t^U a Lie : You that were born 

(83) And though difylfd- ] If this be the true Retding, th0 

Sentence niu(l l^ an imperfe^ ooie, ^nd be clo$M with a Dafti — s 
bat as I don^t approve of making iipperfedt Septe^ces ^itjioqi;. ^PP^* 
rent Caufe, I think the (light Chapge made in the Text is a mpch 
better Salve. 

(84) Like to the Pah-iree nj^i^llipg fruitful ^JiIe, ] The Readef 
will undoubtedly |)4ve oKeryed the Art ^nd Aferlt of Qur foets, in (^ 
often taking their Images and Similes fropi the Country \vhf:r,e thfS 
Scene is laid. Thi^ is a Beauty that there is not the leaA Tracp pf 
in Cqrntilie*^ Fimtpey ; ail his Characters, Sentiments and Language, 
are entirely Fren$k- -As this is the laft time 1 fhall mention this Ri- 
val of Shakefpf^r and oar Authors, I muft do him the Ju(lice tp py^o, 
that feverai Scenes and Incidents are very artfully contrived, to mag- 
nify the Clemency, Virtue, and Heroifm ofCa/ar; only, as in the 
French Gallantry, Love is always to be the firft Principle, def^r is 
made to have quarreUM with and copqper'd Potnfey^ only for fear hf 
(honld have been rivalM and fupplanted in his Lov^ tp Qleopatra. 

(85) ^ight of the entvious ^weight that load$ it with : ] ff^ith, here, 
being neceffary to the Verfc, but not to the Scnfc, Mr. Symt/dn conir 
curr'd with me ia^chaaging the Expreflion. 

. ' ^ L 2 Daughters 
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Daughters and Sifters unto Kings, may nourlih [maid^ 
Great Thoughts, which I, that am your humble Hand- 
Muft not prefume to Rival, 

C&. Yet, my Eros^ 
Though thou haft profited nothing, by obferving 
The^ whole courfe of ray lAk^ learn in my Death, 
Though not to equal, yet to imitate 
Thy tearlcfs Miftrcfs, 

Enter Photinus. 

Eros. O, a Man in Arms ! 
His Weapon drawn too ! 

Cle. Thqugh upon the Point 
Death fate, I'll meet it, and out-dare the Danger. 

Pbo. Keep the Watch ftrpng, and guardthe Paffage fure 
That leads unto the Sc^. 

Cle. What Sea of Rudenefs 
Breaks in upon us ? Or what Subjeft's Breath 
Dare raife • Storm, when we command a Calm ? 
, Are Duty and Obedience fled to Heav*n, 
And in their room. Ambition and Pride 
Sent into jEgypt ? That Face fpeaks Photinus^ 
A thing thy Mother brought into the World, 
My Brother's and my Slave: But thy Behaviour 
Opposed to that, an infolent Intruder 
Upon that Soveraignity thou ihould'ft bow to : 
If in the Gulf of bafe Ingratitude, 
All Loyalty to Ptolomy the King ' 

Be fwallcw'd up, remember who I am, 
Whofe D-i^ughter, and whofe Sifter 5 or fuppofc 
That is forgot too ; let the Name of Cafar^ 
Which Nations quake at, flop thy defperate Madnefs 
From running headlong on to thy confufion. 
Throw from thee quickly thofe rebellious Arms^ 
And let me read Submiflion in thine Eyes, 
Thy Wrongs to us we will not only pardon. 
But he a ready Advocate, to plead for thee 
To Oefau and my Brother. 
^ Pho. Plead my Pardon? 
To you 1 bow, b^t fcornas much to ftoop thus 
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To P^olomy^ to Cafar^ nay the Gods, 

As to put off the Figure of a Man, 

And change my Eflence with a fenfual Beaft : 

All my Defigns, my Counfels, and dark Ends, 

Were aim'd to purchafe you. 

Ck, (%6) How durtt thou, being 
The fcorn of Bafenefs, nourifh fuch a Thought ! 

Pbo. They that have Power arc royal \ and thofe bafe 
That live at the Devotion of another. ^- 

What Birth gave Ptolomy^ or Fortune defar^ 
By Engines fafhion'd in this Protean Anvil, 
I have made mine : And only (loop at you. 
Whom I would ftill preferve free to command me. 
For C^r*s Frowns, they are below my Thoughts, 
And but in thcfc fair Eyes I ftill have read ^ 
The ftory of a fupreme Monarchy; 
To which all Hearts, with mine, gladly pay Tribute, 
Pbotinus^ Name had long fince been as great 
As Ptolofny*% e'er was, or Cafar^s is ; 
This made me as a weaker tie to unloofe 
The knot of Loyalty, that chained my Freedom ; 
And flight the fear that Cafar*s Threats might caufe. 
That I and they might fee no Sun appear 
But Cleopatra^ in th* ^Egyptian Sphere. 

Cle. O Giant-like Ambition ! Married to 
(iy) Cymerian Darknefs! Inconfidcrate Fool, 

Though 

(86) Hrw iurft thou^ hetng 

ni fcorn of Bafenefs^ ] Mr. Sjmpfin propofes a Gon- 

jeaure here, indead of tht /corn ofBa/enefs, he thinks it might have 
been thcfium of Bafenefs, i. /. The bafeft Part of Bafenefs itfelf. The 
Thought is certainly nervoui and juft; but the old Reading fully 
equals it : " Thoa whom as an Eiuiuch the bafell of Women would 
«' defoifc, how darft thou think of me ?" This is finely exprefs'd 
by Tib/ /corH ofBafen$fs. 

(87) Cymerian Darknefs! ] This is a Latin Phrafe takea fromthc 
Kame 6f th6 Inhabitants round the Lake Avemus, wfcere the fuppofed 
Cumaan Siiyts Cave is (hew'd at this Day. This Vale was called the 
Mouth of Hell, from the Quantity of fulphureous and pcftilential Va* 
poors afcending from dl Sides of it. See VirgiPs Defcription in the 
fixth JEnetd. It retains nothing of this at prefent, as the Country 
round it changes its Properties and Countenance from Age to Ajge. 
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Though aatterM with SelT-loVe, touM ltft6^ tdfeVe, 
Were all Crowns on the Earth rfiatie tntb bhc. 
And that, by Kings, fet on thy rieaxi ; dl SdepttrS 
Within thy Gralp, and laid down at rtiy Feet, 
1 wou'd vouchfafe a Kifs to a No-niart ? 
A gelded Eunuch ? 

Pho. Faireft, that rnakes for me ;' 
And Ihews It is nd fen fual Appetite, , ^ 
But true Lx)ve to the greatneTs of ttiy Sfitit, 
That when that you are mine, (hall yield infe 
Hytnen^ though bleffing a new married j^r, / 
Shall blulh to think on, and bur certain iftufe. 
The glorious fplendour of drcaA Mijefty 5 * 

Whofe feeams rt>all dazzle Rome^ and awe the World : '- 
My Wants in that kind, others ftiall fupply, " 
And I give way to*t. 

Cte. BafeV tlian thy ftii^th : 
Can there be Gods, and hear this, and ho , iliundcr ; 

Ram thee into the Eafth ? 

Pho. They are afleep, _ /. , . - , : 

And canViot near thee : Or with opeh Eyfes - . % 

Did Jove look on iis, 1 woju'd laugh iand 'Mfear : 
That his Artillery is'doy*d by me : . 
Or if that they hav€ l^ower tQ haft, hisfeoKs 
Are in my Hand. 

' C7/?; Moft Impious I * 

jPho^ They are Dreams, 

Biit i\it Vafe rctohd the Ldgo del Cznn, which h Very near it» has both 
theTalphufeoLfs and the peftiiential V^cmrt 'ddfcribM by Wrr^iL 
Milton, in his h' allegro, has fol1«o^M FUttber hi'iYi^ Wc-of cW» -&> 
preffidtt. The Reader v^lll obf^i^ »that tfefe Unifof m*^r «f the Meta- 
)>h6r is rt<k prcfery'd heife, <Knd%hcl*, ill thc*«ieSfeiilcWce, thcfeare 
^rferiht Metaphors, aAd both e^trctncfy fiervoeis, tfcepethc Br^cb df 
. Uniformity is rather a Beauty than a Fault; ^(pfccMlty wfce^ethe fiiA 
Part of, the Metaphor wouid be more ftriking^ a^ in. fome mcafure 
foreflall the Sequel if prefervM uniform. Thus had oiic Authbrs WtOto, 
. O Gianulike Ambition ! marry d to 

A D'warjijh Impotence I % 

Tho' the Uniformity of riie Metaphor had been prefefired, thete itaa 
Rot been Newnefs enough in the latter Part to ftrike with fuffidttnt 
itncrgy. I could give many parallel Inftanccs from Shake/prat itt^ 
- Milton, 
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I ReligiDus Foots ihabe at : Yet to aiTure thee» 
I If NemeftSj that fcourgcs i^ridc and Scorn, 
I Be any thing but a Name, ftie lives in Hie ; 
I Banhj mytelf, an Oath to.me more dreadful 
I Than Styx is co your Gods, weak Ptolomy dead, 
f And Cafar^ both being in my T^wJ, removed, 

Xhe poorelt Ratcals that are in my Camp 

Shall, in mry prefence, quench their luftful heat 

In thee, and young j1rfin$e^ while I laugh 

To hear you howl in vain : I deride thofc Gods, 

That you thiftk <an proteft you. 
Cle. To prev^ent thoe. 

In that I am the Miftrefs erf my Fate : 

So hope I of my Sifter : To Confenn it, 

I fpit at thee, and fcorn <thec. 
Pbo. I will tame 

That haughty Courage, and tnaike it ftoop too^ 
Cle. Never. 

I was born to Gorafnand, and I will die fo. 

Enter Achillas, and Soldiers^ with the Body of 

Ptjlomy^ 

Pbo^ The Kii^ dead ? this is a bk entrance to 
Our future Happiilefs. 

Arf. O my dear Brother ? 

Cle. Weep not Arfinoe^ common Women do fo, 
' Nor lofe a Tear for him, it cannot hdp him \ 
But ftudy to die nobly. 

Pbo. Cafar fled ? 
'Tis deadly Aconite to my cold Heart : 
It choaks my vital Spirits : Wiici« was your care ? 
Did the Guards flecp ? 

Achil. He rowz'd them with his Sword : 
We talk oS MarSy but I am fure his Courage 
(88) Admits of no Comparifon but itfelf; 

And, 

(88) Admits ^f M4t Comparifon but itfelf \\ Mr. Theoia/ii h?L5 wrote 
Parallel agaiaft this line, and feems to have dcfign'd a Note in I)t- 
fence of the Line, which Mr. Pope and his Ai&lUx^ts in the Bathos fo 
ingenioufly banter*d him upon : 

None tut himfelf can he hii Parallel. 
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And, as infpirM by him, his following Friends, 

With fuch a confidence* as young Eaglets prey 

Under the large Wing of their fiercer Dam, 

Brake through our Troops, and fcatter'd *cm ; he went on. 

But dill purfu'd by us ; When on the fudden 

He turn*d his Head, and from his Eyes flew terror. 

Which flrook in us no kfs fear and amazement. 

Than if we had encountered with the Lightning 

Hurl'd from Jove'% cloudy Brow, 

Cle. 'Twas like my Cafar. 

jfcbil. We fain back, he made. on j and as our Fear 
Had parted from us with his dreadful Looks i 
Again we followed : But got near the Sea, 
On which his Navy anchored, in one Hand 
Holding a Scroll he had above the Waves, 
And in the other grafping faft his Sword 
As it had been a Trident forg'd by Vulcan^ 
To calm the raging Ocean, he made away 
As if he had been Neptune : His Friends, like 
So many Tritons followed ; their bold Shouts, 
Yielding a chearful Mufick > we fhower'd Darts 
Upon them, but in vain ; they reach'd their Ships, 
And in their fafety we are funk \ for Cafar 
Prepares fipr War. 

Pho. How fell the King ? 

AchiL Unable 
To follow Cafar^ hc^was trod to Death 
By the Purfuers, and with him the Pricfl: 
Of Ifis^ good Acboreus. 

Arf. May the Earth 
Lye gently on their Aflies. 

lie had certainly Authorities fufficient, both in Sh^iki^ear as well as 
Fletcher ; but as the Sentiment is in i^felf fomewhat abfurdy and the 
three greatefl Wics in Europe ioined in exjoiing it> the Laugh will al- 
ways be againft him. 

The following Defcription of one of the moH illuftrious Incidents of 
Cafar^s L,ife is worthy our Authors, and worthy of Ca/ar, Lucan 
feems to have either exerted, or defign'd to have exerted, all the Vi- 

jgour of his Genius in this Defcription i but t|ie Pbarfalia qnhappily 

J ull there breaks off uniiniih'd. 
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Pbo. I feel now. 
That there are Powers above us : And that 'tis not 
Within the fearching Policies of Man, 
To alter their Decrees, 

Cle. I laugh at thee : : 
Where are thy Threats now. Fool, thy Scoffs, and Scorns 
Againfl: the Gods ? I fee Calamity 
Is the beft Miftrefs of Religion, ' 

And can convert ail A^eift. {Shout within: 

Pho. Othcyconicl 
Mountains fall on mpf O, for him to die 
That plac'd his Hciv'n on Earth, is an afTurance 
Of his Defccnt to Hell : Where fhalJ I hide me ? 
The greateft daring to a Man diihooeft. 
Is but a baftard Courage, ever fainting. {^Exii. 

Enter Casfar, Sceva, Antony, and Dolabella. 

Caf. Look on your defar ; . baniih Fear, my faired:. 
You now are iafe. 

Sc£. By Fenusy not a Kifs 
Till our Work's done : The Traitors once difpatch'd, 
(89) To*t, and we'll cry ay-me. 

Gef. I will be fpeedy, [Exeunt. 

Cle.^ Farewel again ; Arftnoe I how now Eros? 
Ever faint- hearted ? 

Eros. But that I am afTur'd 
Your Excellency can command the General, 
I fear the Soldiers, for they look as if 
They would be nibling too* 

Qe. He is all Honour, ^ 

Nor do I no,w repent me of my Favours ; 
]>Jor can I think Nature e'er made a Woman, 
That in her Prime defcrv'd him. 

(89) 7^//, and <wt^ il cry zim.l Jy-me is a favourite Cant Term 
of our Authors to exprefs the Wiiining of Lovers : I believe, there- 
fore, there can be no Doubt of that being the uue Word in this 
Flaqc. 
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Enter Casfer, Sceva, Antony, Dolabella, and SoIIters 

with the tieads. 

(90) Arf. He's come back. 

Caf. Purfue no further J curb the Soldiers foiy^ 
S0e> BeauMMRifi Miftnds, tberr atxmrfed tieads. 
That did confpirc againift us. ' 

See. Furies plague 'em ; 
They ihad ^eoo ifair an end, to die ifSce Soldiers. 
Pompey fell by the Sword 5 the Crofs or Hiicer 
Should have difpsioch'd tbcBi. 

Cf/ AH IB bi^ Death, good ^nr^^ 
Be therefore fatisify'd : And new,: my deardfl) 
Look upon C<efar^.^9% lie firU :afppEettr'd 
A Conqueror ; and cbis «in&»tuna[te Kiog 
Entomb'd with Honour, we*Jl for Rome^ where Qefar 
Will fli'ew he can give Kingdoms : For ttie. Senate, 
Tby Bfochcr dead^ #iaU willift^y decree 
The Crown of Egypt ^ that was his, to thee. 

[E^enfH vrnnes. 

(90) Arf. He*s come hack, 

Pur/ue no further ; curi the Soldiers Jury, "l This -groft 
Miftake rf giving Part ofd^/ar^ SpeccTi to Arfinoe^ had efcap'd 
Mr. Symp^fim, ttnd the jodrcious Oorrmor of tfeis Way m ^.c feond 
Folio. I mention this only to (hew how extremely fiibje^^iveallairexo 
Inattention, and not to magnify the S^gacii^ either of Mr. Th^okatd^ 
or myfelf, who happened to diit upon it : We have a ihundn^d times 
miffed full as obvious one*. 

I ftiall once again take leave of thefe •prolix Notes, and cotrtncmy- 
Telfy as at firft, to verbal Emendations ; and I fear I a&iift~«(lfo take 
•leave of the Afliflaftce I have met with in this Play from ihe feoond 
Folio. 
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EPILOGUE. 

INowJhould wijh another bad my Place^ 
But that I hope to come off^ and with Grace. 
And hut exprefs fome Sign that you are fleas* dy 
We of our Doubts j they of their Fears are eas'd. 
I would heg further y Gentlemen^ and much fay 
In favour of ourfelves^ them^ and the Play ; 
Did I not reft affur'dy the moft I fee 
Hate Impudence y and cherifh Modefty. 
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PRO L O G U E. 



TO promife mucb^ before a Play legin^ 
And 'when *//i done^ ask Pardon^ were a Sin^ 
^e*ll not be guilty of: §Hd to excufe 
Before we know a Faulty were to abufc 
The Writers and Ourfehes ; for I dare fay 
We all are fooled if this btmt a Play^ 
And fuch a Play as Jhall (fo fhould Plays do) 
Imp Timers dull Wings ^ and make you merry too. 
^Twas to that purpofe writ^ fo we intend itj 
And we have our wijh^d Ends^ if you commend it. 
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DRAMAriS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

DI N A N T, a Gentleman that formerly hv'd^ and 
Jiill pretends to love Lamira. . 
Cicremont, a merry Gentleman^ his Friend. 
Champernef, a lame old Gentleman, Husband to Lamira,. 
Vertaign, a Nobleman, and a Judge. 
Beauprc, Son to Vertaign. 
Verdonc, Nephew to Champernel. 
Monfieur La Writt, a wronging Advocate, or the Little 

Lawyer. 
Sampfon, a foolijh Advocate, Kin/man to VcrtSLiffi. 
Provoft. 
Gentlemen. 
Clients. 
Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Lamira, Wife to Champernel, and Daughter to Vertaign. 

AnabcU, Neice to Champernel. 

Old Lady, Nurfe to Lamira. 

Charlotte, Waiting-Gentlewoman to Lamira. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enttr Dinant, and Cleremont. 

D I N A N T. 

JjISSUADE me not. 
Cler. 'Twill breed a Brawl. 
Hin. I care not ; 
\ I wear a Sword. Qer. And wear Difcretion 
with it. 

Or caft it off; let that direft your Arm, 
•Tis Madnefs elfe, not Valour, and more bafc 
Than to receive a Wrong. 

Din. Why would you have me 
Sit down with a Difgrace, and thank the Doer ? 
"We are not Stoicks, and that paffive Courage 
Is only now commendable in Lackies, 
Feafants, and Tradefmen, not in Men of Rank 
And Quality, as I am. 
Ckr. Do not cherifli 
That daring Vice, for which the whole Age fuffcrs. 
The. Blood of our bold Youth, that heretoft^ 
Was fpent in honourable Aftion, 
Or to defend, or to enlarge the Kingdom, 
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por ch' Honpur of our Cquntty, ^nd our Prince, 

Pours itfelf pq^ vyricb prodigal Expence 

Upon our Mother's Lap, the Earth that bred us, 

JFor every trifle \ and tpeiie private Duels, 

Which bad their firft Original from the French^ 

And for which, to this Day, we're juftly cenfur'd. 

Are bani(h*d fronn all Civil Governments: 

Scarce three in Fenice^ in as many Years j 

In Florence they ire rarer, and in all 

The fair Dominiof^ of the Spanijh King, 

They ^re nf*(tr heard of: Nay, (i) thbfc Neighbour 

Countries, 
Which gladly imitate our other Follies, 

And 

(1) -=: ikfiA Nfigf^ur Qoujitries^ 

Which glad)^ imitate futr other Folliu^ 
And come at a dear rate to buy them o/uSf 
Begin now to detefi th^m.'} The 1a$ the/^ is a grammatical In- 
accuracy : FolHes is its immediate Antecedent, but the Senfe deter- 
mines it to Duels, The Latins would diftinguifh Duels and Follies by 
has et illast but the fam^ Exaitoefs is feldom obfervM in Englifl), , I 
fhould not have made a Note on this, had not the like Inaccuracy, in 
Shake fpear's Julius Cajary 1^ %^ b^( Ju^g^St %yi nomas Hanmir 
and Mr. Warburto^^ biai|h into ErrQr* f^^ \* ^cene V. Page 16. 
fVarburtott^s Edition. 

Caefar doth hear me hard*, but he loves Brut^5. 
Iff I wsre firutus ww^ eutd h$ 'wue Caffitu, 
Uejhould not humour me. 
On this Mr. Warburt^ (ay? | " This is ? R^flfJ^iop q;i Br^^^\ Jn^ 
** gratitude ; wlych concludes, as is ufoal on fuci^ Qccafions» in a(i 
Encomium on his own better Conditions. If I were Brutus, 
(fays he) and Brutus, Cailius, he /houldnot eajole me axJdik him. 
To humour iignifies here tp Xxxiv^ ^d win4 Minu ^y i^HaBjiivig his 
Paffion^. T^»f Q^or4 E4i^or ^\ter^ \k^ U^ Ujae, to 
" Caefar J^d mo/ (cvf m^. 

«• What he means by it is not worth enqi^ring.*' Tfeus Mr. .^/f- 
burton. But furely to mak$ Cajius refleft on and condemn Brutus for 
his Ingratitude to Cafar^ ta make him own himfelf to be an artful Hea- 
cberous Villain, and laugh at his Friend fpr being fi^K4 FpqI to he 
drawed into his Snare ; all this feems utte^y out of Ch^^ler. The 
foregoing ?art of the Speech a]^o will be fuU as muck fo. 

WelU Prutus, thou art noble % yit I fit 
Thy honourable Metal may be ivrougii. 
From what it is di/po/ed ; therefor^ His meet 
7hat noble Minds Jt^ ^qfer with ihiir lii^i 
For who fo firm that ca»9Qi bk /educed t 
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And come at a dear rare 16 buy them t^ us* 
Begin now to deteft them. 

Din. Will you erKi yet 

Cler. And I have heatd that foffte of our lite Kings, 
For the Lie^ wearing Of a Miftrefs* Fcivour,- 
A cheat at Cards or Dfee^ and filch Kke Caufes, 
Have loft as many gallaftt Gentlcinen 

Tiie Meaning of the two laft Lin^, acc^^dmi; to tki* Interpretation, 
mull hty ' 1 1 is meet that a Perfon fo noble as Srutus, keep company 

• oily wiA (ath nchtt Mlnik as Cafur, Antony, and the reft of that 

• Party ; for if he ebfiverfei witl^ fuch a feogi^ as Me, and my Com- 
' panions, we (hall cajole him into fngrati ude smd Murder.* If this be 
the true Interpreracion, I mttft own 1 (hoald think yulius C^efafnot- 
lialf fo good a Play ac k ha« always been elleemM ; the fjpirited and 
nobler C^atrd bettveen the' iwa Friends, their affe^iotiat'e Recoftci; 
liation ; the fr#e Cun^fi^n Cajhis ntakes of hb riijh thfHimfs and r/A 
tempered Blood ; bis candid Aeknowk^gnfemS and Love of Braitis*% 
iuperior Qualities ; his friendly aPnd comp^iiionate Grief for the Lofs 
of Forcia ; and above aK, the patdetick Sublimity of their parting be* 
fore the Battle of ?/6//i>//; all thefe Beafiiies* v^til eritrrefy vaiiiS, if 
we are 0dd ihiV Oh6 of tl«eT\V6i*»; hf his 6tvn €oi»f<lffieit,- th^ defied 
Rogue t\i2Xvf7iStyei mtlhefftg'd. No; CafiuisQatr^OieriftShahJpiMi^ 
is confonant to that in Hiltory > a Zeal ^r Liberty and the old ^- 
man Conftitution* fermented into Violence* by a ftrong Tin^re o^ 
Pride arid' PWfli^rf. HttiCe hi^ Friehd and Lovef, <<^h^ looifrf oii the 
fair Side of his Charaa«#, c^ h)M ^hen dead, TboA lafi of All ih 
Romans ! Hi» Enenfk'y Antony^ who viewed hnkt in tbecontrar/ LigJ)t# 
fays, that he kill'd C/r/ar out of Envy. This Mixture of Charadler 
is nobly nt^i'nta1'fi«d through the whole ^ay, and in this Scene in parr- 
ticular. He knew Srtttuf ro be ii) ^riiitipkl asr ifidch attached i6 thcf 
old CoiTflitrnrion ds )A\ikMT'^ bai ftburM tkiNf* ^\i Z^ Mrad coMM by 
Cafar\ Love and- Falv6i»rs f* him. He therefore, witir » Pride vciy 
natural tohir», tliinks himfelf more ileadily virtuous,, and a more un- 
ihakeir Ffierrd tdhis Country ; that it was fit Urutui fhould only con- 
verfe with him, ilmi^eh^ as him, dther#ifer 

His honourable Metal might he ^wrought 
from luhaf it tjuas drfpoi'd. 

As tbhlmletf, If^ere he in Brutus'/ Corfe, and as moch kved iy Cas{si*;> 
He, ['V'*- Caefar,] ivith all his faojours.Jhould not humoter htm out rf 
Bis rrinciptes Sir ^^oThas flanmtr, who did not depart fo fa^ fron^ 
the true Senfe, flill took unwarrantable Liberties in changing the whole 
^aCeof the Words ; and humour, which gives the true Idea into Love^ 
by no means exprefTes the Poei's Sentiment. Thus a fmall grammatical 
Inaccuracy, common fo afl our bell Englijh Writers, lias lead both 
thefe Gentlemen into Error, from which: neither great Abilities, £xtenc 
of Literature, dot Eleg^ce of Tafte arc at all times a Security. 
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As might have met the great ^urk in the Field, 
With confidence of a glorious Vidtory j 
And (hall we then- ^ 

Din. No more, for (hame, no more, 
(2) Are you become a Patron too ? *Tis a new one. 
No more on*t, burn it, give it to fomc Orator, 
To help him to enlarge his Exercifc ; 
With fuch a one it might do well, and profit 
The Curate of the Parifh, but for Cleremont^ 
The bold and undertaking Cleremontj 
To talk thus to his Friend, his Friend that knows him, 
Dinant that knows his Ckrenionty is abfurd. 
And meer Apocrypha. 

Cler. Why, what know you of me ? 

Din. Why, if thou haft forgot thyfelf. Til tell thee. 
And not look back, to fpeak of what thou were 
At Fifteen, for at thofe Years I have heard 
Thou waft flefli'd, and entered bravely. 

aer. Well, Sir, well. 

Din. But Yeftcrday, thou waft the common fccond. 
Of all that only knew thee, thou hadft Bills 
Set up on every Poft, to give thee notice 
Where any Difference was, and who were Parties ; 
And as to fave the Charges of the Law, 
Poor Men feek Arbitrators, thou wert chofen 
By fuch as knew thee not, to compound Quarrels : 
But thou wert fo delighted with the fport. 
That if there were no juft Caufe, thoU wouldft make one. 
Or be engag'd thyfelf: This goodly Calling 
Thou'ft followed five and twenty Years, and ftudy'd 
The Criticifms of Contentions -, and art thou 

(2) Are you become a Patron too? ^Th a nenjo one^ 

No more oiCt,^ burn it^ give it tofome Orator,'} Patron, here, 
has its Ltf//ff Meaning, 1. e, a Pleader, or Advocate; but die Word 
Speech, Declamation, Harangue, or fomething to that eSc€t, mufl be 
underftood to make the following Line Senfe ; and it is highly pro- 
bable that a whole Line is loil, which might have been fomething 
like the following. 

Are you become a Patron too T How long 

Have you been conning this Speech f T/V a n$vj one ; 

No more on't, &c. 

In 
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In fo few Hours transform*d ? certain this Night 
Thou'ft had ftrange Dreams, or rather Vifions: 

Cler. Yes, Sir, 
I have feen Fools and Fighters chained together. 
And th' Fighters had the Upper-hand, and whip'd firft. 
The poor Sots laughing at *em. What I have been 
It skills not i what I will be is refolv'd on, 

Din. Why, then you'll fight no more ? 

Cler. Such is my purpofe. 

Din. On no Occafion ? 

CUr. There you ftagger me. 
Some kind of Wrongs there are, which Flefti and Blood 
Cannot endure. 

Din. Thou wouldft not willingly 
Live a protefted Coward, or be call'd one ? 

C^^' (3) Words are but Words. 

Din. Nor wouldft thou take a Blow ? 

CUr. Not from my Friend, tho' drunk, and from an 
Enemy, 
I think much Jefs. 

Din. There's fome hope of thee left then ; 
Wouldft thou hear me behind my Back difgracM ? 

Cler. D* you think I am a Rogue ? they that fliould do it 
Had better been born dumb. 

Din. Or in thy Prcfence, 
Sec me o'er-charg'd with odds? 

Cler. I'd fall myfelf firft. 

Din. Wouldft thou endure thy Miftrefs t' be ta'ei 
from thee, 
And thou fic quiet ? 

Cler. There you touch my Honour, 
No Frenchman can endure that. 

(3) Words are hutWords^ Mitt Cieremont has faid this, which 
feexns to afTert that he would not mind being called a Coward, nor 
xnake that a Caufc of Fighting, Dinant goes on as if he had faid di- 
reftly the contrary ; and perhaps a Line may here b3 loil a^ain to the^ 
following Import. 

Words are hut Words^ but Coward is a Name 
I could not brook' 

With this Addition the whole Context feems coxifonant to Itfelf. 
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. Bin. PJi — rw^ upon thoj, ' 

Wby doll thqu talk of Pvacc then ? thw d^r'ft f«ffi?r 
Nothing, or in thyfclf, or in thy lFricnd| 

That is unrnwly? 

Cler. Th^t J gr^nt, I cannot \ 
But rij npf qi44rrel wjth this Gentleman 

For wearing (4) Staqiniiel Breeches, or this G^ni^flcr 
For playing a thoufand Pounds, thftt owes mq pothing y 
For this Man's taking up a comn^on Wenph 
In Raggs, and loufy, then maintaining her 
Caroach'd in Cloth of TiffuQ, nqr five hundred 

Of fuch like ToySf ^hat at np p^rt concern one \ 

Marry, where m' Honour, or my Friend's is cjueftion'di 
|I have a Sword, and | think \ Hl^y ufe it 
ITo tb* cutting of a Rafcal'^ Throw, or fQ» 
[Like a good Chriflian. . 

• Din. ThouVt of 4 fine Religioni 
And rarh^r than w^'ll P^e a Sphifm in Ffieudihip* 
I will be of it : But to be ferious. 
Thou art acquainted with my tedious Lav?-fuit 
To fair Lamira ? 

Cler. Too well. Sir, aad rcmewibcr 

Your Prefpnts, Courtfhip, that's tof> good a n^mc. 
Your Slave-like Services, your Morning Mufick ; 
Your walking three Hours in the Rain ^l Midnight 
To fee her at her Window, fometiflijes la,u^|;^*d a^ 
Sometimes admitted, and vouchi^f 'd tQ ki^ 
HerQJove, her Skiru n^y, Ih^vebeard, her Slippers, 
How then you triumphed ? Here was Love forfooth. 

Din. Thefe Follies I deny not. 
Such a contemptible thing niy D^agc iwade m^e. 
But my Reward for this-— r-— 

(^/-"^Stammel Bnechei^x ] /, /. Red Jrceches. yir.Sym^fon 

has given an Explanation of UiC Wortf from Beti jobnjdn, more ci^ar 
than w(hat wc have in Didticnaries. Odlavo Edition, J*i\ge 288, 

Reii- hood the fir fi that doit appear 

hi Stammel ; Zcarltt is too dear. 
It is highly probable that RU Breeches were in our Authors Time 
wore only by Smarts^ and were efteemed Coxcomkal. Ift that Age 
of Duelling ihcicfore, a Sneer upon this Topick might have produced 
Slood ibe4^ 

Cler. 
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I Clen. As you dcfer?*cf, 

I For he chat makes a O^ddef^ C^ at Puppef , 

f Merits no other Recompence. 

Din. This Day, Friend, 
For thou art fb— -»» 

Cler. lam no Flatteref . 

Din. This proud ingfatefuJ Ac^ hh rtarritfrf to^ 
Lame ChampemeL 

Cler. I know him, he has been 
As tall a Sea-man, and hfas thri^d atJ weff by^t. 
The l ofe of^J^efiand an A fnt (1rd"^^^T ai any 
That ever par irtnV MatjMet: You are tafnt, 
PI— ~ on't, it tMA& me ; if it wtrc ttiy cafd, 
I (hould kHf affl thi FirAily. 

Din. Yetbutrtow 

You did prejfch fttiendt. 

Qer. Ithen camfefitftrt'Cbrtfefliort, 

And 'twas enjoined me three hours for ar Penariclf, 
To be a peaceable Man, and ro c^lk like'dhe' ;' 
But now, dfdft brihglpfardbn^y, JbiJgin' 
On a new Tally, *foorJ do any thing, 
I'll fecopd^ybu. 

Din. J Wbuld rtot wiilirigly 
Make reiTnf^ y« White Cbriltr^rirt, yef I bui-^ofe 
In th'open Stn^ei^^ asrrHey cotfifc' from the Templi?, 
For this way tkey* itturf pafe, to fpc^k rtly* Wrongs, 
And do it bbldly. ^ ' \MAfici fap. 

Ckr. Were thy Tongue a CaritloH, 
I would ffend by thee, Bby ; tKey cortfe-; upOii 'ctti. 

Din. ObferVd a little- fiVrt. 

Cler. 'Thisisi5fnerfidl1hg. 

Enter Ve^taigriv Ghfemperneli. Lamil'av Niirfe^^ 
Beaupre,v and- Vcrdone. 

g rJ 6 at* thf Wedding. 

ME aHjOay^* brings <nt the Bride ^ 
_ ^i' 'place btr hy her':L(^er*5 Side : 
oufair Troop ff Maids* Mtetid ber^ 
Pvre and boy f bought s befritnd ber. 

M 4 Blu/b^ 



c 
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Blujht and wi/h, you Vtrgim all^ 
Mairjf fucbfair Nights may fall. 

CHORUS. 

Hymen, fill the Houfe with j<^ 
All thy facred Fires employ : 
Blefs the Bed with holy Love^ 
Now fair Orb of Beauty move. 

Bin. Stand by, for I'll be heard. 

yert. This is ftrange rudenefs. 

Bin. 'Tis Courtfhip, ballanced with Injuric5 ; 
You all look pale with Guilt, but I will dye 
Your Cheeks with bluflies, if in your fear'd Veins ' 
There yet remain fo much of honeft Blood 
To make the Colour ; firft to you my Lord, 
The Father of this Bride, whom you have lent 
Alive into her Grave. 

Champ. How ? To her Grave ? 

Bin. Be patient Sir, Til fpeak of you anon : 
You that allow'd me liberal Accefs, 
To make my way with fervice, and approved of 
My Birth, my Perfon, Year^, and no bafe Fortune,: 
You that are rich, and but in this held wife too. 
That as a Father fhould have look'd upon 
Your Daughter in a Husband, and aim'd more 
At what her Youth and heat of Blood required 
In lawful Pleafures, than th? parting from 
Your Crowns to pay her Dow'r : You that already 
Have one Foot in the Grave, yet ftudy Profit, 
As if you were affur'd to live hqre ever ; 
"What poor end had you in this choice ? In what 
Deferve I your Contempt? My Houfe, and Honours, 
At all parts equal yours, my Fame as fair. 
And not to praife myfelf, the City ranks me 
In th^ firft fild of her moft hopeful Gentry : 
But Cbampernel is rich, and needs a Nurie, 
And not your Gold : And add to that, hc*s old too. 
His whole Eftate in likelyhood to defcend ' 
Upon your Family j here was Providence, 

I 
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I grant, but in a Nobleman bafe Thrift : 
No Merchants, nay no Pirates, fell for Bondmen 
Their Country- men, but you, a Gentleman, 
Xo fave a little Gold, have fold your Daughter 
'To worfc than Slavery. 

Cler. This was fpoke home indeed. 
Beau. Sir, I fhall uke fome other time to tell you. 
That this harfh Language was delivered to 
An old Man, but my Father. 
Din. At your pleafure. 
Qer. Proceed in your Defign, let me alone. 
To anfwer him, or any Man. 

Verd. You prefume 
Too much upon your Name, but may be cozcn'd. 

Din. But for you, moft unmindful of my Service, 
For now I may upbraid you, and with Honour, 
Since all is loft ; and yet I am a Gainer, 
In being delivered from a torment in you. 
For fuch you muft have been, you to whom Nature 
Gave with a liberal Hand moft excellent Form ; 
Your Education Language, and Difcourfe, 
And Judgment to diftinguifh, when you fhall 
W ith feeling Sorrow undcrftand how wretched 
And miferable you have made yourfelf. 
And but yourfelf have nothing to accuie. 
Can you with hope from any beg Compaffion ? 
But you will fay, you fervid your Father's pleafure, 
Forgetting that unjuft Commands of Parents 
Are not to be obey'd 5 or that you're Rich, 
And that to Wealth all Pleafures elfe are Servants ; 
Yet but confidcr, how this Wealth was purchas'd, 
*Twill troyble the Poffeffion. 

Champ. You, Sir, know 
I got it, and with Honour. 

Din. But froni whom ? 
Remember that,* and how : You'll come indeed 
To Houfes bravely furnifh*d, but demanding 
Where it was bought, this Soldier will not lye. 
But anfwer truly, this rich Cloth of Arras 
I made my prize in fuch a Ship, this Plate 

Was 
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Was my Share ii> another % thcfe fair Jewels, 

Coming a(hore, I ^t in fticb a Vttlagi^ ^ 

The Maid, or Matron kiU'd) from whom thef wert 

ravifh'd \ 
The Wines you drink are guilty tooi^ ioft tbii^ 
This Caniy Wine, three. Mcrdbancs were undcmey 
(5) Tbefe Siickets break as many mor^ : U brkf, 
AH you fhall wear^ or tDOch, or fer^ is (>iittschaS'^d 
By lawlefs Force, and you b«t revel \n 
The Tears and Groans of fuch as were the Ovmers..^ 

Champ. 'Tis faife^ moft bafidy faife* 

Vert. Let Lofers talk. 

Bin. Laftly, thofe Joys, thofe belt of Joys, wliich Hjmtn 
Freely beftowsoa Aictr, that come- to tie* 
The iacred Knot he hieifesy woni untor it 
By equal Lave> and mutual Afiedlion,^ 
Not blindly led with the defiore of Riches,. 
Moft miferable you flialf nciircr tafte of. 
This Marriagis Night yoir'll meet a Wido<«r*s9 8^4- 
Or failing at tboiie Plealbres all Brides. k)oA; for,* 
Sin in your Wifth, )^ werefow 

Champ. Thou'rt a ViUaiiT,. 
A bafe, malidous Skuaderer.. 

X^ler. Strike himc 

'^in. No, he 'm act worth ai blow. 

Champ. O dwwi V had- thee 
In fome clofe Vault, that onlij^woeiltlf yidd room 
'tb me to ufe m^^ S^vopd,. Vf^ vhse'im hope' 
Tp run away, I'd make chc& on thy Knees 
Bite out the Tongpe that wrong'd me. 

Vert. Pray you h*ve patience. 

ham. This Day I am to be your Soxi^eiteign^ 
Let me command you. ; 

Champ. I am loft with Rags^ 
And know not what I am myfdf,- nor yi>u : 
Away, da^e fuch^ as^ ycru, rhat love the fmoke 
Of Peace, more thaa the fire of glorious War, 
And like unprofitable Dronesr, foed^on 

Your 
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/our Qrandfires Labours, jTthat, as^ I am now, 
[Were gathering Bees, and nll*d their Hive, this Countrjr, 
With brave triumphanc Spoils,^ ccnfure our Aftions? 
Y' obje<5l my Prizes to me j had you fecn 
The horror of a Sea- fight, with wha^ danger 
I made them mine i the Fire I fearlefs fought in. 
And quench'd it in mine Enemies Btood, which ftraight 
(6) Lilce Oil pour'd out on't, made it burn anew ; 
My Deck blown up, with noife enough to mock 
The lowdeft Tliunder, and the defperate Fools 
That boarded me, fent, to defie^ the Tcmpcfts 
That were againft me, to the angry Sea, 
Frighted with Men thrown o'er j no Viftory, 
But in defpight of the four Elements;, 
The Fire, the Air, the Sea, and Sinds hid in ir. 
To be atchiev'd 5 you would confcfs, poor Men, 
Though hopelefs, fuch an honourable way 
To get or Weakh, or Honour, in yourfclvcs^ 
He that through all thefe dreadful jPaflages 
Purfu'd and overtook them, unaffr'ighced, 
Deferves Reward, and not to have it fiircf 
By the bafe Name of Theft. 

Din. This is the Courtfliip 
' That you muft look for. Madam. 

Oer. »TwiIl do well. 
When nothing can be done^ to fpend the Night with : 
Your Tongtie is found good Lord, aad I coujd wifli 
For this young Lady's fake, this Leg,^ this Arm, 
And there is fomcthing elfe^ I witt oot najme^ 
Thpvgh *tia the only thing that muft conjterrt her,^ 
Had the fame vigour. 

Cbamp. Yo(3 mall buy thefe Scoffs 
With your beft Bfood ; Help mc once nobfe Angf r. 
Nay ftir nor, I alqne muft right myiielf, * 

And with one Leg tranfport me, ta correct 

(6) Like Oil pour'' J out on^t, made it burn anrjui \\\ woal4 c|oo% 
to ready Like Oil pour'^d on it y hit I beJifve tht old' Itoldingv may 

five the fame Idea. The Metaphor 1$ a littte difHcub h^re i the BfcuU 
otb quenches and makes the Fire burn ane^vxi hf^K quenc^y herOi muft 
only fignify to abate the piujitt^Abmeeid^ afi4 tiiOK. ttc wMk is 
clear. 

■ Thefe 
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Thefc fcandalous Praters : O that noble Wounds [Falls. | 
Should hinder juft Revenge ? D'ye jear me too ? 
I got thefe, npt as you do your Difeafes 
In Brothels, qr with riotous abuie 
Of Wine in Taverns ; I have one Leg (hot. 
One Arm difabled, and am hohour'd more. 
By lofmg them, as I did, in the Face 
Of a brave Enemy, than if they were 
As when I put to Sea ; you are Frenchmen only. 
In that you have been laid, and cur'd ; go to $ 
You mock my Leg, but every Bone about you 
Makes you good Almanack-makers, to foretel 
What Weather we fhall have. 
IHn, Put up your Sword. 

Cler. Or turn it to a Crutch, there*t may be ufeful. 
And live 6n the Relation to your Wife 
Of what a brave Man you were once. 

Din. And tell her. 
What a fine Virtue 'tis in a young Lady 
To give an old Man Pap. 
Cler. Or hire a Surgeon 
To teach her to roll up your broken Limbs. 

Din. To make a Pultefs, and endure the fcent 
Of Oils, and nafty Plaflers. 

Vert. Fie, Sir, fie. 
You that have flood all dangers of all kinds, to 
Yield to a Rival's ScofF? , 

Lam. Shed Tears upon 
Your Wedding-day ? This is unmanly, Gentlemen. 

Champ. TheyVe Tears of Anger : 'O that I fliould live 
To play the Woman thus ! All-pow'rful Heav'n, 

fere me, but one Hour, that Strength again. 
That I had once, to chaftife in thefe Men 
Their Follies, and ill Manners; and that done,- 
Wheri you pleafc, Til yield up the Fort of Life, 
And do it gladly. 

Qer. We ha* the better of hirti. 
We ha* made him cry. 

Veri. You fhali have fatisfaftion. 
And I will do it nobly, or difclaim me* 

Beaup. 
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Beaup. I fay no more, youVc a Brother, Sifter j 

This is your Wedding-day, we're in the Street, 

And howfoever they forget their Honour, 

Tis fit I lofe not mine, by their example^ 
t^ert. If there be Laws in Paris^ look to anfwer 

This infolent Affront. 
Cler. You that live by them. 

Study 'em for Heav'n's fake ; for my part I know not. 

Nor care not what they are. Is there ought clfe 

That you would fay ? 

Din. Nothing, I have my ends. 

Latnira weeps, I've faid too much I fear ; 

So dearly once I lov'd her, that I cannot 

Endure to fee her Tears. [Exeunt Dinant J«^CIeremont. 
Champ. See you perform it. 

And do it like my Nephew. Verd. If I fail in'c, 

Ne*er know me more 5 Coufin Beaupre^—— 
Champ. Repent not 

What thou haft done, my Life, thou (halt not find 

1 am decrepit ; in my Love and Service, 

I will be young, and conftant ; and believe me. 
For thou fhalt fin(J it true, in fcorn of all 
The fcandals thefe rude Men have thrown upon me, 
ril meet thy Pleafures with a young Man's ardour. 
And in all Circumftances of a Husband 
Rrform m y parp. 

Lam. Good Sir, I am your Servant, 
And 'tis too late now, if 1 did repent, 
(Which as^I am a V irgin yet, I do not) 
T* undo the knot, that by the Church is ty'd. 
Only I would befeech ye, as you have 
A good Opinion of me, and my Virtues, 
For fo you've pleas'd to ftilc my innoQ5ii£,5Kiftfcnefe,— • 
That what hath pafs'd between Dinant and me, 
Or what now in your hearing he hath fpoken. 
Beget not! doubts, or fears. 

Champ. I apprehpnd you. 
You think I will be jealous ; as I live 
Thou art miftaken. Sweet ; and to confirm it 
Difcourfe with whom thou wilt, ride where thou wilt, 

Feaft 
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Fcaft whom thou wilt, as often as thou wilt. 
For I will have no other Guards upon thee 
Than thine own Thoughts. 

Lami V\l ufc this Liberty 
With moderation, Sir. 

Beaup. I 3.m rctoly^d. 
Steal off, ril follow you. 

Champ. Come, Sir, youdroop; 
'Till you find caufe, which I fliaH never give, 
Did ike not of your Son-in-law. 

FerL Sir, you teach me 
The Language I fhould ufe ; I am moft happy 
In being fo near you. [Exeunt Verdone^ tf»^Beauprc, 

Lam. O my fears ? good Nurfe 
Follow my Brother unobferv'd, and learn 
Which way he takes. 

Nurfe. I Witt be careful^ Madam. (Exit NTtirfe. 

Champ. Between us Compliments are fuperfluoos i 
On, Gentlemen ; th' Affront We have met here 
We'll think upon hereafter ; 'twere unfit 
To cherilh any Thought to breed unfeft. 
Or to ourfelves, or to our Naptral Feaft. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Dina»nt, affd Ckremont 

Ckr. We (hall have fpof t, ne^er fear't. 

Din. What fport, I prithee ? 

Cler, Why we muff fight, I know it, and I longfar't^ 
It was apparent in the fiery Eye 
Of young Verdone ; Beaufre Joaky pale and ffxook too. 
Familiar figns of Anger. They^rc both brave Fdfows 
Try*d and approve, and I atn proud t'encQunter 
With Men, from whom no Honour can be loft; 
They wiH play up ta a Man, and fet him off. 
Whenever I go to the Fiekl, Hcjtv'n keep me from 
The meeting of an unflelh^d Youth or Coward; 
The firft, to get a Name, corner on too hot» 
The Coward is fo fwift in givhig grooni^ 
There is no overtaking him without 
A hunting Nag, wdl biwih'd tdo. 

Din. 
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IHn. All this while. 
You ne'er think on the Danger. 

CUr. Why *tis no more 
Than meeting of a dozen Friends at Supper, 
And drinking hard ; Mifchlef comes there unlook'd for, 
Vm fure as fudden, and ftrikes home as often. 
For this we are prepared. 

Din. Lamira loves i 

Her Brother Bioupre dearly. 

Cler. What of that ? 

Din. And fhould he call me t' an account for whac 
But now I fpake, nor can I with mine Honour 
Recant my Words, that little hope is left me, 
N E'er to enjoy what (next to Heav*n) I long for. 
Is taken (torn me. 

Cler. Why what can you hope for. 
She being now married ? 

Din. Oh my Oeremant^ 
To you ail Seorets of my Heart lie open. 
And I reft moft fecure tnat what(be*er 
I lock up there, is as a private Thought, 
And will no £irther wrong me. I am a Frenchman^ 
And for the greater part we are borin Courtiers, 
She is a Woman, and however yet 
No heat of Service had the power to mek 
Her frozen Chaftity, time and opportunity 
May work her to my ends, i contefs ill ones. 
And yet I muft purfue ^cn» : Now her Marriage, 
In probability, will no way hurt. 
But rather help me. 

Qer. Sits the Wind there ? Pray you telt me 
&r ot* dwelh your Love fiom Luft } 

Din: Too near. 
But prjthee chide me not. 

Cler. Not 1, go on, Boy* 
I've faults myfeiC and will not vtprehend 
A Crime I am not free ffom : For htf Marriage, 
\ ^ eft^m it (and* moft Batckelors are 
Of my Opinion) as a fair prai^diioD, 
To play the Wanton .withom lo6 of Honour. 

\-Din. 
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Bin. Would (he make ufe oPt (b, I were mod happy. 
Cler. No more of this^ Judge now. 
Whether I have the gift of Prophecy. 

« 

Enter Beaupre, and Verdone. 

Beaup. Monfieur Dinant^ 
I'm glad to find you, Sir. 
Din. Vm at your Service. 

Ferd. Good Monfieur Cleremcnt^ I have long wifli'd 
To be known better to you. 

Cler. My defires 
Embrace your wiflies. Sir. 
r Beaup. Sir, I've ever 
lEfteem'd you truly noble, and profefs 
fl fliould have been moft proud, to*ve had the Honour 
/ To call you Brother, but my Father's pleafure 
I Deny*d that Happinefi. I know no Man lives, 
' That can command his Paffions, and, therefore 
Dare not condemn the late intemperate Language 
Y* were pleas'd to ufe t* my Father and my Sifter, 
He's old and (he a Woman, I moft forry 
. My Honour docs compel me to entreat you, 
1 To do me the favour, with your Sword to meet me 
I A Mile without the City. 
^ Din. You much honour me 
In the demand. Til gladly wait upon you. 

Beaup. O Sir you teach me what to fay : The time ? 

Din. With the next Sun, if you think^fit. 

Beaup. The Place ? 

Din. Near to the Vineyard Eaftward from the 

City. 
Beaup. I like it well ; this Gentleman, if you pleafe. 
Will keep me company. 

Cler. That is agreed on j 
And in my Friend's behalf I will attend him; 
Verd. You Ihall not mifs my Service, 
Beaup. Good day. Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Beaupre, and Verdone. 
Din. At your Commandment. 
Cler. Proud to be your Servants. 

I 
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(7^ I think there is no Nation under Heav'n 

That cut their Enemies Throats with Complinficnt, 

And fgch fine Tricks as we do : If you have 

Any few Prayers, to fay, this Night you may 

Call 'em to mind and ufe 'em ; for myfelf. 

As I have littk to lofc, my care is left. 

So 'till to Morrow Morning I bequeath you 

To your Devocions 5 and thofe paid, but ufe ♦ 

That noble Q)urage I have fecn, and we 

Shall fight, as in a Caftle. 

Din, Thbu*rt all Honour, 
Thy Refolution would ftcel a Coward, 
And I moft fortunate in fuch a Friend ; 
All tendernefs and nice refpcdt of Woman 
.Be now far from me. Reputation take 
A full Poffcflion of my Heart, and prove 
Honour the firft place hokls, the iecond Love. 
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A C T II. SCENE L I 

\ 

(8) Enter Laos^ira, and CharJottc, ^ 

Lam. Q L E E P S my Lord ftill, Cbarhtte ? 

\^ Char. Not to be wak'd. 
B'yourLadyfhip'schearful Looks I well perceive 
That this ^ight the gopd Lord hath been 

(7) I think there is no Nation under Heato'n^ 

That cut their Enemies Throats fwith CompJim^ntf 
And fuch fine Tricks as *we do : — ] Mo Here hai a Scene 
built upon tke Pollteaefi oi the French Duellers^ wiiich is extremdy 
like this. I mention it not as fuppoiing that ^xcell^nt Writer to haye 
copy*d from our Authors; but to ihew how admiiiably the latter 
drew their Charadlers t fince in the Portraits of frenchmen, they hit 
the very fame mafterly Strokes whh the greateft Mailer o( French 
Comedy. 

(8) Enter Lamira, zai Charlotte, 1 I thijik it ytry clear, that this 
is the Beginning of the fecond Ad ; for a whoie Night 'is paii fii>ce 
the lad Scene, and |the Players feem to have divided the . A£ls at the 
End of the next Scene, only toi make them of a more equalLetogth. 

Vb L. IV. N Ac 




1 

194 7)&^ Little French Lawyer. 

At an unufual Service, and no wonder 

If he rcKTafter it. Lam. You're very bold. 

Char. Your Creature, Madam, and when you arc 
pleas'd ' 

Sadnefs to me*s a Str anger -, your good pardon 
If I IpSak llkd 9l Jbool, I could have wifht 
To have ta'cii your place to Night, had bold Dinani^ 
Your firfl: and mofl: obfcquious Servant, tafted 
Thofe Delicates, which by his Lethargy, 
As it appears, have cloy'd my Lord. 

Lam. No more. 

Char. I'm filenc'd. Madam. i 

, Lam. Saw you my Nurfe this Morning ? 

Char. No, Madam. 

Lam. Vm full of Fears. [Knock within. 

Who's that ? 

Char. She y6u enquired for. 

Lam. Bring her in, and leave me. [Exit Charlotte. 
Now Nurfe, what News ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nurfe. O Lady, dreadful ones. 
They are to fight this Morning, there's no remedy. 
I faw my Lord your Brother, and Verdone^ 
Take Horfe as I came by. 

Lam. Where's Cleremont ? 

Nurfe. I met him too, and mounted. 

Lam. Where's Dinant ? 

Nurfe. There's all the hope, I've (laid him with a trick, 
If I have done well fo. 

Lam. What trick ? 

Nurfe. I told him. 
Your Ladyfliip laid your Command upon him 
T'attend you prefently ; and to confirm it. 
Gave him the Ring he oft hath fcen you wear. 
That you beftow'd on me : He waits without 
Difguis'd, and if you have that power in him. 
As I prefume you have, it is in you * 

To ftay or alter him. 

Lam. Have you learnt the Place 

Where 
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Where they are to encounter ? ^ 

Nurft. Yes, ^^'tis where 
The Duke of Burgundy met Letjots th* Eleventh. 

Lam^ Enough, I will reward thee liberally, 

\E>i%t Nurfe. 
Go bring him in : Full dear I lov'd Dinant, 
While it was lawful, but thofe Fires are quench'd, 
I being now another's ; Truth forgive. me. 
And let Diflimulation be no Crime, 
Though moft unwillingly I put it on 
To guard a Brother's fafety. 

Enler Dinant. 

Din. Now your pleafure. 
Though ill you have deferv'd it, you perceive 
I*m ftill your Fool, and cannot bjt cb-7 
"Whatever you command. 

Lam. You fpcak, as if 
You did repent it, 'tis not worth my thanks then 5 
But there has been a time, in which yju would 
Receive this as a Favour. 

Din. Hope was left then 
Of Recompence. 

Lam. Why I am ftill Lamira^ 
And you Dinanty and 'tis yet in my power, 
I dare not fay Til put it into ad, 
T* reward your Love and Service. 

Din. There's fome comfort. 

Lam. But think not that fo low I pri^e my Fame, 
To give it up to any Man that refufes 
To buy it ; or with danger of Performance 
Of what I Ihall enjoin him— • 

Din. Name that Danger, 
Be't of what horrid fliape foever, Lady, 
Which I will fhrink at % only at this inllant 
Be fpeedy in*t. 

Lam. I'll put you to the trial : 
You {hall not fight today j d* you flart at that? 
Not with my Brother, I have heard your difference, • 
Mine is no Helen\ Beauty to be purchased 

N 2 With 
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With Blood, and fo defended ; if you look for 
Favours from me, defervc them vrith Obedience, 
There's no way elfe to gain *em. 

Din. You command 
What wilfh mine Honour I cannot obey 
Which lies at Pawn againft it, and a Friend 
Equally dear as that, of Life, cngag'd, 
Not for himfelf, but me* 

Lam. Why foolifh Man, 
Dare you follicit me to ferve your Luft, 
In which not only I abufe my Lord, 
My Father, and my Family, but write Whore, 
Though not upon my Forehead, in my Confcience, 
^aJ^ To be ready^ hourly, and yet name your Hohour ? 

Yours fuffers but in circumftance ; mine in fubftance^ 
If you obey me, you part with feme credit. 
From whom? the giddy Multitude t But Mankind 
Will cenfure me, and juftly. 

Din. Iwilllofe, 
What moft I do dcfire, rather than hazard 
So dear a Friend, or write myfelf a Coward^ 
*Tis better be no Man. 

Lam. This will not do ; 
Why, I defire not you ihould be a Coward, 
Nor do I weigh my Brother*^ Life with j^ours^ 
Meet him,, fight with him, do, and kill him faiHyi 
Let me not fufFer for you, I am caretefs. 

Din. Suffer for me ? 

Lam. . For you^ triy kindrtefe to you 
Already brands me with a Strumpet*s nanie. 

Din. O that I knew the Wittch ! 

Lam. I will not narhe him. 
Nor give you any Charafter to kh<si9 him 5 
But if you dare, attd inftantly ride forth 
At the Weft Port of the City, and defend theft 
My Reputation, againft all you meet. 
For two hours only. Til not fwear, Binam^ 
To fatisffe, though fure I think I fhali, 
AVhatever you dcfire ; if you deny this. 
Be dcfpcrate, for willingly, by this Light, 

Pll 
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I'll never fee thee more. 

Din. Two hours, do you fey ? 

Lam. Only two hours. 

jp/». \ were no Qeii tleman. 
Should I make fcruple qf it % ;his Favour arm^ me, 
ilnd lipldly rU perform it. \ExU. 

Lam. I am glad pn't. ' 
ThH will prevent their Mating yet, apd keep 
My Brother fafe, which was the Mark I fhot at. [Exit. 

s g S N JE II, 

^nter Cleremont, as in the Field. 

Cler. I'm firft i*th* Field, that Honour's gain'd of our 
fide. 
Pray Heav*n I may get off as, honourably : 
The hour is paft, I wonder Dinant comes not, 
This is the Place, I cj^nnot fee him yec ; 
It is his Qparrel too that brought me hither, 
And I ne'er knew him yet but to his Honour 
A firm and worthy Friend 5 yet I fce nothing. 
Nor Horfc nor Man ; 'twould vex me to be left here. 
To th' Mercy of two Swprds, and two approv'd ones. 
I never knew him lafi* 

jB»/^r Beaupre, WVerdoQC. 

Beaup. You are well met> Cleremont. 

Verd. You're ^ fair G?ntlepian, and Jove your Friend, 
Sir. 
What, are you ready ? th* time has overtaken us. 

Beaup. And this, you know, the Place. 

Qer. TSio Dinant yet i 

Betj^tfp. We come not now fo argue, but to do ; 
We wait you, Sir. 

Cfer. There's no time paft jet. Gentlemen, 
We've Day enough : Is't pombic he comes not? 
You fce I'm ready here, and do but ft^y 
Till my Friend come s walk but a ti^rn or two* 
'Twill not be long* 

N 3 Veri, 
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Verd. We came to fight. 

Cler. Ye ftiall fight, Gentlemen, 
And fight enough \ but a fliort turn or two ; 
I thiink I fee him, fet up your Watch, we'll fight by it. 

Beawp. That is not he ; we will not be deluded. 

Cler. Am I bob'd thus ? Pray take a Pipe of Tobacco, 
Or fing but fomenew Air ; b\t that time, Gentlemen— 

Verd, Come draw your Sword, you know the Cuftom 
here. Sir, 
Firft come, firft ferv'd. 

Cler, Though it be held a Cuftom, 
And praftis'd fo, I do not hold it honeft ; 
What Honour can you both win oa me finglc ? 

Beaup, Yield up your Sword then. 

Cler. Yield my Sword ? that's Hebrew \ 
ril be firft cut a pieces ; hold but awhile, 
ril take the next that comes. 

Enter an old Gentleman. 

You're an old Gentleman ? 

Gent. Yes indeed am I, Sir. 

Cler» And wear no Sword? 

Gent. I need none. Sir. 

Cler, I would 'you did, and had one 5 
\ want now fuch a foolifli Cour tefie. 
You fee thefe Gentlemen } 

Gent, You want a Second. 
In good Faith, Sir, I was ne'er handfbm.at it, 
I would you had my Son, but he's in Italy ^ 
A proper Gentleman -, you may do well, Gallants, 
If your Quarrel be not capital, toVe more Mercy, 
The Gentleman may do his Country- 

Cler. Now I befcech you, Sir, 
If y* dare not fight, don't ftay to beg my Pardon. 
There lies your way. 

Gent, Good-morrow, Gentlemen. \^Eicit. 

Verd. You fee your Fortune, 
You'd better yield your Sword. 

QUr, Pray ye ftay 4 little, 

Enter 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 

I 

Upon mine Honefty, you fhall be fought with ; 

We]], Dinant, well 5 thefe wear Swords, and fcem brave 

Fellows. 
As you arc Gentlemen, one of you fupply me, 
I want a Second now to meet thefe Gallants, 
You know what Honour is. 

1 Gent, Sir, you 'muft pardon us. 

We go about the fame work, you are ready for ; 
And muft fight prefently, elfe we were your Servants. 

2 Gent. God fpeed you, and good day. 

[^Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Cler. Am I thus coked ? 

Beaup. Come, either yield' 

Cler. As you*re honeft Gentlemen, ^ 

Stay but the next, and then I'll take my Fortune, 

And if I fight not like a Man Fy Dinant^ ^ 

Cold now and treacherous. 

Enter Monjieur hsL^VfTit^ mtbin. 

La-writ. I underttand your Caufes. 
Yours abjut Corn, yours about Pins and Glafics, 
Will y* make me mad, have I not all the Parccl:> f 
And his Petition too, about Bell-founding ? 
Send in your Witnefles, what wUl you have me do ? 
Will you have me break my Heart? my Brains are melted j - 
And tell your Mafter, as I am a Gentleman, 
His Caufe fliall be the firft ; commend me to your Miftrefs, 
And tell her, if there be an extraordinary Feather, 
And tall enough for her — —I (hall difpatch you too, . 
I know your Caufe, for tranfporting of Farthingales 5 
Trouble me no more, I fay again to you, 
No more Vexation : Bid my Wife fend me fome Puddings j 
I have a Caufe to run through, requires Puddings, 
Puddings enough. Farewel. 

Cler, God (peed you. Sir. 

Beaup. Would he would take this Fellow, 

Verd. A rare Youth. 

Cler. If you ben*t hafty. Sir. 

N 4 L§wrtU 
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La-writ. Yes, I am hafty. 
Exceeding, hafty, Sir, I am going to the Parliament, 
You undcrftand this Bag, if you have any Bufinefs 
Depefiding there, be ftiort, and lee me hear it. 
And pay your Fees. 

Cler. 'Faith, Sir, I have a Bufinefs, 
But it depends upon no Parliament. 

La-writ. I have no skill in*t then. 

Cler. I muft defire you, 
*Tis a Sword mateer. Sir. 

La- writ. I am no Cutler^ 
I am an Advocate, Sir. 

]^€m^. How the thing looks ? 

Verd. When he brings him £0 fight; 

Cler, Be not fo hafty. 
You wear a good Swerd. 

La- writ. I know not that, 
I never drew it yet, <)r whether it bcl a Swor d 

Cler. I muft intreat you try. Sir, and beiar a part 
Againft thefe Gentlemen, I want a Second 5 
Ye feem a Man, and 'tis ^ noble Office. 

La-writ. I am a Lawyer, Sir, I am no Fighter* 

Cler. You that breed Quarrels, Sir, know beft to fetisfie* 

Becmp. This i^ fome fport yet. 

Verd. If this Fellow (hould fight. 

La-writ, And for any thing I know, I ain an airaoc 
. Coward, 
Do not truft me, I think I axn a Coward. 

Xter. Try, try, you are miftaken : Walk9n Gcmlenaen, 
The Man (hall follow prefently. 

La-wif' Are ye mad, Gentlen^an? 
My Bufinefs 13 w^hin this half hour. 

Cler. That's all one. 
We'll di^atch within this quarter, there in that Boctom, 
*Tis moft convenient. Gentlemen, 

Beaup. Well, we'll wait. Sir. 

Verd. Why this will be a comick Fight, you'll follow. 
, La^'Writ. A3 Vttk 9 true Man, I can't fight. 

[Exeunt fieabprc and Verdbne. 

Ckr. 
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CUr. (Away, away j ) ^ 
I know you can : I like your Modefly^ 
I know you will fight, and fo fight, with fuch Metal, 
And with fuch Judgment meet yow Enemy's Furf j 
1 fee it in your Eye, Sir. 

lA'Writ. I'll be hsing'd then ; 
And I charge you in the King's Name, name no more 
fighting. 
Cler. I charge you in the Kirk's Name, {day the Man, 
Which if you do not quickly, I begin with you, 
ril make you dance, do you fee your Fkidleftick ? 
Sweet Advocate tbOtt ihalt fight. . 

Z/iT-^r//. Stand farther. Gentleman^ . 

Or rU give you fuch a Dufto'th* Chaps - 

Cler, Spoke bravely. 
And like tb]^felf, % hoblc Advocate : 
Come to thy t'ools. 

La-wrxt. I do not fay I'll fight. 
Qler. I fay thou (halt, and bravely. 
La-wril. If 1 do fight ; 
I fay, if I do, but don't depend upon*t. 
And yet I have a fooliih Itch upon me. 
What ihall become of my Wriungs i 

Cler. Let 'em lye by. 
They will not run away, Man. 
La^writ. I may be kilM too. 
And v^here are all my Caufes then ? my Bufihefs ? 
I will not fight, I cannot fight, my Oaufes 

Cler. Thou (halt fight, if thou had(t a thoufand Caufes, 
Thou art t Man to fight for any Capie, 
And carry it with Honour. 

La-writ. Hum, fay you fo? if I ihould 
Be fuch a Coxcomb to prove valiant now i ■ ■ 
Cl^. 1 know thou art moft valiant. 
La-writ. D' you think fo ? 
I am undone for ever, if it prove lb, 
I tell you that, my honeft Friend, for ever ; 
For I (hall ne'er leave quarr^iiing. 
How long muft we fight f for I cannot ftay, 
^ Nor will not ftay, I've Bufinefs* 
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Cler. We*]l do't in a minute, in a moment. 

Lchwrit. Here will I hang my Bag then, it may fave 
my BelJy, 
I neytfr lov'd cold Iron there. 

Cler. You do wifely. ' 

La-writ. Help me to pluck my Sword out then, quickly, 
quickly, 
'Thas not fcen Sun thefe ten Years. 

Cler. How it grumbles ? 
This Sword is vengeance Angry. 

La^writ. Now I'll put my Hat up. 
And fay my Prayers as I go ; away Boy, 
If I bekill'd remember the littk Lawyer. [^Exeunt. 

- Enter Beaupre. 

Beaup. They're both come on, that may be a fiubbom 
Rafcal, 
Take you that Ground, 

Enter La-writ. 

rn flay here. 
Fight bravely. 

La-writ. To't cbearfully my Boys, you'll let's have 
fair play. 
None of your foining Tricks. 

Beaup. Come forward Monfieur ? \Fight. 

What baft thou there?, a Pudding in thy Belly? 
I fhall fee what it holds.. 

La-^iprit, Put your; Spoon home then : 
Nay, fince I muft fight, have at you without Wit, Sir: 
God-a-mercy Bag. Beaup, Nothing but Bumbaft in ye-? 
The Rogue winks and fights. 

La-writ. Now your fine fencing. Sir : 

[Beaup. lofes his Sword. La-writ treads on it. 
Standoff, thou^diefton point elfe, 
I have it, I have it: Yet further off: 
I have his Sword. Cler. Then keep it, be fure you keep it. 

La-writ. I'll put it in my Mouth elfe. 
Stand further off yet, and ftand quietly. 
And look another' way, or Til li with you : 

la 
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Is this all ? ril undertake within thefe two days 
To furnifli any Cutler in this Kingdom. \ 

Beaup. Pox, what Fortune's f his ? Difarm'd by a Puppy ? 
A Snail ? a Dog ? 

La-writ. No more o* thefe Words, Gentleman, 
Sweet Gentleman no more, ,do not provoke me ; 
Go walk i'th* Horfe^fair, whiftlc Gentleman ; 
What mull I do now ? 

Enler Cleremont, purfued by Verdonc- 

Cler. Help me, I'm almoft breathlefs. 

La-writ. With all my Heart, there's a cold Pye he 
you. Sir. « 

C&r: Thou ftrik'ft me. Fool. 

La- writ. Thou Fool, (land further off then. 
Deliver, deliver. 

Cler. H6ld fad. 

La-writ. I never fail in't, 
[He firikes up the other's Heels ^ and takes his Sword too. 
There's twelve Pence, go buy you two leaden Daggers. 
Have I done well ? Cler. Mod like a Gentleman. 

Beaup. And we two bafely loft. 

Ferd. 'Tis but a Fortune. 
We fhall yet find an hour. 

[Exeunt Beaupre and Vcrdonc fad. 

Cler.^ I Ihall be glad on't. 

La writ. Where's my Cloak, and my Trinkets? 
Or will you fight any longer, for a cra(h or two : 

Cler. I am your noble Friend, Sir. 

La- writ. It may be fo. 

Cler. What Honour (hall I do you. 
For this great Courtefie ? 

La-writ. All I defirc of ye. 
Is to take the Quarrel to yourfelf, and let me hear no 

more on*t, ^ 

I have no liking to't, 'tis a foolifh matter. 
And help me to put up my Sword. 

Cler. Moft willingly. 
But I am bound to gratifie you, and I muft not leave you. 

La-writ, I tell you, I will not be gratified. 
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Nor I will hear no more on't : Take the Swords too. 
And do not anger me but leave me quietly. 
For ch' matter of Honour, Zeis at your own difpofuret 
And fo, and fo. [^Exit La^wriF, 

Cler. This is a moft rare Lawyer : 
I'm fure mod valiant. Well Dinant^ as you &tisfie me, 
I lay no more : Pm loaden like ^n Armorer. 

[£*fi Clercraont 
Enter I>ina/)t. 

Din. To be difpatcbt yppn a flcev^Iefs l^xnni ? 
To leave my Friend cngag'd, min^ Honour tainted ? 
Thefe are trim Things. I am fet here like a Pjcrduc, 
To watch a Fellow that h^3 wrpng'd niy Miftr^s, 
A fcurvy Fellow that muft paft this w^y. 

But what this fcurvy Fellow is, or whence. 
Or whether his Name be William^ or Jokn^ 
Or Antony^ or Dick^ or any thing, \ know not ^ 
A fcurvy rafcalJy Fellow \ ipuft aim at, 
And there^s the OfEce of an iVfs flun^ pn no^. 
Sure Chrtmont has fought, but how come Off, 
And what the World (ball think pf me hereafter : 
Well, Woman, Woman, I muft Ipok ypur Rafc^Is, 
And lofe my Reputation : YeVj? a fi(ie ppwer over u?. 
Thefe two Jong hours JVe trotted here, and curioufly 
Survey'd all Goers by, yet find ftO Rafcgl, 
Nor any Face to qiiarrcl with j 

lj3i'm\tjingswitbiny then Enters. 

What's that ? 

This is a rafcally Voice, fgre it (corw? this way. 
La-writ, He ftrook fo hard'^ the Mi^pn broke 9 

^nd Tarquin beard the Sound, 
IXn. (9) What Mifl»/-thipg Ji this ? let n>c furv^y i^ 
La-writ. And then hefirook his Neck in two, 

m. 

(9) fTbat Mafter-thing is this?. ] Tlic Idea tkis gavs was, 

TFhat Mafter-fiece of Oddity ha<ue'we bfref JSujC ^r. Jyjw^a has hit 
ffn a wftriB l^imovif^s Readings JV^^t* Mifi^rttbivg is this? Mifi^^ 
* Wight being cojowblou to Spenjir sMid Chaucer, J am far from approv- 
ing the Infextion of oUblece Words in geo^ral s but here> where La- 

wrii 
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Bin. This may be % Rafeal, but 'tis k mad Rafcal^ 
What an Alphabet of Facet he. puts oft ? 
Hey, how it fences P if this (hould be the Rogue, 
As *tis the likclieft Rogue I fee this Day-— *- 

La-writ. JVas ever Man for Ladies fake ? d^^n^d^wH. 
Din. And what ai^e yOu> good Sir ? clowti^ down, down^ 

down. 
La-^yit. What's that to you, good Sir? down, down. 
^ Din. A pox oh you, good Sir, down, down^ doWn^ 
You with your Buckram Bag, what make you here ? 
And from whence Come you ? 1 could fight with my 
Shadow now. 
La-writ. Thou fierce Man that like Sir Lancelot doft 
• appear. 
I need not tell thee what I am^ nor eke whiit I make here^ 

Din.T\i\% is a precious knave ^ ftay, ftay, good frijimnl^ 
And let me ask thy Mightinefs a Queftion i 
Did ye ne'er abufe a L^y ? La-writ. Not ; to Abufe 
A Lady's very hard. Sir, Din. Say you fo, Sirf 
But didft thou never yet abufe her Honour ? 

La-writ^ Not ; to abufe her Honour, is impoffiNe. 
Din. Certain, this is the Rafcal : Wfaat*s thy Nattie ? 
La-writ. My Name is Cock o" two, (lo) ufc toe it- 
foeftivfely, ^ 

I will bdX'ikk ot three clfc. Din. What's M tfeis? 
You fey> y6u did abufe a Lady. La-writ. You lie* 
Din. And that you Wfong'd her Honour. 
La-writ. That^s two Lies, 
Speak fuddenly, for I am full of Bufinefs. 

Din. What art thou, or wh^t canft thou be, thoiSi PW- 
gobfe^ 
TMt durft give me the Liethus ? diou mak*ft me wonder. 
La-writ. And wonder on, till time make all things plain. 

wr// is talking and iiflghig Knight- Errantry^ a W^d cohmroci In the 
Tales of Knight- Errants is certainly natural and obvious. In the ejc- 
cellent Gloffary to Urry's Chaucer y Mifter^ from the "Frencli Mefiier^ 
a 'f^rofejjtdn or Trade. Hence it is fts'd foi: any fort, ihtd, 6r con- 
diiioni as Mifterfolk kitid of Meli, 4lq, i 

(lo) ufe mi refpeaivcly,] Here rf^ft???^^ ^ is fynonyhious 

Xq Yijptitfully. We never, I believe, now ule it in that Senfe. 

Din. 
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Bin. You muft not part fo, Sir ; art thou a GeritJeman ? 

La-writ. Ask thofe upon whofe Ruins I am mounted. 

Din. This is fome Cavalero Knight o'th' Sun, 

La-writ. I tell thee I am as good a Gentleman 
As th* Duke ; 
I have atchievM— — go follow thy Bufineft. 

Din. But for this Lady, Sir 

La-writ. Why, hang this Lady, Sir, [Ladies ? 

And the Lady Mother too. Sir, what have I to do with 

Enter Cleremont. 

Cler. 'Tis the little Lawyer's Voice : Has he got my 
way ? 
It (hould be hereabouts. 

Di». Ye dry Bisket Rogue, 
I will fo fwinge you for this Blafphemy^ » 
Ha* I found you out ? 

Oer. That fhould be Dinanfs Tongue too. 

La-writ. And I defie thee, (do thy word: O h9 quoth 
Lancelot tbo. 
And that thou (halt know, Pm a true Gentleman, 
And fpeak according to the Phrafc triumphant \ 
Thy Lady is a fcurvy Lady, . and a Ihitten Lady, 
And though I never heard of her, a dcboflied Lady, 
And thou a Squire of low degree ; will that content thee? 
Doft thou way-lay me with Ladies ? A pretty Sword, Sir, 
A very pretty Sword, I have a great mind to*t. 

Din. You (hall not lofe your longing, Roguc.- 

Cler. Hold, hold. 
Hold, Dinant^ as thou art a Gentleman. 

La-writ. As much as you will, my Hand is in now. 

Cler. I am your Friend, Sir : Dinant^ you draw your 
Sword 
Upon the Gentleman preferv'd your Honour : 
This was my Second, and did back me nobly ; 
For |hame forbear. 

Din. I ask your Mercy, Sir, and am your Servant now. 

La-writ. May we not fight then ? 

Cler. I'm furc you fhall not now. 

La^writ. 
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La^writ. Ym forry for'c, Pm fure Pll ftay no longer 
then. 
Not a Jot longer : Are there any more on ye afore ? 
I will fmg ftij), Sir. \^Exit La-writ, fingtng. 

Din. 1 look now you fhould chide me, and *cis fit. 
And with much bittcrnds exprefs your Anger^ 
I have deftrv'd : Yet when you know 

Cler, I thank ye. 
Do you think that the wrong you have offered me. 
The moft unmanJy wrong, unfriendly wrong* 

Bin. I do confcfs— - 



Cler. That Boyifli Slight 

Din. Not fo. Sir. 

Cler. That poor and bafe renouncing of your Honour, 
Can be allay'd with Words ? 

Din. I give you way ft ill. 

Cler. ColourM with fmooth Exculfcs? Was it a Friend's 
part, 
A Gentleman's, a Man's that wears a Sword, 
And ftand upon the point of Reputation, ^ 

To hide his Head then, when his Honour call'd him ; 
Caird him aloud, and led him to his Fortune ? 
To halt and flip the Collar ? By my Life, 
I wou'd have giv'n my Life Td never known thee, 
Thou'ft eaten Canker-like into my Judgment 
With this difgrace, thy whole Life cannot heal again. 

Din. This 1 can fufftr too, I find it honeft. 

Cler. Can you pretend a 'fcufc now may abfolve you, 
Or any thing like honeft, to bring you off ? 
Engage me like an Afs ? 

Din. Will you but hear me ? 

Cler. Expol'e me like a Jade to tug, and hale through, 
Laugh'd at, and almoft hooted ; your Difgraces 
Invite Mens Swords and Angers to dilpatch me. 

Din. If you will be patient. 

Cler. And be abused ftill : But that I've call'd thee 
^ Friend, 
And to that Name allow a Sanftuary, 
You fticuld hear furthjr from me, I'd not talk thus: 
But hcnccforwh ftand on your own Bottom, Sir, 

And 
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And bear yoar own abufes, I fcorn my Sword 
Should travel in fo poor and empty Quar];els. 

Din. Ha* yoa done yet ? take your whole fwinge of 
Anger, 
I'll bear all with content. 

Qer. Why were you ahfent ? 

Din. You know i am no Coward, you have ieen that. 
And therefore, out of Fear forfook you not : 
You know I am not falfe, of a treadierous Nature, 
Apt to betray my Frioid, 1 have fought for you too ; 
You know no bulinefs, that coneern'd my State^ 
My Kindred, or my Life. 

Cler. Where was the Fault then ? 

Din. The Honour of that Lady I adore. 
Her Credit, and her Name : Ye know flie fent for me. 
And with what hade. 

Ckr. What was he that tradoc'd ? 

Din. The Man i*th' Moon, I think, hither I was fent. 
But to what end 

EnUr old Lady. ' 

Cler. This is a pretty Flim-flam, 

Old Lady. I am glad I have met you, Sir^ I have been 
feeking. 
And feeking every where. 

Ckr. And now you have found him. 
Declare what bufinefs, (i old Ambaflador. 

Old L^. What's that to ye, good Man Floater ? O, Sir, 
my Lady— — 

Din. Prithee no more of thy Lady, I have too mudi 
on*t. 

Cler. Let me hav€ a little, fpeak to me. 

Old Lady. To you, Sir ? 
*Tis more than time : All occafions fet afide. Sir, 
Or whatfoever may be thought a Bufincf s " 

Din. Whktben? 

(if) ' our jfmhqfikdor,'] Mr. Bytitpfin thinks this might pro- 

bably be old Amhaffadar^ and then tbere^s a ilrong Reafon for her call- 
ing him Flout er. It is certainly an Improviementj and bids fair for 
bavins been the Odgingl, 

Old Lady. 
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Old Lady. Repair to me wichia tins hour. . , 

CUr. Where? 

OU Lady. Whac*s that to you ? come you, $ir, when 
y'arc fent for. 

Cler. God'Z^-mtYcy MumpftmuSy r , 

You may go Dinantj and follow this old Fairy^ . . 
Till you have loft yourfelfj your Friends, your Credit^ 

( 1 2) And hpney out your Youth In rare Adventures* 
I can biit grieve Fve known you. 

Old Lady. Will ye go. Sir? • 
I come not often to you with thele BlefUngs, 
You may believe that thing there, and repent it^ ' ' 
That do^ed thing. 
^ Cler. Peace, Touchwood. 

Din. I will not go : 
Go bid your Lady feek fome Fool to fawn on her» 
Some unexperienced Puppy to make (port with^ 
Pve been her Mirth too long ; thus 1 fhake from me 
The Fetters (he put on, thus her Enchantments 
I blow away like Wind, no more her Beauty— — 

Old Lady. Take heed, Sir, what you fay. 

Qer. Go forward, Binant. 

Din. The Charms (hot from her Eyes*—* 

Old Lady. Be wife. 

Cler. Be valiant. [deftru£^ions 

Din. That Tongue that tells fair Talcs to Mens 

(13) Shall never rack me more. 

(12) And hunt 2mzj your Toutb in ran Ad*u9ntures^ ] • I have re^ 
^or*d the Readine of the old Folio here. Ti? hon^ •uf his Youths is 
extremely poetical^ for nuafting if in the pallinz S<wiets of unlawful 
L^ve: But the (econJ Folio (having nowlofl the judicious Corrector 
it had in The Falfe One) difcards this fine Metaphor as unintdligible ; 
and the Odavo here ag^n unluckily begins to copy from it. 

(13) Shall ni*ver rack me more.'] Rack, i. e« torment , is certainly 
good Senie here, and I therefore don't change it, , tho* ^wrack^ the old 
way of fpelling <wrf^i, i. e. Sbip-tAjreck, feems much more poetical: 
For his Honour, by her Devices, had yj& before been njuraclCd^ which 
Dinant a little lower expreiTes by the fame Metaphor. 

■ •like a bold Merchant, 

-^— — r^ve mentur^dallthefe, 
./. #. Time, Friends, Honour and Life. 

And Jplif my Bottom. 
This Confirmation occurred after the Conjedture itfelf. 

Vol. IV. O Old Lady. ' 
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Old Lady. Stay there. Cler. Gq forward. 

Din. I will now hear her, fee her as a Woman, 
Survey her^ (14) and the Power Man has allowed her. 
As I would do the Courfe of common things, 
Unmov'd, unftruck. 
. Qer. Hold there, and I forgive thee. 
/ Din. She is not fair, and that that makes her proud ^ 
Is noit her own, our Eyes bellow it on her ; 
To touch and kifs her is no Bleflednefs,' 
A Sun-burnt Etbiop^s Lip's as foft as hers. 
Go, bid her (lick fome other Triumph up. 
And take into her Favour fome dull Fool, 
That has no precious Time to lofe, no Friends, 
No Honour, nor no Life ; like a bold Merchatit, 
A bold and Bankrupt Man, Tve. ventured all thefe. 
And fpHt my Bottom ; return this anfwer to htjr, 
I am awake again and fee her Mifchi^fs, 
( 1 5) And am not now on every idle Errand, 
And nev^-coin'd Anger, to be hurried, 
" And tReri defpis'd again ; I have forgot her. 

Cler. If this be true* ■ ■ 

Old Lady. I'm forry I have troubled you; 
More forry that my Lady has adventured 
So great a Favour in fo weak a Mind : . 
This Hour you have rcfus'd^ that when you comt to 

know it. 
Will run yoii mad, and make you curfe that Fellow 5 
She h not fair, nor handfome, fo I leave you. 

Cler. Stay, Lady, Hay, but is there fuch a Bufinefs ? 

Old Lady. You*d break your Nccfc, 'twere yours. 

(14) 'm nd tie Power Man has allow'*^^ Sir,} Former E^ddRa, 

(15) Jrtd am not now on ivety idfe Errand, 
Jind new-coined Anger, to be hurried. 

And then Jefpiid again ; ] Mn Sympfon fufpeds the Word 
' hurried, ii& making no Antitheiis to dejpi/d, and iherdfore propofes to 
read honeyed, a Wotd common to our Authors. Bat as Dinant had 
juft before been hurried on an idle Errand, dHi a neW'Coip\d Anger, 
i fee no fort of Reafon for' the Change : Perhaps, indeed, Anger might 
have been Danger, becaufe it was the Pretence 6f that whicn had in- 
duced him to go of her former £rrand ; bat neither is this Change 
neceflary. 

Oer. 
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CUf. My Back, you would fay. 

Old LaXtf. Sue play ^e ]^riend's part flill> Sir« and 
undo him, 
•Tis a fair Officcl^ r / > 

Bin. I've fpoke too libenUly.^ A^ 

O/i X/i^. I fhall deliver what you fay. 

Cler. You fhall be (wftgM Brft, 
You'd fain be prating now ; take the Man witli youil 

Old Lady. Not I, I have no Power. 

Cler. You may go, Dinant. ' ^ 

Old Lady. 'Tis in's own WiHj I h*d no /iiithcr diarge, 
Sir, ■ 
Than t* tell him What I did, which if Pd thought ' 
It fhould have been received fo—— - 

Cler. 'Faith you may. 
You do not know how far it may concern you. 
If I perceived any Trick m't. 

Z)i». 'Twill end there. 

Cler. 'Tis my fault then, there is an Hdur in Fortune, 
That muft be ftill obfaVd : ^ You think IMl ehide you, 
When things muft be ; nay, {ttt;^w he will hokl his Hcid up ? 
Would fuch a Lady fend with filth a charg^ too ? 
Say (he has plaid the fool, play the fool with her again. 
The great Fool, and the greater ftill the better. 
He fhall go with you, Womah. 

Old Lady. As it pleafe him, 
I know the way alone elfe. 

Dw. Where is your Lady ? ♦ 

Old Lady. I (hall dire& you quickly. 

Bin. Well, Pll go. 
But what her Wrongs will give me leave to (ay* i 

Cler. We'll leave that to yourfclves: 1 (hall hear from jtou. 

Bin. P^% foon as I come off— — — 

Ckr. Come on then bravely } 
Farewel 'till, then, and play the Man. 

Bin. You're merry ; 
All I expedt is Scorn : Pll lead you, Lady. 

[Exeunt feverally* 
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A C T III. g C E N E I, 

Enter Champernel, Lamira, Beaupit, Verdone, 

and Charlotte. 

Beaup.^TTE'M venture on him. 

VV Cbamp.r Out of my Doors I charge thef» 

fee me no more. 

LtfOT. • Your Nephew ? 

Cbamf^. I difclaim him, ' ^ 

He has no part in me, nor in my Blood, 
My Brother that kept Fortune bound, and left 
Conqueft Hereditary to his Iffue, 
Could not beget a Coward. 

y'erd. I fought. Sir, 
Like a good Fellow, and a Soldier too, > 

But Men are Men, and cannot make tl^ir I^ates r 
Afcribe you to ray Father vfbat you pleafe. 
I am born to fuffer. 

Obamp. All Diiferaces, Wretch. . . 

Lam. Good Sir, be patient. 
r Champ. Was there no Tree, 
(For to fall by a noble Eneniy's Sword, 
A Coward is unworthy) nor (16) no River, 
To force thy Life out backward, and to drown it 
But that thou muft furvive thy Infemy ? 
And kill me with the /ight of one 1 hate. 
And gladly would forget ? 

jSrJAfp. Sir, his Misfortune 
Defer ves pot this -Reprpof. 
: damp.* In youi: Opinion, 
'Tis fit you two fhould be of one Belief^ 
You are indeed fine Gallants, and fight bravely 
Pth* City with your Tongues, but in the Field 
Have neither Spirit to dare, nor Power to do, , 

/|6) , fti\ River, 

^9 force thy Life out hachward^ or /• drown tV]. The Dif- 
jttn£ti?c or is furely improper here ; for forcing Life out back^ward it 
only an exceedingly droll Defcripcion of dro-wning. 

Your 
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Your Swords are all Lead ^b^e. 

Beaup. I knpw no Duty, 
(However you may wreak your Spleen on hiin») 
That binds me to endure this« 

Champ. From DinOHt 
You'll lufFcr more ; that ever curled I, 
Should give my Honour up^ to the defence 
Of fuch a thing as he is ; or my Lady, 
(17) That is all-innocent, for whom a Dove would 
AfTume the Courage of a daring Eagle, 
Repofe her Confidence in one that can 
No better guard her. In contempt of you 
I love Dinanty mine Enemy, nay admire hinH : 
His Vak)ur claims it from me, and with Juftkre, 
He that could fight thus, in a CauiOb not honed: 
His Sword edg'd with defence of Right and Honour, 
Would pierce as deep as lightning, with that fpeed too» 
And kill as deadly. 

Verd. You arc as far from Juftice, 
In him you praile, as Equity in the cenfure 
You load me with. 

Btaup. Dinant f He durft not meet us. 

Lam, How ? Durft not. Brother i 

Beaup. Durft not, I repeat it. 

Verd. Nor was it Cleremoni^s Valour that di(arm*d us, 
I had the better of him ; for Dinant^ 
If that might make my Peace with you, I dare 
Write htm a Coward upon every Poft, 
And. with die hazard of my Life defend it. 

iMm. It 'twere laid at the Stake you*d lofe it. Nephew, 

Champ. Came he not, fay you ? * 

Verd. No, biut in his room 
There ,\i{as a DevU, hir*d frqm fome Magician 
Tth' fliape of an Attorney. 

Beaup. 'Twas he did it. 

Vera. And his .the Honour. 

(17) That 1/ all Innocent,——] JlMnnocent is poetical but 
£rom no Hyphen bein^ added in the tormer Editions/ ami InnQcem 
jbeine wrote mth a great Letter, perhaps the une Reading may be, 
fill innpanci, 

O 3 JSeaup. 
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5^^«p. I could wifii Dinant 
But what t^lk I of one that ftept ^fide; 
And di^-ft ndt come ? ■ 

Lam. Pm fuch a Friend to Truth, 
1 cannot hear this : Why do you dctraft 
Thus poorly (I fliouldfay to others, balcly) ' - i 

From one of fuch apprpvM WdrA? \ * * 
Chan^.. Ha ! How^s tl>is ? - » 

Lam. Fromonefo excellent in air that'^Ndblc, 
Whofeonly Weakneft is excefs of Courage f' ;, 

That knows no Enemiev that he cannot mafter. 
But his AfFeftions, and in them, the worft 
His Love to me. 
Champ To yciu> 

Lam. Yes, Sir^ tome, '^ 

I dare (for what is that which Innocence dares not ) 
To you proiefs it 5 and he ihun'd not the Combat 
For fear or doubt of thcfe : Blulh and repent, 
That you in T hought e'er did that Wrong to Valour. 
Beaup. Why, this is rare. - 
Champ. 'Fore Heav'n, exceeding rare ; ' • 
Why modeft Lady, yoii that fing fuch Encomiums 
Of your firft Suitor— — — 

Ve^d. How can ye convince us 
In ybur Reports ? 

Lam. With what you cannot anfwer, ^ 

*Twas my CJortimand that ftaid him. ' \ 
Champ. Your Command? 

Lam. , Mine, Sir, and had my Will ranVd with my 
• " '* ^"Power, ■'■' ■' -• 

And his Obedience, I could have fent him • ^ 
With more eafe, weaponlefs to you, and botmd. 
Than 've kept him back, fo weir he loves his Honour 
Beyond his Life. 

Champ. Better and better ftill. ' * '. ^ 

Lam. I wrought wkh him in private, to divert him 
From your affur'd Deftruftion, had he met you* 
Champ. In private ? 

Lam^ Yes, and us'd all Arts, all Charms 
Of onclhat knew herfelf the ^bfolute Miftrefi 

Of 
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Of all his Faculties. 

Champ. Gave all Rewards too 
His Service could (}bferv^ ; did not he take 
The mcafure of my Sheets ? 

Lam. Do not look Yellow, 
l*ve caufe to fpeak ; Frowns cannot fright me> Sir» 
By all my Hopes, s^ I am fpotlefs to you. 
If I reft once affur*d you dcr but doubt me. 
Or curb me of that freedom you once gave me-— -^ 

Champ. What then? 

Lam. Pll not alone abufe your Bed, that's npthingf 
But CO yoq^ n^pre Vexation, 'tis refolv'd on» 
Pll run away, ^nd then try if jDini^^/ 
Have Courage to defend me. 

Champ. Impudent ! 

Verd. And on the fiidden—— ^ 

Beaup. How are ye transformed 
From what you were ? 

Lam. I was an innocent Virgin, 
And I can truly fwear, a Wife as pure 
As ever lay by Husband, and will die fo, 
Let me live unfulpedled, Pm no Servant, 
Nor will be us*d like one : If you defirc 
To keep me conftant as I would be, let 
Truft and Belief in you beget ^x^^ nurfe it ; 
Unneceflary Jealoufies make more. Whores 
^han all Baits elfe laid to entrap out Frailties. 

Beaup. There's no contefting with her, from a Child 
Once mov*d» fhe hardly was to be appcas'd, 
. Yet I dare fwear her honeft. 

Champ. So I think coo. 
On better Judgment : I am no luhany 
To lode, her up: Npr would I be a Dutcbmanj . 
To have my Wife my Sovereign, to command me : 
Pll try the gentler way, but if that fail, 
Believe it. Sir, there's nothing bi^textreams 
Which (he m^ft &d from me. 

Beaup. That as you plcafc, Sir. 

Char. You've won the Breeches, Madam, loo^ up 
fwocdy^ 

O 4 My 
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iAy Lord Hmps tow'rd you. . ' 

Lam. You will learn more Manners. 

Char. This is a Fee, for Counfel that's unask'd for. 

Champ. Come, I miftook thee, Sweet, pithets fpr» 
give me, 
1 never will be jealous : Ere I chcrifh 
Such a mechanick Humour, PIl be nothing ; 
ril fay, Dinant is all that thoii would'ft h^ve hitn. 
Will thatfuffice? - - ' ' 

Lam. *Tis well. Sir. 

Champ. Ufe thy freedom 
Unchecked, and uhobfcrv'd, if thou wilt have iti 
Thcfe fhall forget their Honour, I my Wrongs. 
We'll all dote on him, Hell be my Reward 
If I diffemble. 

Lam. And that Hell take me ^ 

If 1 afFeft him, he^s a luftful Villain, • 
But yet no Coward, and follicits me 
To my Diflionour, that's indeed a Quarrel, 
And truly mine, which I will fo revenge^ 
As it fhall fright fuch as dare only think 
To be Adulterers. \ 

Champ. Ufe thine own ways^ 
I give up all to thee. - 

Beaup. O Women, Women ! 
When you are pleas'd you are the leaft of Evife. ' 

y^rd. Pil rhime to't; But provok-d, the worft ^ 
Devils. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Monfieur Sampfbn, and three ClieMs. 

Samp. I know Monfieur La-writ. 

I CIL Would he knew himfelf. Sir. 

Samp. He was a pretty lawyer, a kind of a pret^ 
Lawyer, 
Of a kind of an unable thing. 

z Cli. A fine Lawyer, Sir, r ^ 

And would have firk*d you up a bufinefij 
And out of this Cburt into that. * 

iStfiPi/^. Ye arc too forward. 
Not fo fine, my Friends, fomething (ic could have done. 

But 
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But (hort, (hort. 

I CS. 1 know your Worfliip's Fitroury 
You're N ep h ew t o the Judge, Sin - 

Samf. It may be fo, ' . 

And fomething may be done, without trotting i'th' Dirt, 

' Friends; 
It may be I can take him in His Chamber, 
And have an hour's talk, it may be To, 
And tell him that in's Ear i there are iuchcourtefies^ 
I will not fay, I can. 

3 C/i^ We know you can. Sir/'" 

^amp. Peradventqre ay, peradventufc 110 ? But whereas 
La^writ? 
Where's your fu/ficieht Lawyer? 

1 Gfi. He*s blown up, Sir. 

2 Cli. Run mad, and quarrels with* the Dog he meets ^ 
He is no* Lawyer of this World now. 

Samp. Your Reafon ? 
Is he Defunft ? Is he Dead ? 

2 Cli. No, he's not dead yet, Sir ; ' 

But I would be loth to take a leafe on*s Lffe for two hours : 
Alas, he is poffeft. Sir, with the Spirit of Fighting, 
And quarrels with all People } but how he came to k— 

Samp. If hafight welland likeaGe^itleman, • 
The Man may fight, for 'tis a lawful Calling, 
Look you, my Friends, I am a civ it Gentleman^ 
And my Lord my Uricle loves me. ■ \ 

3 Cli. We all know it. Sir. 

Samp. I think he does, Sir^ I have biifincfs too, much 
bufinefs, 
'J'urn you fome forty or fifty Caufc^ in a Week ; ^ 

Yet when I get an hour qf vacancy, 
I can fight too, my Friends, a little does well, - 
I would be loath to learn to fight, 
I Qi. But an*t pleafe you. Sir, 
Hi$ fighting has negledted all our Bufinefs. '■ 9 

We are undone, our Caufcs call away. Sir, 
His not appearance. 
, Samp. There he fought too long, 
A little and fight well, he fought too long indeed Friends % 

But 
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But ne'erthelefs things muft be as they m^, . 
And there be ways 




1 CIL We know. Sir, if you pleafe ujiiu . ti " ■ 
Samp. Something I'll do ; Go rally up your Ca^s. 

* '^^ Enten La- writ, and a Gentleman^ at the Boor. ' 

2 Of. Now you o^ay behold. Sir, 
And be a Witnefs, wh^ho- we lie or qo^ 

L^v^rii. Vll meet you at the Or dinary> fwect Gcn^ 
tlemen. 
And if there be a Wencb or two*w^ 
-■^IM^ We'll h#¥« •:^«j^ 

La-writ. No handling any Duels before I come. 
We'll have no going elf^, I hate a Cowar/j. . ;# 

Gent. There fliall be nothing done, 

i^hwrit. Make all the Quarrels ^ 

You can devifc before I come, and let's all fight, I 

There's no fport clfc. * 

Gent. We'll fee what may be don^ Sir. 

1 Cli. Ha ; Monfieur La-writ. . 

: : JL^-^ri/. Baffled in way of BuHnefi, 

My Caufes caft away. Judgment againft us ? 

Why there it goes. 

2 Cli. What ihall we do the wbilft. Sir ? 

La-writ. Breed new Diilenfions, go haqg yourlelnst 
•Tis all pne to nf^e : I have a pew trade of Living. 

I Cli. Do you hear what he feys. Sir? 

Samp. The Gentleman fpeaks iindy. 
. J^'Writ. Will any of you fight? Fightmg^s my Oc- 
cupation 
If you fipd youf<elvts aggrieved. 

Samp. A complea; Gentleman. 

La-writ. Avant tbou buckram Budget of BetitioDS, 
(i8) Thou Splitter of lame Caufea i I lament for cbc^,. ^ 

( 1 8) 7hou fpittic of lame Cmfes ; — ] To call a Petty-fo^sr 'a 
Perfon fpit oat of lame Caufes feems very ftiff, and t}ie common C^t 
Term Splitter is fo near the Trace of the Letters, that there can be 
little Doubt of its being the Original. There are few Characters, 
either in Shake/pear , Jobnfon, or Moliife, that furpafs La- writ in 
comitk Hupour. 

And 
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And till Revenge be taken— -— » ■ . 

Samp. 'Tis moft excellent. :... ? % 

La-writ. There, every Man^chqfc his Piper* 4t*d iis 

Ifll anfiwer ye all, PH nc^ed no M^a'^i Bafinefs, • .. v 

But h* fliall have fatisfaftion like a Gentleman, 

The Judge may do and not do; hc-s but a Mpnfieup.- v^» 

Samp. You have nothing of n^iheip your Sag, Sir. I 

Lchwrit. I know not. Sir, -: 

But you may put any thijigrin, any fighting thing., * 

Samp. It is fufEcient, you naay hear hereafter* .i 

La-writ. I reft your Servant, Sir. ^ ^. 

; Samp^rtiQ^ more wotds, Gentlen^en, - 
But follow me, no more wbrds as you love die. 
The Gentleman's a: nQblq'<5entIeman,. ; 

1 fliall do what I caa, arid tfaeu' ■ > >■ \ .1 

jC/i. We thank you. Sir, ' "; 

Samp. Not awotd to-diftgrb hii|i, he's ^ GentlemiA. 

• [£;i^<?««^ Sampfon 4«^' Clients. 

La-writ. NoCadfcgooi^ my fide ? The Judge caft all 5 
Becaufe i^ was honourably employed in Action, r / 

And nof «ppear*d, pronotincc? 'Ti? very well, 
*Tis well iaith, 'tis weJJ, Judg^. 

*" '\E»/^ Cieremont. 

# - 

Cler. Who have we h€r€ I 
My little furious Lawyer? 

• La*f&tfrit. I fiky 'tis wcH^ ' 

JBut oFiirk theEnd. . :. 

Cler. How he is Metamorphos'd ? .... 
Nothing of Lawyer left, not a bit of 15tickram$ 
No folliciting Face now, this is no fimpte Converdou^ 
Yqiir Servant, Sir, and Friend. 

Latvfit. You conie in tiffie^ Sir, 

Cler. The happier Man, to be at your command then. 

La^writ. You may wonder to fee me thus : but that's 
all one. 
Time fliall declare : •Tjs true I was a Lawyer, 
Bt|t I have raew'd that Coat 5 I hate a Lawyer, 
Talk'd much in the Courr^ now I hate talking* 1 

^ I 
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I did you the office of a Man. \ 

Qer, I muft confefs it. . " 

La-wrii: Ami budg'd not, no I budgM not. 

Cler. No, you did not. 

Xitf-tivri/. Thereof it then, one good turn requires 
another. 

Cler. Moft willingly. Sir, Pm ready at your Service, 

La^wriL There, read, and underftand, and then de*^ 
liver it. 

Ckr. This is a Challenge, Sb", 

IjhwrU. 'Tis very likci Sir, • 

I feldom now write Sonnets. 

Ckr. • O ! — 31? Monfteur Vertaign, tbe^Prefident. 

La-wrii. I chufe no Fool, $ir. 

Cler. Why, hc*s.no Swordiman, Sir. 

jL^-fe;rf/. Let him learn, let him learn. 
Time, thAt trains Chickens up, will teach him quickly. 

Cler. 'Why, he's a Judge, an Old Man. 

La-writ. Never too Old • 

To be a Gentleman ; and he that is a Judge 
Can judge befl what belongs to wounded Honour. 
There are my Griefs, he has caft away my Caufes, 
In which he has bow'd my Repucati(Ki. . 

And therefore Judge, or no Judge* 



mim 



C/(fr. Pray be rui'd, Sir. # 

This is the maddeft thing — ^— 

La-writ. You will not carry it. 

Qdr. I do not tell you fo, but if you niay be per(Waded. 

La-writ. You know how you us*d me when I would 
not fight, 
Do you rerhember, Gentleman? 

Oer. The Devil's in him. 

La^writ. I fee it in your Eyes, that you dare do it. 
You have a cmjxn^ Face, and you fhall^^aixy it. 

^ O admirantis ,] An ingenioos Friend fufpeds this Latin Word 
to liave been a Marginal Note crept into the Text. That CUremont 
fiiying only O, fomebody wrote againft it« admit antis^ to (hew tl^it a 
Note of Admiration was omitted ; and that this was the Expreffi#n of 
one under a very comick Aftonifliment. I hope the Reader will af- 
fent to the Conjefiore^ and have therefore difc^rded the Word. 

On, 
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Qer. The lead is Banilhment. 

La-writ. Be baniih'd then ; 
•Tis a Friend's part, we'll meet in Jfrka^ 
Or any part of the Earth. 

Oer. Say he will not fight. 

La-writ. I know then what to fay» take you no care^ 
Sir. 

Cler. Well, I will carry it, and deliver k^ 
And to morrow Morning meet you in the LouvrSf 
Till when, my Service. 

La-writ, A Judge, or no Judge, no Judgp. ' 

[£x/V La-writ. 
CUr. This is the prettied Rogue that e'er I read of. 
None to provoke to th* Field, but the oM Prefident i 
What Face fhall I put on ? If I come in eameft, 
I am fure to wear a pair of Bracelets ; 
This may make fome Sport yet, I will deliver it^ 
Here (:omes the Prefident. 

Enter Vertaign, with two Gentlemen. 

Vert. I fhall find time. Gentlemen, 
To do your Cauies good : Is not that Cleremont ? 

I Gent. *Tis he, my Lord. 

Vert. Why ddcs he fmile upon me ? 
Am I become ridiculous ? Has your Fortune, Sir, 
Upon my Son, made you contemn his Father ? 
The Glory of a Gentlenun is fair bearing. 

Cler. Miftake me nor, my Lord, you fhall not find thati 
I come with no blown Spirit to abufe you, 
I know your Place, and Honour due unto it. 
The Reverence to your filver Age and Virtue, 

Vert. Your Face is merry ftill. 

Qer. So it my Bufinefs, 
And I befeech jLOur Honour miftake me not, 
I have brought you from a wild or rather Mad-maa 
As mad a piece of-— -you wdre wont to love Mirth 
In your young days, I have known your Honour woo it. 
This may be made no little one, 'tis a Challenge, Sir, 
Nay, ftart not, 1 befeech you, it means you no harm. 
Nor any Man gf Honour, or Undcrftanding, 

Tis 
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•Pis to fteal from your ferious-hoors a little laughter 5 

I am bold to bring it to your Lordfhip. 

•' Vert. * ris C9 nie indeed : 

Do they take me for a Sword-man at thefe Years ? 

Qer. *Tis only worth your Honour's Mirth, that's 
all. Sir, 
'T had been in me elfe a faucy Rudenefs. 

Fert. From one La-wrU^ a very pundlual ChallcDge. 

Clen But if your Lordfhip rgark it, no great matter^ 

f^ert. I have known Yuch a wrangling Advocate, 
Such a little figent thing ; Oh, I remember him, 
A notable tafKing Knave, now out upon him. 
Has challenged me downright, defied me mortally 1 
I do remember too, I caft his Caufes. 

Cler. Why chcre*s the Quarrel, Sir, the mortal Quarrel. 

F^/.Why, what a Knave is this ? As you're a G^ntlemai), 
Is there no further purpofe but meer Mirth? 
What a bold Man of War !• he invites me rdundly^ 

Cler, If there (hould be, I were no Gentleaun, 
Nor worthy of the Honour of my Kindred. 
And though I am furc your Lordlhip hates my PerfOT^ 
Which Time may bring again into your FaVouf, 
Yet for the Manners. ^ 

p'erl. I'm latisfy'd^ 
You fee. Sir, I havfe out-liv'd thofe days of fighting. 
And therefore cannot do him the Honour to beat him 

myfelf; 
But t hivea Kihfman much of hi^ability. 
His Wit and Courage, (for this tall him Fool ) 
One that will fpit as f^nfelefs fire as this Fellow. 

Cler. And fuch a Man to undertake, my Lord ? 

Ferl. Nay, he's too forward, thefe two pitch Barrels 
together. 

Cler. Upon my Soul, no harm. 

Fii^i^ It makes me fmile. 
Why, what a ftinking fmother will they utter ? 
Yes, he (hall undertake, Sir, as my Ghampi<^n, 
Since you propound it Mirth, I'll venture on it> 
A nd (hall defend my Caufe -, but as you're honeft 
Sport not with Blood* 

Qer. 
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Cler. Think net fo bafely, good Sin 

yert. A Squire (hall wait upon you from my 
To morrow Mornipg make you fportlt Full, * 
You want no Subjed % but no Wounds. 

Cler. That's my care. 

Vert. And fo good<lay. 

[£;^^«»/ Vertaign, ani Gentlemen. 
' ^er. Many unto your Honour, 
This is a noble Fellow, Of a fwect Spirit i^ ; • 

Now muft I think how to contrive this matter. 
For together they IhaJIgoi 

. Enter binant, 7 

• ■ • • • - . . 

• Bin. O,. Clertmdnt^ 
• 1 am glad I have found thee. 

Cler. I can tell thee rare things. 

Din. 0,< I can tell thee rarer : 
'Doft thou 4ove me ? 

Oer. Love thee ? 

Din. Doft thou love me dearly ? 
Dar'ft thou for my fake? - 

C/^. Arfy thirtg that's honeft, - v 

Din. Though it be dangerous ? * 

Cler. Pox o* dangerous. - 

Din. Nay ^wondrous dangerous. 

Cler. Wilt thou break my Heart ? 

Din. Along with me then. 

CBer. I muft part to morrow. 

Din. You Ihall, you (haU, be faithful for this Nighty 
And thou haft made thy Friend. 

C/^r.;Away, and talk not. {Ex^unf. 

Enter Lamira, and Nurfe. ' 

, Lam. O Nurfe, welcome, where*s Dinant f 
Nurfe. He's at my Back. 
'Tis the moft liberal Gentleman, this Gold 
He gave hie for my pains, nor can I blame you, 
If you yield up the Fort. 
Lam. How? yield it up? 

Nurfe. I know not, he that loves, and gives fo largely, 

4 And 
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And a young Lord to boot) or I am cozeaM, 
May <mer every where. 
Lam. Ti^ouHc make me angry. 

Enter Dmant, and Cleremont. ^ 

Nurfe. Why, jf you are, I hope here's one will pleafe 
you. 
Look on him with my Eyes, good luck go with you ; 
Were I young for your fake 

Din. I thank thee, Nurfe. 

Nurfe. I would be tradable, and as I am—— ^ 

Lam. Leave the Room, 
So^old, and fo immodeft ! and be careful, • 
Since Whifpers will wake flceping Jealoufics, • 

That none difturb my Lord. * [Exit Nurje. 

Cler. Will you difpatch? 
Till you come to the matter be not rapt thus, ^ % 

Walk in, walk in, I am your Scout for once^ > 

You owe me the like Service. 

Din. And will pay it. 

Lam, As yourcfpeft your Lives, /peak not fo loudv 

CUr. Why, do it in dumb fhew then, I am filenc'd. \ 

Lam. Be not fo hafty. Sir, ^he golden Apples 
Had a fell Dragon for their Guard, your Pleafures 
Are to be attempted with Herculean danger. 
Or never to be gotten. » 

Din. Speak the means. 

Lam. Thus briefly, my Lord fleeps now, and alas». 
Each Night, he only fleepSd 

Oer. Go, keep her ftirring. i 

JLam. Now if he wake, as fometimcs he does. 
He only llretcbes out his Hand and feels 
Whether I am a Bed, which being afTur'd of. 
He Qeeps again ; but (hould he mifs me. Valour 
Could not defend our Lives. 

Din. What's to be done then ? ' 

Lam. Servants have fcrvile Faiths, nor have I any 
That I dare trufl 5 on noble Cleremcnt 
Wc fafcly may rely. 

CUr. 
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Cler. WbsLt Man dn dOi 
Command and boldly. 

Lam. Thus then, in my place 
You muft lie with my Lord.* 

Cler. With an old Man ? 
Two Beards together^ that's pref5o(lerods. 

Lam. There's no other way, and though 'cis dangerous^ 
He having Servants within call, and arm'd coo. 
Slaves fed to a£t all that his Jealoufie 
And Rage commands them^ yet a true Friend fliould not 
Check at the hazard of a Life* . 

Cler. I thank you, 
I love my ^♦'riend, but know no reafon why . 
To hate myfelf | to be a kind of Pandar, ^ 

You fee I am willing^ 
But to betray mine own Throat you muft pardon; 

Din. Then I am loA, and all my hopes dtfeated i 
Were I to hazard ten times more for you^ 
You ihould find, CleremotU- 

Cler. You fhall not outdo mc^ 
Fall wha^may fall, V\\ do't. 

Din. But for his Beard' ■ ■« . 

ham. To cover that you (hall have niy night Linneni 
And ydu difpos'd of^ my Dinant and I 
Will have fome private Conference. 

* / 

Enter Champernel pHvalefyi 

Cler. Private^doingi 
Or ril not venture; 
Lam. That'3 ^ we agree; [Exeunt^ 

Enter Nurfe and Charlotte, pafs &v'ir the Stage witb 
Pillows J Nigbt'cloatbsy andfucb things. 

Champ. What can this Woman do, prefcrving her 
Honour ? 
I have given her all the liberty that may be, 
I will not be far off though^ nor I will not be jealous. 
Nor truft too much, I think fhe is virtuous. 
Yet when I hold her beft, (he's but a Woman, 
As full of Frailty as of Faith, a poor flight Woman, 

Vol. IV^ P ^ And 
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And her bed Thoughts, but vfesk Fortifications, 
There may be a Mine wrought : Well, let'em work then, 
I (hall meet with it, *till the Signs be iponftrous. 
And ftick upon my Head, Twill not beliem it, 

' - \S4an^ fritjate. 
She may be, and fhe may not \ now tx) my obfervation* 

Enter Dinant, and Lamira. 

Din. Why do you make me ftay fo ? If you lov^s ttie-^ 

Lam/ You are too hot and violent. 

Din. Why do you (hift thus 
From one Chamber to another ? 

Lam. AJitile delay, Sir, • 

Like Fire a little /(winkled o!er with Water, 
Makes the Dcfires burn clear, and t^n times hotter* 

Din. Why do you fpeak fo Ickid ? I pray go in. 
Sweet Miftreis, I am mad, time (teals away. 
And when we would enjoy-^*— 

Lam. Now fie, fie, Scrvanti 
Like fenfual Beafts (hall mt enjoy our Pleafures ? . 

Din. (19) Pray do not-, kifs me then* f 

Lam. Why, that I will, and you (hall find anon, * 
Servant. 

Din. Softly, for Heaven's fake, you know my Friends 
engaged, 
A little now, now ; will you go in again ? 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Din. Why do you laugh fo loud, P^ecious ? 
Will you betray me ; ha' my FriendV Throat cut ! 
- Lam^. Come, come. Til kifs thccf agttin. 

Champ. Will you fo? You are liberal, 
If you do cozen me 

{19) Pnay do mt kifs me ihen."] Dinant^s Aftfww said Lmmtra'$ 
Reply feem to have loft all their Humour by this Poitrtmg. The 
former being eager with Expeftatioa, (he asks him uunting}yy JFJbe^ 
thir tbeyjbottld enjoy their PUafure like fenfual Beafts? He fmartly 
anfwers, ^By no means, doiCt let us do foi and for thdt Bleafon kifs me. 
KiffinghtiTigtYiQ Diftin^lion between the Fbndnefs of Human Creatures 
and that of Beafts: She immediately complies, biit ipeciki and fmaeks 
fo loady t^t ft^ pats him iato a Panick inftcad of a Kapoure. 

Enter 
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ZW». What's this? 

Lam. Winvk Wine, a draught or tw&« 
Df». What docs this Woman here? 
Lam. She ihall not hinder you. 
Din, This might have been fpar*d, 
•Tis but delay and time loft ; pray fend her foftly off. 
Lam. Sit down, and mix your Spirits with Win^ 
I will make you another Hercules* 

Din. I dare not drink ; 
Fie, what delays you toake ? I dare not, 
I ihall be drunk prefcntly, and do ftrange things theti. 
Lam. Not drink a Cup with your Miftrefs ! O the 

plcafure. 
Di;/, Lady, why this? [Mufick. 

Lam. We muft have Mirth to Our Wine, Man. 

Din. PI 6' the Mufick. 

Champ. God-a-mercy, W^nch^ 
If thou doft Cuckold me I fli^U forgive thee. 
\ Din. The Houle will all rife now, this will difturb all. 
' Did you do this? 

Lam. teace, and fit quiet, ' Fool, 
You love me^ come, fit down and drink. 

jE»/^r Clerenaont. rfi&wr. 

C/fr. Whit a Etevil ail you ? 
How cold I fweat ? a Hog*s pox Hop your Pipei, 

The Thing will wake ; now, now, methinks I find 
His Sword juft gliding through my Throat. What's that ? 
A vengeance choak your Pipes. Are you there. Lady ? , 
Stop, ftop thofe Rafcals; do you bring me hither 
To be cut into minc'd meat ? Why Dinant ? 

Din, I cannot do wkhal ; 
I have fpoke, and fpoke i I am betray'd and loft too, 

Cler. Do you hear me ? Do you underftand me ? 
Plague dam your Whittles. [Mufjckendsi 

Lam. 'Twas but an over-fight, they have done, lye 
down. 

P 2 ♦ CUr. 
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Cler. Would you had done too. 
You know not 

In what a mifcry and fear I lye, ^ 

You have a Ladv in your Arms. 

Din, I would hive — [^he Recorders again. 

Champ. 1*11 watch you Goodman wou'd have. 

Cler. Remove for Heav'n's fake. 
And fall to that you come for. 

Lam. Lie you down, 
*Tis but an hour*s endurance now. 

Cler. I dare not, foftly fweet Lady— —heart ? 

Lam. *Tis nothingbut your fear, he fleeps ftill foUndly ; 
Lie gently down. 

Cler. Pny make an end. 

Din. Come, Madam. 

£am. Thefe Chambers are too near. 

[Exeunt Dinant, and Lamira. 

Champ, I (hall be nearer ; 
Well, go thy ways, Til truft thee through the World, 
Deal how thou wilt :. That that I never feel, 
1*11 never fear. Yet by the Honour of a Soldier, 
I hold thee truly Noble : How thefe things will look. 
And how their Blood will curdle? Play on Children, 
You fhall have Pap anon. O thou grand Fool, 
That thou knew'ft but thy Fortune—— \Mufick d»nei 

Cler. Peace, good Madam, 
Stop her Mouth, Dinanlj it fleq)S yet, pray be wary, 
Difpatch, I cannot endure this Mifery, 
I can hear nothing more ; PUifay my Priyirs, 
And down again — = — - [Wbiftle wilhWi. 

(20) A thouland Larums fall upon my Quarters, 
Heav'n fend me off 5 (21) when I lye keeping Coarles. 

PI 

(20) A thufand k\2ixmi fall upon nty ^ariersi] Larums arc often 
ufed by our Authors for Alarms, and the Verfe requires it here. They 
are both derived from the Italian Al arae, i. e. To Arms, Without 
knowing this the Metaphor will be probably mifunderftood ; his' 
garters feems to mean the odd Poll he was quarter"* d in^ and hehai 
a thouland Alarms beating dn ev^ry fide of him. 

(21) *voben 1 lye keeping Courfes.] I know no Idea to keeping 

Courfes that will at all fuit the Ocbafion it ijs here fpoke upon ; I there- 
fore read, keeping Coarfes, ox watching of dead Bodies. Dinant h^d 

before 
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PI— — p* your fumbling, Dinant ; how I ftiake! 
*Tis ftill again : would I were in the Indies, [Exit Cler, 

£«/^r Dinant, and Laniira : A Light within. 

Din. Why do you ufc mc thus ? Thus poorly ? Bafely ? 
Work me into a Hope, and then deftroy me ? 
Why did you fend for me ? This new way train me ? [thee. 

Lam. Madman, and Fctol, and falfe Man^^ ngw y\\ (hew 

Din. fray put your Light outt 

Lam. Nay, Til hold it thus« 
That all. ch^fte Eyes may fte thy Luft, and fcor^ it, 
Tell me but this, when you firil doted on me, | 
And made Suit to enjoy me as your Wife, 
Pid you not bold me honeft f 

Din. Yes, moft Virtuous. 

Lam. And did not that appear the only Luftre 
That made me worth vour Love and Admiration \ 

Din. I muft confels^ • 

. Lafn. Why would you deal fo hafeJy f 
So like a Thief, a VUlain. ? - ^ 

"Din. Peace, goodMadam^ 

Lam. rU fpeak aloud too ; thus nfialicioufly. 
Thus breaking all the Rules of Honefty, 
Of Honour and of Truth, for which I lov'd you. 
For which I calPd you Servant, and admir'd you j 
To ftcal that Jewel purchased by another, 
Pioufly fet in Wedlock, even tlwit Jewel,, 
Becauie it bad no Flaw, you held unvaluable : 
Cin he th^t has lov*d Good, dote on the Devil? 
For he that fceks a Whore, feekj but his Agent \ . , 
Or am I of fo wild and low a Glood \ 
So nurs'd in Infamies ? 

Pin% I do not (hink fo, 
And I repent. 

Lam. That will not ferve your turn. Sir. 

Z?i». It was your Treaty drew mc on. 

Lam. But it was youi* Villany 

before calP^ Ch^mP^rnel^ Lamira^j Gra<ve^ and Cleremont may in the 
fame Spirit call him a dead Carp,s, 2^6, his own Station like that of Per* 
fonsfetto watch one» generally attended with Fears and Horrors. This 
receives iliU additionai Humour from the ilrange Miflake he is under. 

P 3 Ma4% 
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Made you purfttc k \ I drew you but to tiy 
How much a Nbn, and nobly tt)ou durft ft^ndi 
How well you had deferv*d thp namq of Virtuoys ; 
But you like a wild Torrent, taix'd with all 
Bcaftly and bafe Af&aions, came floating on, 
Swelling your poifon'd Billows ■ ' 
Din. Will you betray me ? ^ 
Lam. To all the Miferics a y^qict Woman may. 
IHn. Let me but out, 
Give me bqt room to tofs my Sword about mc. 
And I will tell you youVe a treacherous Woman. 
O that I had but Words ! \ * ; ' 

Lam. They will not fervc you. 
Din. But two-ecfg'd Words to cut theej i, JjsAy- 
Traitor ? 
iPcrifti by a proud Puppet ? I did you too much Honour, 
To tender you my Love, too much refpeiSbed you 
To think you worthy of my worft £mbrace$J , 
Go take your 6room, and let him dally wii^ you. 
Your greafy Groom; I fcorn to imp your lart^ Sto^^ 
You are nqt fair, nor handibme, \ ifd loudly/ ' *? ; 
This Tongue abus*d you when it fpokc you ^iitcdus. 
Lam. 'Tis very well, *ti$ brave. *'^:i« ^ 

Din. Put out your Light, ' ' 
For your hfcivious Eye$ are Haihcs enoggH 
For Fools to find yqu out : a Lady-Plottf r ! 
Mull I begin your Sacrifice of Mifchief^ 
I and my Friend, the firft-fruitj of that Bteod, ' 
You and your honourable Husband aiito at f / ' 
Crooked and wretched' you are both. 

Lam. To you. Sir : 
Yet to the Eye of Juftice ftraight as Truth. 

Din, Is this a Woman's Love? A Woman's Mercy ? 
Do you profcfs this ferioufly ? Do you laugh lit me ? 
Lam. Ha, ha. 

Din. PI light upon your Scorns^ upon your 

Flatteries; 
Upon your temj)ting Faces, all Deftru&ions ; 
^ A Bed- rid Winter hang upon your Checks ; 
And blaftj^ blaft, blaft thole buds of Pride that paint you ? 

Death 
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Death in your Eyes to fright Men from thefc Dangers : 
Raife up your Trophy. ClerimmK 

Cler. What a vengeance ail you ? 

{2%) Din. Wbatittfmal Noife ! Is there no Honour in 
you? 
Cleremont^ we are betray 'd, betray 'd, fold by a Woman? 
Deal bmiN!jy for ihyftlf. . 

Qen. This ^sate^s of Rutting ; 
(13) Are we mad* S^ks to one another? 

Din. Yes, we arc tindone, loft, 

C&r. Yea flball pay for% Grey-beard. 
Up, up, you fleep your laft elfe. 

[IJgks ^hve^two SiCr^iumts and knkhA. 

I Ser. No, not yer, Sir j 
Lady, look up ; would you hav^ wrohg'd this Beailty^ 
And wake fo tender a Vii^in wkh rough terms? 
Tou wear a ^wotni, we muft eiitk^ait you leave it. 

^ Ser. Fie, Sir, fo fwcet a Lady ? 

Cler. Was this my Bed-fellow, pi'ay give m€, leave to 
look, 
I am not mad yet, I may be by am! by. 
Did this lye by me ? * 

Did I fear this ? Is this a CaiJfe to fliake at ? 
Away with me lor Shame, I am a Rafcal. 

Enter Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira, 
Anabel^ Clerei^Qnt, and tw^ Servants. 

Bin. I am amaz^ too. 

Beaup. We'll recover you. 

Verd. You walk like RoUnXjood-fillow all the Hojfe 
over, 
And every Man afraid of you. 

Din. 'Tis well. Lady ; 
The Honour of this Deed will be your own, , 

(22) Din. What difmal Noife P^'^-'^-^l Eitkcr this is a Continu:itlon 
of C/eremont*% Speech^, or fome margioa] Diredion, as Noifes'wiihiH^ 
is left oat ; the latter feems. moil probable to me» the former to 
Mr. Sympfon. 

(?3) Areniue made Stal^ /« one another?} Stales is a Technical 
Name for I^ecoyDufh^ * 

P 4 The 
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The World (hall know your Bounty. 

Beaup. What (hall we do with ^m? 

Qer. Geld me. 
For 'tis not Ht I ftould be a Man again, 
I am an Afs, a Dog. 

Lam. Take your Revenge 
You know my Husband's Wrongs mid your own Lo(!es^ 

Ana. A brave Man, an admirable brave M^n ; 
Well, well, I would not be fo try*d again ; 
A very handfome proper Gentleman, 

Ckr. Will you let me lie by her but one Hour mpre, 
And then hang me ? 

Din. We wait your Malice, put your Swords home 
bravely, 
Yoo h^ve reafon to (eek Blood. 

Lam. Not as you are Noble. 

Champ. Hands ofF^ and give them liberty, only difapn 
'em. 

Beaup. We h^ve dqne that already* 
^. Champ. You are welcome. Gentlemen, 
I am glad my Hpi^e hgs ^ny Pleafure for you, 
J keep a couple of Ladies here, they fay fair, 
And you are young and bandibme, Gentlenficn i 
Have you any oipre mi?id to Wenches ? 

Cler. To be abus'd too ? Lady, you might have 
heip'd this. 

Jna. Sir, now 'tis pad, but 'tmay be I may (land 
Your Friend hereafter, in a greater matter. 

Cler. Never whilft you live. 

Ana. You cannot tell— -rnow, Sir^ a parting I^and. 

Cler, Down and Rofes : 
Well, I may live to fee yqp again. A dull Rogue, 
No Revelation in thee. 

Lam. Were you well frighted ? 
Were your fits from the Heart, of all colds and colours ? 
That's all your Punifhment. 

Cler. It might have been all yours. 
Had not a Block-head undertaken it. 

Champ. Your Swords you muft Icive to thefe pentle- 
men. . ' ' 

Fird. 



1 
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f^erd. And now, when you dare fight. 
We are on e^ren loe again. 

Din. 'Tis well : . ^ ^ 

(24) To have a Miftreifs, is to be a Monfter ; 
And fo I leave your Houfe, and you for ever. 

Lam. Leave your wild I^ufts, and then you are a Matter. 
Champ. You may depart too. 
CUr. I had r^h^ ftay here. 
Champ. Faith we fhall fright you worfc. 
Cler. Not in that nwper, ^ 

There's five hundred Crowns, fright me but fo again. 
Den. Come, Cleremont^ this is the hour of Fool. 
Qer. Wifer the next fliall be, or we'll to School. 

[Exeunt. 
Champ. How coolly thefe hot Gallants are departed ? • 
Faith Coufin, 'twas unconfcionablydone. 
To lye fo ftill, and fo long. . 

jtna. 'T was your Plealiirc, 
If 'twere a Fault, I may hereafter mend. 

Champ. O niy beft Wife^ 
Take now what courfe thou wilt, s^nd lead what Life. . 

Z.^;». The more truft you oommit, the more care ftill, 
Goodhefs and Virtue (hall attend my Will. 

Champ. Let's laugh this Night out now, and CQunt our 
Gains. 
We have our Honours home, and they their Pains. 

[Esfeunt. 
* 

(24) To he a Mifirefs, is to he a Monfter i ] Lamir^z Anfwer 
plainly (hews that Oinant callM himfelf, not her, a Monfter ; i, /. a 
jnonflrous Fool, as he afterwards fays more plainly. Mr. Symp/on con« 
currM with me in pointing out the Corruption, and in the Senie that 
ought to be rellor'd.— ■ He reads. 

To be a Miftrefs^s^ /> to be a Monfter ; 
But as this gives a harfhnefs to the Meafure, I hare venturM to prefer 
t)ie CcrrcfUon J had made bf^fore the Receipt of his. 
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ACT IV. S C EN E I. 

Enter Oercmont, and Diiiant. / 

X)i;». T T holds, they win go thither. 
^ C/^r. To their S»mmer-hot»ft ? 

Din. Thither i'th* Ev^ing, an* #hich is the moft 
infliiftion, ^ ^- 

Only to inftilt upon our Milferict. 

Cier. Arc you provided ? - 

Din. Yes, yes. 

Cler. Throughly? . 

JDin, Throughly. 

Ckr^ * Bajtay I haw your Mind, I W^ not fail you. 

Din. At fuch an Hour. ^ 

Cler. Have I a Memory ? 
A Caufc, and Will to do ? Thou art foJfoHen- 



. . f 
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Din. And (hall be, till I have a fairHeparation. 

Qer. I have more Reafon, for I icaped a Fortune, 
Whkh if I come fo near again : I fay nothing. 
But if I fwcat not in another fafliioh' * 

O, a delicate Wench. 

Din. 'Tis certain a moft handfome one. 

Cler. And methought the thing was ^ngry with itfelf 
too 
It lay fo long concealed ; but I muft part with you, 
I have a Scene of Mirth, to drjlve this Irom my Heart, 
And my Hour is come. 

Din. Mifs not your time. 

Cler. I dare not. [Exeunt fever ally. 

.JE»/^r Sampfbn, and a Gentleman. 

Gent. I prefume. Sir, you now need no Inftruflbn, 
But fairly know what belongs to a Gentleman ; 

* Baddy enough^ ] Mr. Sympfon obfervcs that enough^ here, 

was a marginal Explanation of the Italian Word Bajta : and adds no- 
thing to the Text but a Tautology in Senfe, and a Redundancy in 

You 
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Tou bear your Uncle's Caufe. 

Samp. Do not diflurb mc^ 
I underftand my Caufe, and the right Carriage. 

Gent. Be not too hloQdy>, 

Samp. As I find my Enemy; if hisSwordi bitc^ 
If it bite. Sir, you muft pardon me. 

Gem: No jdoubt be is valiant. 
He durft not undertake elfe. 

Samp. He's moft welcoq^e^ 
A$ he is jnoft valiant^ he: were no Man for^me dfc. 

Gent, But fay he Ihould . relent. 

Samp, He ^ies reknt^ng,^ 
1 cannot help it, he muft me relenting,. 
If he pray, praying, ipfofaSOj praying, r 
Your honourable w?iy admits no Prayer, • 

And if he fight, he falls ; there's his quutus. 

Gent. You're nobly pundtual, Jet*s retire and meet 

Biit ftfllii I fay, have Mercy. 
Samp. I fay. Honour. [^eunt. 

Enter ChamperneJ, Lamira, Anabel, Bcaupre, Vcr- 
done, Charlotte, and a Servant^' 

Lam, Will nol you go, Sweet-h^art ? 

Gh^f^. Go? I'U % with thee. 
I ftay behind ? 

Lam. My Father will be there too, 
And all our beft Fri^ndSi •' 

Beaup. And if we be not merry. 
We have hard luck. Lady. 

f^ewd. Faith let's have a kind of Play. . 

Q>amp. What fhall it be ? 

Ferd. Th^ Story of Dimtnt. 

Lam^ With the merry Conceits of CleremM^ 1 

His Fits and Fevers. 

yina. But I'll lie ftill no more. 

Lam. Thzty as you naake the Play, 'twill be rare 
fport, 
And how 'twill vex my Gallants, when they hear it ? 
f^ave you given order for the Coach ? 

Char. 
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Char. Yes, Madam. 

Ci&^m. My caiy Nag, and Pad. 

Ser. *Tiis making ready. 

G6tf»». . Where are your Horfes ? 

Beaup. Ready at an Hour, Sir: 
We'll not be laft, 

(25) Champ. Hey! what a Night (hall we have ? 
A roaring merry Night, 

Lam. We'll ay at all. Sir: 

Champ. V\\ fly at thee too, finely, and fo ruffle thee, 
rU try your Art upon a Country Pallet. 

Lam. Brag not too much, for fcJr I (hould expeft it. 
Then if you fail 

^ Champ. Thou fay'ft too true, we all talk. ' 
But let's in, and prepare,' and after Dinner 
Begin our mirthful Pilgrimage. 

Lam. He that's fad, 
A Crab-fac'd Miftrefs cleave to him for this Year, 

• Enter Clcremont, and La-wnt. ' 

La-writ. Since it Cannot be the Jiidge — — • 

Cler. 'Tis a great deal better. 

La-writ. You are furc he is his Kinfman ? A Gentleman ? 

Cler. As arrant a Gentleman, and a brave Fellow, 
And fo near to his Blood — — 

La-writ. It (hail fuffice, I 

ril fet him further oiF, I'll give a Remove 
Shall quit his Kindred, PU lop him. 

Ckr. Will ye kill him ? 

La-writ. And there were no riioreCoufins in the World 
I kill him, 
I do mean, Sir, to kill all my Lord's Kindred. 
For every Caufe a Coufin. 

Cler. How if he have no more Coufins? 

(25) Champ, Fie, ivbat a Night Jhall we have !^ As Cbmmpernil 
promotes and not difcourages the Scheme of Mirth, Fie is ibiely wrong« 
Jt might be Ffy, in anfwer to Beaupre^ but I rather tl^ink it was a 
Note of Joy inltead of Difapprobation ; as Hey ! ox fomething to that 

EfFcd. ■ <r . 
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La-wril. The next a kin then to his Lordfhip's Favour; 
The Man he ftniles upon. 

Qer. Why this is Vengeance, horrid, and dire. 

La-writ. I love a dire Revenge : 
(26) Give me the Man that will all others killj 
And laft Umfelf. 

Cler. You ftolc that Refdution. T $ 

La-writ. I had it in a Play, but that's all one, 
I wou*d fee it done. 

Cler.. Come, you muft be more merciful. 

La-writ. To no Lord's Coufins in the World, I hate 




•em 



A Lord's Coufin to me is a kind of Cockatrice, 
(27) If I fee him firft, he dies. 

Cler. A ftrange Antipthy ! * 
What think you of their Neices ? # 

La-writ. If I like 'em. 
They may live, and mukiply ; 'tis a cold Morning. 

Qer. 'Tis fharp indeed 5 you have broke your Faft ? 

La-writ. No verily. 

Cler. Your Valour would have ask'd a good Foundation. 

La-writ. Hang him, IMl kill him fading. 

Enter Sampfon, and the Gentleman. 

Cler. Here they come. 
Bear yourfelf in your Language, fmooth and gently. 
When your Swords argue. 

(26) Gifue me the Man that will all others kill, 

And laft bimfelfj] There h certainly great Humour in this 
Qaotation, if we knew from whence it was taken. Such a Sentiment, 
or fomething like this Sentiment, had probably been introduced as a 
Piece of fer.^s Sublimity ; for had it been before Comick only, there 
would be no Humour in the Quotation. Whoever reads Almajaxor, wrote 
by fo eminent a Poet as Mr. Dry den, will not wonder to £nd Senti- 
ments as ridiculous as this in Tragedies of fome Note. 

(27) If 1 fee himfrft, he dies. 

A ftrange Antipathy,'] Did the latter Part belong to La-^writ, 
the Line would have been continued, for the three iirft Mondfyllables 
being contraded by the Reader into two, (a Libercy the old Poets often 
ufe) the Verfe is compleat. This, together with the Humour the Sen- 
timent receives, by making it the Qbfervation of CleriMont upon what 
La-'writ had faid, feems to prove fufficiently that it belongs to him. 

La- writ. 
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La-writ. Prayj Sir, fpare your Precepts* 

Gent. I have brought you. Sit 

La-writ. *Tis f ery well, no Words, 
You're welcome. Sir. 

Samp. I thank you. Sir, few Words. 

La-writ. Vll kill you for your Uncle's feke. 

S^p. I love you, 
ril cut your Throat for your own lake. 

La-writ. (28) I efteem you, 

Qer. Let's render 'em honeft and fair, Gentlenien j 
Search my Friend, I'll fearch yours. 

Gent. That's quickly done, 

Cler. You come with no Spells, nor Witchcmfts? 

Samp. I come fairly to kill him honeftly. 

La'^writ, Hang Spells and Witchcrafts, 
• I come to kill my Lord's Nephew lik« a Gentleman, 
And fo I kifs his Hand. 

Gent. This Doublet is too fttff. 

La-writ. Off with't, I hate it. 
And all fuch Fortifications, feel my Skin, * 

If that be ftiff, flea that off too. 

Gent. 'Tis no foft one. 

La-writ. Off with't I iay : 
I'll fight with him like a flea'dCat. . i 

Gent* You are well, you are wdL 

Cler. You muft uncafe too. 

Samp. Yes, Sir. 
But tell me this, why ihould I mix mine Honour 
With a Fellow that has ne'er a Lace in's Shirt ? 

Gent. That's a main Point, my Friend has two. 

Ckr. That's true. Sir. ♦ 

La-writ. Bafe and degenerate Coofin, do'ft not thou 
know 
An old and tatter'd Colours to the Enemy, 

(28) I efieem of you.} The of feems here only to hurt both Senft snd 
Meafare. This is a fine Continuation of the fianter on the French 
Politenefs in Duelling. And t doubt not but our Poets who fo often^ 
and with fuch infinite Variety of Humour, have banterM the fhocldng 
Faftiion of their Age, of Fighting for every Trifle, did not little con- 
tribute to the Reformation of their Countrymen in that Particular. 

Is 
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Is of more Hoaouc^ and fheiis more omtnoiis ? 
This Shirt five time Vi6lorious I have fec^it under. 
And cut through S^tiKidroni of your curious Clit*\i#ork89. 
As I will do through thine ; fliabe amd be ftdsficoL 
CUr. This is usiaofwerabfe. ; 
Sam'p. But nuy I £ght widua Soul Shirt ?^ 
Gent. Moft certsun, fo it be a fighting S(^t^ 
Let it be ne'er fo.foul, or lowfie \ Qefar 
Wore fuch a one. Samp. Saint Dems then : I acoepc 
Your Shirt. 

Cl^. Nay, not fo forward, firft you mail talk, 
'Tis a main Point of the Fraub Mtthod^ 
Talk dviUy, and inake yaw Cauie Authentidc. 
Gent, No Weapon mud be near you^ nor no Anger. 
Cter^ Wlien you have done, then ftir your Refolu^ons ; 
Take to your Weapons bravely* 

La-writ. 'Tis too cold; 
This for a Summer Fight. 
der. Not for a World you Jiouldtcanfgrefii the Ruks<~ 
Samp. 'Tis peevifh Weather, 
rd rather fight without. 

Gent. An 'twere in a River— *-^ 
Cler. Where both ftood up to th' Chios. 
La-writ. Then let's talk quickly, 
Pl-*r- oVthis Circumftance. 

den. Are the Hories come yet ? 
G^nf. Yes, certain -, give your Swonds to us, dow^illy. 
Cler. We'll ftand a while off; take the Things, and 
leave *cm- 
You know when— and let the Chitdnen play : 
This is a dainty time of Year for Puppies, 
Would the old Lord were hcre^ 
G^»/. He'd die with Laugh tcr^ 
Cler. I'm forry I have no time to fed this Game out. 
Away, away. - 

Gent. Here's like to te a hot Fight. 
Call when y 'are fit. ^ExHtnlClitr. 4Hi i2$nt. 

' iLO^writ. Why look you, S\r^ y^u feem to be a 
Gcndeman^ 

And 
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And you come in Honour of your Unde, bob, bob, 'cis 

very cold. 
Your Uncle has ofier'd me ibme few Afironts, 
Paft Fkih and Blood to bear: boh, boh, wondrous cold. 
Samp. My Lord, mine Unde, is an honourable Mao, 
And what he offers boh, boh, cold indeed. 
Having nvKki^hoice of me, an unworthy Kinfman, 
Yet take me with you: boh, boh, Peftilence cold. 
Not altc^ether. 
La-writ. Boh, boh, I fay altogether. 
Samp. You iay you know not what then ? boh, boh, Sir. 
La-wrii. Sir me with your Sword in your Hand ; 
Youhave a fcurvy Uncle, you hav8 a naoft fcurvy Caufe, 
And you are ■ boh, boh. 
Samp. Boh, boh, what? 
La-writ. A (bitten fcurvy Coufin. • 
San^. Our SwcH'ds ; our Swords ; 
Thou art a Dog, and like a Dog ; our Swords. 
La^writ. Our Weapons, Gentlemen: ha? wbere'syour 

Second ? 
Samp. Where's yours? 
La-writ. So ho ; our Weapons. 
Samp. Wa, ha, ho, our Weapons ; 
Our Doublets and our Weapons : I am dead. [men. 

La-writ. Firft, Second, third, a pJ— be wi* you. Gentle* 
; Samp. Arc thefe the Rules of Honour ? I am ftarv'd. 
La^writ. They're gone, and we are here ; what ihali 

we do? 
Samp. O for a couple of Faggots. 
La^writ. Hang a couple of Faggots. 
Dar*ft thou take a killing Cold with me ? 
Samp. I have it already. 

La-writ. Rogues, Thieves, boh, boh, run away with 
our Doublets? 
To fight at Buffets now, 'twere fuch a May-game. 
Samp. There were no Honour in*t, pi — on't, 'tis fcurvy. 
La-writ. Or to revenge my Wrongs at Fifty-cuffs. 
Samp. My Lord, mine Uncle's Caufe depend on Boi^ ? 
La-writ. Let's go in queft, if we ever recover 'em. 
Samp. Ay, come, our Colds together, and our Doublets. 

La-writ* 
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Lo'Writ. Give me thy Hand, thou art a valiant Gert^ 
tlcman ; 
Ifay, if ever we recover ^dm ' ■ ■ ■■ 
Sanip. Let's g6t into a Hoilfe and warm our HeattSi 
La-^rit. There's ne'er a Houfe within this Mile^ 
, beat me, 
Kick me and beat me as I go, and Pll beat thee too» 
To keep us warm ; if ever we recover *em-**- 
Kick hard, ? m frozen : So fo, now I feel it; ♦ 
Samp. I am dull yet. 

La-writ. Til warm thee, Pll warm thee— Gentlcmta ? 
Rogues, Thieves, Thieves i run^ now Y\\ follow thee. 

[Excunti 

Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, 
Lamira, Anabel, Charlotte, am Nur/i. 

VerU Ufe Legs, and have Legs. 

Champ. You that have Legs fay fo^ 
\ Jput my one to too much ftrcfs. 

Veri. Your Horfe, Sir, 
Will meet you within half a Mik, 

Lam. I like 
qrhe.Walk fo well, 1 Ihould not mifs itty GOacbi 
T^o* it were further. Andbtl thou art fed : 
"What ails my Neice ? 

Beaup. She*s ftill mufing. Sifter, 
How quietly her late Bed-feUoW lay bjr hier. 

Nurfe. Old as I am, he would have ftartled mc!. 
Nor can you blame her. 

Char. Hid I ta*en her place, 
I know not, but I fear, I ftiou'd hi* (hrick'd^ 
fho' he had never offered ■ 

And. Out upon thee. 
Thou wouldft have taught him. 

Char. I think,' with your Pardon^ 
That you wifh now yoii had. 

Ana. I am glad 1 yield you , , . . \Corneti 

Such ample Scope of Mirth. ^'' [Mu/ttk within^ 

f>r/. Nay/be not angry i 
There's no 111 meant r Ha ? Muflck^ and choice Mufiek ? 
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Champ. 'Tis near us in the Grore ; what courteous Bounty 
Bellows it on us ? my dancing Days are done,} 
Yet I would thank thUrOii/^er, did I k^pw him. , ^ . 

Ver^.^Tis qucftionl6]& feme cuie pC yoUF|Own Village, 
That hearing of your purposed Journey thither, 
Prepaits it for your Ef^ertainnient, and 
The Honoui^ of my.I^ady. . 

Lam. I tbinic ra{h0r« 
Some of your Lordfhip's Clients. 

iBiaup^ Whai % yoM» Coufi% 
If they fiiould |)ipve/your Suitors ? 

i«Ti. That's moft likely. 

Nurfe. I fay, if you are Noble, be* t who will, 
Go^prefcntly, and thank 'em : I can jump yet, 
Or treadaMeafliW.^ -« 

Lam. Like a Millqr^s Mare*i ,,,, ^ r r , -.^ 

Nurfe. I warrant ypu, well eijiougb, to ferve the Cpuqtry, 
I'll make one, and lead the way. X^^cii. 

Char. Do you note. 
How zealous the old Crone is ? 

Lam. And you titter ,1 

As eagerly as Ihec Come, Sweet, we'll follow^^ ^ ^ 
No ill can be inten^dad* . ^ \Mufick e^ds. 

Cham. I ne'er fear'd yet. [ExeuM. 
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SONG in the Wood. 

rrSHIS way 9 this way coptej^n4-bear^ 

Jl Ton that bold thefi Pleafnres dear 9 
Fill your Ears 'wUb aur ftj^eet Sctmd^ 
Whilfi we melt tbejrozen iar&und: 
This way come, make bafte, oh Fair^ 
Let your clear Eyes gild the\Sr\ 
Come and ilefs us with your Ssgbt^ 
This way J this way, feek Delight. 

Enter a Company of Gentlemen like Ruffians. 

I Gent. They are ours, but draw thqip on a little further 
From the foot Path, into the nc^hbouring Thicket, 
And we may do't as lafe as in a Caftk. . , . 

iGent. 
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2 Gent. Tih^ifQUfffTiM^ffi^^^^^^^^ 
Comes 9«i»P>»>iWd;£S«^^5C^f|irai?S:#^^ 
The WomcDj as |f ,tb<jy/fl ^^ifig?! /inid w^*fl 
Upon the, Airj:^ ,% ijs, . 

1 Gent. T]im$A^^lSf^^RPfy 

We'll make 'em Sport K,mafej^5tapd.]bffc^. all k^^ 

How we are to proceed. , 

2 G«»/, We are inftrudtfd. , t?/i// Wifi^KV^I^P!'' 
I G^»/. One Strain or tstp.mpre. ^ i^?^^- fi/* 

JB»/^r Vertaigne, CharbFternel, Beaupre, Vcrdone, 
^ . Lamira, Anabcl, Nurfe^ ^^ijCli^rlottc. 

Excellent, they are <;pttie* 

Nurfe. We cannot mils, icb.vfvteh.aHJB^&aefs, y^et 
Mine Ear ne'er faird me. / ^%Mu]iskfyrjbe.J>^^cel 

Char. Would we.wcre At i^QOce, 
I 40-iicit^waik,^ butdaii^. 

1 G^t. ti¥ouf ihall have Doping. 
Begin, and^wheal givethei\!!i^dmr— 

2 G^«/. -Na more : 

We are i<|ibu<aed. H^^ce. 

Beau. But win us fairly--?— 

I Gent. O Sir^ we donot come to.try your Yalftpr* 
9m to ^MifiMs. you, yet wa u ie. joii kindly 
In t^at^ like 2^11^ Ji/&Thie^es^n we kill you ^ot^ 
But are contented with tbe Spoil, 

Fert. OhHeav'n! ^ 
How hath miine Age defer»-d this ? 

G&^/vp.'HeU. confound it. 
This come& of walkipg ; bad l\usp^ my Legs^ 
Or my .good Horfe, my Armoui^ on. 
My Staff in my Reft, (29; and thi&gpod^word to&j^s 
How L would break and icattcr thefe. 

^//G^»/..Ha,vha,ha. - 

Ci'^ivp. Do-youfcorntme^Rc^gues? 

(29) — — and this good S<word too^ i^rW^^JVIr. SjiPifiif \L^ un^ 
doubcedi^ hit on the true Reading here. 



T .^^x^r/ fjl/riiind. 



i i. to befrienij me ••. l^m |xpr5%i^j^i5jjjC5ii t^ f hjf l?^.Wd;crf. 

0^2 Nurfe. 
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Nurfe. Nay, Gentlemen, kind Gentlemen, 
Or honeft Keepers of thefe Wdods, but hear me. 
Be not fo rough > if you are taken with 
My Beauty, as it hath been worth the feeking. 
Some one or two of you try me in private. 
You fhall not find me fqueamifh. 

Char. Do not kill me. 
And do your worft. Til fufier. 

Lam. Peace, vile Creatures. 

Ver. Do you know me, or my Place, that you prt- 
fume not 
To touch my Perfon ? . 

I Gent. If yoli are well, reft fo, ' 

Provoke nbt angry Wafps. 

Vert. You*re Wafps indeed, ** 

Never created to yield Wj« or Honey, 
But for your Country's Torm^t ; yet if you are Men, 
As you feem fuch in Shape, \i tx\xt horn Fnncbmm^ 
However Want cortipels you to thefe Gourfes, 
Reft fatisfy'd with what you can take from us, 
XThefe Ladies Honours, and our Liberties &fe) 
^We freely give it. - 

1 Gent. You give but our own* 

Vert. Look on thefe grey Heins, as you would be old. 
Their Tears, as you would have yours- to find Mercy 
When Juftice fhall overtake you. 

Champ. Look on me, 
Look on me Rafcals, and learn of me too. 
That have been in fome part of your Profeflion, 
Before that rnoft of you e'er fuck'd, I know it, 
I have rode hard, and late too. 

Vert. Take heed. Sir. 

Champ. Then ule me tike a Brother of the Trade, 
For I have been at Sea, as you on Land are ; 
Reftore my Matrimony undefil'd. 
Wrong not my Neice, and for our Gold or Silver, 
If I purfue you, hang me. 

Nurfe. 'Tis well offered, • 
And as I faid, fweet G«itlemen with fowre Faces, * 
If you are high, and want fome Sport, or fo. 

As 
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As living without Aftion here, you may do, . 
Forbear their tender Griflels, they arc Meat • 
WillA^alh awajr, there is rto Subfeince in it, ^ 
We that are expert in the Game, and tough too. 

Will hold you Play. 

• 

Enter Dinant, /^/yi Cleremont. 

1 Gent. This Hen longs to be trodden. 
Dfe. Lackey, my Horfe. 

Cler. This way, I heard the Cric$ 
Of diftrefs'd Women. . - 

2 Gent. Stand upon your Guard, 

Din. Who's here? my witty, feornful Lady-plot 
V th' Hands of Ruffians ? 

Cler. And my fine cold Virgin, 
That was inienfike of Man, and Woman ? 

Din. Juftice too. 
Without a Sword to guard itWf ? > 

Cler. And Valour with its Hands bound f '/ ■'. 

Din. And the great Soldier dull ? 
Why, this is ftrange. ' . \ - 

Lam. Dinant J as thou fert noble ■ ■ > : ;: [ 

Ana. As thou art yaiiant, Cleremont^'^^^^'-^ ^ 

Lam. As e'er I appeared lovely —► 

Ana. As you ever nope ' 
For what I would ^iv^ gladly—— 

Cler. Pretty Conjuratibhs.' - 

Lam. All Injuries a little laidbehiiid yoq^ 

Ana. Shew yourfelves Men, and help us. 

Din. Though ypur many 
And grds Abufes of me fhobld more tnove tm 
To triumph in your Miferies than relieve you,— *— 
Yet that hereafter you may know that I, 
The fcorn^d and defpis'd Dinant i\iViis^ what does - 
Belong to Honour, thus— — 

CUr. I wiH lay little, \Figh. 

Speak thou for me. 

Champ. *Tis bravely fought. 

Vert. Brave Tempers, 
To do thu$ for their Enemies.; 

0.2 - Ctan^. 
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Champa They arc loft y)^. 

1 Gent. You^cl|iac w^^ 

W hat they Mej(i^ Wn «o. , 

2 Gent. Hurfy theii away. {Exeu0f^ - 

Manent Vcrfittg^ ani Champcrn^. 

Champ. That I cdldd fojiow t^ga. . . . 

Vert. I only can lament ray Fqitiuic, ana dcfir]g Jbf 
Hcav'n 
A little Life for my Revenge. 

Champ. TheProvof^r / 
Shall 6r^ thd Wobds, but I will f^pd ^em out^ ^ 
No Cave, no Rock, nor Hell ihall )ceep th^m from 
My fearching Vengcan^i V 

La-writ. Q cold! O fi^ul co](j | pUgue ot aJl Second^ 

Samp. O f0r a Pint ol" barnf Wine, or a Sip 
Of Jquafortis. , ■ ^ ^ 

Champ. The Rogues have met with thpfc two 
Upon my Life, and robb'd 'cm/ 

La-writ. As you. are, (i^SOi^f^e Gendeaieo^ , 
Impart unto a couple of Qp\A jC^bat^pt^ 

Samp. My Lord mine Uncle, aSs t five* 

La-writ. Pox take him. , , *. ' * 

How that Word has warm'd my M6uth^ 

Vert. Wl\y, how now. Cpufiq ? . _ . 

Why, whiy f and wherq Marv have yoq , been^ at a 

Poulters ,^, ^. > w ' 

That you^aiie ca^'d jhus 1 |kp ^^ Raljbet ? I cqul^ M^gh now^ 
And I fliall laugh, for all I have Jpft my Children, 
Laugh monftrojitly. , 

Champ. Vfh^t jare they ? 

F^t. Give me leave. Sir, , 
L^h more and more, never leave la^gh;bg• > 

^Clamp. Why, Sir? / ,. , . 

Vert. Why, 'tis fuch a .jhiog, I fnaell it, ^ir, I fracll It, 
Such a ridiculous thing, 

La-writ. Do you laugh ^t f»e, my Lcwrd ? 
J m very cold, but that (hould not be laught at, 

Chofnp. 
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Champ. What art thou r 

KMifer//. What ^t thou ? 

Samp. If hfe had hfs DduWct— 

And his Sword by hi$ fide, as a Gendeman ought to 
have «■ "^ -^ ' ^' » i '. . -. > ... - . t 1^ ^v v 

/^^/. Peicci Moniieur Sampfin. 

Champ. Com?' hlthe^ little Gentleman. 

La-WU. • B^ is thtf Slave cortitiiandcd : Come to me. 

V&t. This is the litdc Advocate. ' / 

Champ. What Advocate? 

l^itf. Th<i ihtle Advocate that fent me a Challenge, 
I told you that my Nephew undertook it, •. ^ ^^ ^ 
And what 'twas like to prdvei WbWyou fee the Iflue. 

Champ. Isjtbis the litdc Lawy^?^ - x ' 

La^writ. You have a Swordi Sir,* 
And I have none, you have a 'Doublet too 
That keeps you warni, and* mates Jrou merry. 

Samp. If your Lordlhip kfiew* 
Tht Nature and the NpbreriiJft of the Gentleman, 
Though he (hew flight here; ^30) and at what Jufts of 

''^'"•^ Danger ••'"''- ^' ' ; •^-"' ."- /•■ i>.-. ._ 

His Manhood has arrived. 

But that Mens Faces are foolifli, 

'Afid often headlong dverinitt their Fortunes. 

La-wfit\ 't'hat little Lawyer would'fopriek his Ears up. 
And bite your Honour by the Nofe. 
' ^itbdmp, Sa^ou fo, Sir ? 
i ia-wU. So niggle about your grave Shins, Lord Fer^ 

■• ^ ■ •*' ta^ne^tcxh' .• - ^ ,. - ( .r - 

(30) and at ivhat galb tf Danger 

His Manhood has arri'ved^'] Gufts of Danger ^ feemM a Meta- 
phor talden from Sailing, and intelligible ; but as ic is neither very clear 
nor very emphatical when explained, I oifcen hefi tared upon it, and 
.was co|i£rmM in niy Doubts by Mr. Sympfon\ defiriog to know if I 
i;ou]d explain it. Juft as tl&e Sheet was going to the Prefs* what (eenu 
the true Reading oc0urrM, 

»■ ' at mjhai Jufts of Danger 
His Manhood has arrinjed^ . 

i. e. Whkt^4anfer9ui Tournements his Manhood has heen engaged in, 
i It is a technical Word ia Knight-errantry ». and pe^f(p£lly fuitabie to the 
ieiraatl^^t tliat Htieirs i;^^ 

C^4 Samp. 
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Samp. No more fweet Gentleman, no more of thit, 3w^. 

La-writ. I will have more, I muft have more. 

f^frf. Out wkhif:, 

Satnp. Nay he is as brave a Fellowr— — 

Champ. Have I caught yqu f [Slrihs bim </w». 

^i?r/. Do not kill hhn, do not kill him. 

Cbamp' No, no, I will not. Do yoi| peep again ? 
Down, down, proud Heart. . 

Samp. O Valoun 
Look up Ijrayc Friend, I have no means to refcue thecj 
(31) My Kingdom for a Sword. 

Cia^jf. rij fwor^ you pref^ntly, 
I'll claw your Skin-Coat too. 

Ferf. Away, good Sampfon^ 
Ifoq go to Grafs clfe inftantly. 
/ Samp. But dp not murder ipy brave Friend. 

Vert. Not one Word. 

Ci&^;7Sfp. If you do, Sirra — — / 

Smp. Muft I go off dilhonour'd? . ' 

Ad verfity tries Valour, fo I leave thee. , [ExiL 

Champ. Are you a Lawyer, Sir ? , • ^ 

La-writ. I was, I was. Sir. 

Champ. Nay never look, yo^r Lawyer*s Pate is bfokep^ 
And your litigious j^lood about your £ars, Sira, 

' ' *' 

(31) My Kingdom for a Sivonl.l^ }>Hr. Syit^pfon d^nks this a ftupid 
Sneer at Shak^fear^ and Mr. Theobald always us^ tp look t>R eVery 
fuch jocalar Qaotation froni him, as fo many Sneers. For my pait, I 
think it no more a Sneer upon S hah/pear y thgn the Battle of the Frogs 
and Mic3 is upon the Iliad^ or the Splendid Shilling upon Paradifi 
Loft. Every Sentiment, or Exprcffion of Dignity BXid Sublimity, whca 
S|pply*d to a Ridiculous Subjedt^ fefves only by its Contrafi 10 render the 
Sutyeft fiore Ridiculous. 7*has Et ttf Brifte below, cannot pofiibly be 
a Sneer upon Shake/pear^ who does nothing but tranfcribe the very Ei- 
prefljon Qt^ar made ufe of at his Death ;' at leail the Latin TranlM- 
^on of it. But Sampfotf airuming the DiUrefs of Richard the ^Ipird^ 
and La-writ the Dignity of Ca^r in his Fall, extremely heighten tlic 
Comick Drollery of their Charafters. Thus again, in an Eixtendaidon 
of Mr. Sympfon^^y Note 9, in this very Play, 

What Mifter thing is this? 

As Spenfer had ftaihpM a Dignity upon the«bfoI«e Word Mifter, it Is 
with great Humour apply 'd to La-writ. Biit is Spenfer fneer'd by the 
Application? No; Fletcher was fo far from Sneering, that he. almoft 
id(ili7:,^d him; as is fhewn in Note 73 on The Faithful Shepherdefs. 

Why 
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^hy do ycm fight and fnarle ? 

La-writ, I was pofleft. 

Champ. rU difpoflcfs you* 

Fert. Ha, ha, ha. 

La-wrii. Ettu Brute? 

Vert, Bait him no more* 

Champ. Alas, Sir, I muft beat him. 
Beat him into4iis Bofinefs again, he will be loft eUe. 

Vert. Then take your way. 

Champ. Lye ftill, and do not ftruggle. 

La-writ. 1 am patient, 
I niver law tny Kood before, itjaidesme, 
I have no more Heart now than a Goofe. ; 

Champ. Why Sirra, why do you leave (^i) your Trade;, 
your Trade of living. 
And fend yodr Challenges like Tbunderbdts> ^ 

To Men of hcfhour-d Places? 

La-writ. I underftand. Sir, i 

I never underftood before your beating. ' 

Champ. Does this work on you? , 

La-writ. Yes, 

Champ. Do you thank me fbr*it? 

La<mt. As well as a beaten Man can. 

Champ. And do you prcyi^ife ine. 
To fall cloie to your Trade again ? leave Brawling ? 

Lehwrit. If you will give nue Leave and Life. 

Champ.* And ask this noble Man Forgivenefs ? 

La-writ. Heartily. 

Champ. Uife then, and ^t you gone, and let me hear 
of you 
As of an Advocate new vampt ; no more Worcfe, 
Gee; you off quickly, and make no Murmurs, 
I fhall purfue you elfe. 
. La-Writ. I have done, fweet Gentlemen. [^Exit. 

Vert. But we forget ourfelves, our Friends and Children. 

{32) •"^'^your Trade^ your Tradi of living,'] i, g, your Tiade by 
: which yoa ace to get your Livelihood, and without which you muft 
ftarve. I add tl^s Explanation becaufe Mr. Sympfon^ taking^ 7rad$ of 
giving only for kFay of Livings thought it a flirange Tautology. 

(!hamf. 






^|0 7h J^iifJ^ ^mpk iiW0? 

Champ. We'll raife the Qfmy, firft. <^^ «*« ^ 
Fortunes. S^xeunt, 

JE«/^ ^/iTtf GentUmarty and Lamira. 

I Gent. Shall I entreat for what I. may q^pn^d \ . 

Lam. Think on my Birth. 

I Gent. Here I ^ Only JTob!^ , • . 

A King, ind tboii.w roxl>9[aiioi9flfc Foftl 

A Subjedk, and a Slave. /* ^ 

Xj/». Be not a Tyr%fi^ 
A Ravifher of Honour, gentle Sir, 
And I will thinly yq fqc|i| and x>a' vfvj Kn^ 
A« to my Sovereign, pay a Sutfleft'? Qqty, 
With Esayefs apd Jifars. 

1 G^iJ/. I like this humbje Carri^e, ;; . . 

I will walk by, JHit Jcpsej you {|:iU aqd wgep jboo, , r 

It ftiews wal (33) whiie I m^ita|e 09 tte ^rcy. 
Before I feizeit. 

Lam. Is there no iVfeFfys J^^V'n? 

Enter fecond Gentleman i and AnaJjel* 

2 Gent. Not kifs ybfi ? 
I will, and kifs again. "* ' 

^»tf. Savage Vill»r?. p 
My Iqpoccna be my ftren^tb, I dodefie thee. 
Thus iborn and ipit at ihee.; wi|l you cogiief on^ S\ti 
You*re hot, th^ is a Oioler. ' • • 

2 Gent. A Virago ? 

Jua^ No, iloathigme ^Goat, more, more^ I am that 
Goddefs, 
That bere wTtb »Wh}ps qf^teel, inHdlhereafter, 
Scourge Rape and Theft. ' 

2 Gent, riltry your Deity. 

^Jjta. My -Chaftity, iad this .Knife, held hf a V irgin , 
Againft thy Luft, thy Sword and thee i.fieaft', v^ 
Call on for the Encounter. 

(2^) —_—wA/7<f 7 mediate »»//&# P/-rjf,] Mr. Symp/m concurr'd 
Ui tfiis Corrcaidti, and *tii only a MiRake of tW OaaVo Editidtr.* - 

2 Gent^ 
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2 Gent, Now wbtai tWnk yoirl 

[Tbr(ms bat and taf^. bjCK I^^, 
Are you a Goddef^ ? 

jina. In me their Pow^r fufFcM, 
That ffaould proted: tho ImiQCcne. 

1 Gf;^/. 1 am aH Fire, "^^ 

And thou ikak quench it, and fenre my.PIe^j&tm. 
Come Partner in the Spoil and the Reward, 
ILet us 4ffi^ ^Mr Puiduife. 
Lam. O JDinant t 

HeaVftl O HuibMdl 
y*«i. O my Ckrmmmt t 

4 Gm^ Two are our Slaves they call on, farii^ ^em 
. forth • 

As they are chain^ tooethc^, kt them &e 
And fuffer in the 0|3ji^^ 

$nt£r Pinant an4 Clerempnit hound^ py tbf r^fi 

pf Jb^Gpttlemcnp . ;^ 

2 Gent. WU\^m^ tit 
And without pity licar 'em. 

Cler. By my life, 

1 fuffer more for ch«ethw(&r mylelf. . 

I>in. Be a Man, Qeremont^ and (took upoa Tom 
As fuch that not alone abus*d our Service, 
Fed us with liofKS moft bitter in iDigeftion, 
But when Love fail\j, lo dmw on furtboriVSifohief, 
The Baits they laid for us, w^ereourosm jtbnour^, 

'VVhich thus Imhixnide us Slaves t(x>, worf&ifban>SUv<», 
a Gent. He dies. 

I Gent. Przf hold, give him a little viefpite. 

i)in. I fee you now beyond Expreffiootwetdhed, 
Thfc Wit^you bragy of fool'd, that boaflediHonour, 
As you believ -d compafs*d with .Walk ofiBrais, 
To gu^rd it fure, fubjeflto' fa^ o'^rthrown ^ 
With the leaft Wdl^ofJLuft, 

Z^i9?« A mdft^fad TruA. 

Din. That Confidence which was not tp be-ihaken 
In a perpetual Fever, ^and thofe Favours, 
^hich with fo ftroKlg^nd ceremonious |iuty 

Your 
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Your Lover and a Goitleman loi^ fought for, . 
Sought, fued, and kneel'd in vain for, muft you yield up 
To a licentious Villain, that will hardSy 
Allow you Thanks for*t. 

Cler. Something I muft lay too. 
And to you pretty one, though crying One ; 
To be haAg'd now, when th^fe worlhipfol iftBRC^crs 

plcafe. 
Though I know not their Faces, that cQn<}e«ui mc^ 
A little ftartles me; but a Man is nothing, ^ 

A Maidenhead is the thing, thethingallaim at ; ^ ^ 
Do not you wi(h now, and wi(h from your PJeart tOQ, 
When fcarce fwect with my Fears,..! long lay by ypn 
(Thofe Fears you and your good Aunt put upon pie. 
To make you fport) you'd given a Iktlc hint, 
A touch or fo, to tell me I was Mortal, • 
And by a Mortal Won^n ? Jna. Pray you no mofe. 

Cler. If I had loosed that Virgin Zone, dbKri^em^, 
I wou'd have hir'd the beft of jail bur Poets 
ToVe fung fo much, and fo well In the Honour . -^ 
Of that Night's Joy, that Ov/J's Afternoon, 
Nor his C(?ri»»a fhould again be memiotfd, 

j4na. I do repent, ai^^^ih I; had, : ^ 

Cler. That's Comfort, - , . .^ 

But now - r . 1 . ^ 

zGent. Another that will iiave it ofFcr'df 

Compel kto' be offered, fhall enjoy it. / 

Cler. A Rogue,. a Ruifiati. ^ 

2 G^«/* AsyouJoveyourThroait,!- . ^ 

I Gent. Away with them. / 

Ana. OCleremont! .♦ 

Lam. O Dtnant ! 

Din. I can but add your Sorrows to my Sorrows, j 
Your Fears to my Fears. 

Cler. To your Wilhes mine. 
This Slave may prove unable to perform, . ; 
Till 1 perform the Task that! was born iot. /, . , 

And. Amen, amen. • 

I Gent. Drag the Slaves hence, for you 
Awhile 1*11 lock you up here^ ftudy jil ways 

' Yoq 
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You can ta pleaie me, <)rr t}i6 deod^bdng (^^ 
You are but dead. 

2 Gtni. This firong Vault ihall contain yeu. 
There think how many for your Maidenhead \ . 
Have pin'd away, and be prepared to lofc it 
With Penitence. 

1 Gmt. No human help can &ve yoo. 
Ladies. Help, help? 

2 Gent. You cry in vain, Rocks cannot hear you. 



AC T V. SCENE I. 

A horrid Noife of Mufick within, 

JSnter one and opens the Door^ within which Lamira 
and Anabel wetejhut^ they in fear. 

Lam. f^ Coufin, how I (hake all this long Night J 
\^ What Frights and Noifes We have heard, ftill 
they .encreafe. 
(34) The Villains put on Shapes to torture us,. 
And, to their Devil's Form, fuch Preparations 
As if they were a hatching new Difhonours, 
And fatal Ruin, paft dull Man's Invention. 
Go not too far, and pray, good Coufin Anabel^ 
Haric, a new Noife. 

[AJlrange Muftck^ Sackbut^ and j'roop Mufick. 

Ana. They're exquifite in Mifchief, 
I will go on, this Room gives no Protieftioo,. 
More than the next 5 what's that ? how fad and hollow. 
The Sound comes to us. \nieves peeping. 

tarn. Groaning ? or finging is it ? 

(34) '^^^ Villains put on Shapes to torture us, - 

• Jnd to //&f zVDevils form fuch Preparations * 

As if they were &c.] The former Editors, by their Poxntirg 
and making Devils the P/«r«/ Number inflead of the Genitive Sin- 
gular, feem to have tsketkform for a Verb ; but then the/ leave und 
to their Devils without any Senfe at all. 

Ana, 




2^ 3^ Jiiktk Kft!tid(i ijoi^vt. 

jJna. Tlie Windi I ^lliMk» rmuioiariiig annaogft did 

Rooms. 
Lam. Now kigso«sJbuder,/finr^lbtneri^B^^ 
Of our foul lofe—**«^ took, now tfaeyipc^^ 
jina. PoK fJeap ^€iin. 
Lam. O, give them gentle Language. 
Ana. Give 'em fiats^ bane« [ [Bnp^ above. 

Lam. Now they're above. 
^«4J. r would riiey were iW Gcntci*. 
Lam. Thou art fo foolifh defperate. 
Ana. ^hfce wenrmiflr lofe. 

Lam. Call *em brave Fellows, Gentlemen. 

Ana. Call 'eifi> Rogues, 
Rogues as they ate, rude Rogues, uncivil Vilkins.^ 

Lam. Look* ah thtHT woo'tbefware, d&ft feel the Danger ? 

Ana. Till th' Danger feel me, thus. will I talk ftill. 
And wotfe when that cdWes too, they cannot cat me. 
This is a Pfanilhmeht, tipon ouf 6wn Prides 
Moft juftly laid ^ we muft abufe brave. Gentleman, 
Make 'em tattie Fools, andBobby-borfeSyJaughaadjeerat 
Such Men too, and fo handibme arid fo noble. 
That howfoe'er we feem'd toxarry it — ^ 
WouM 'twere to do again . 

Lam^ I do Ct^fefs, Coufin, 
I was too harfli, tod fbolifli. 

Ana. Doyoufcefit? 
D* you find it hbw ? Take heed d'th' PunJfhment j 
We might have had two gallant Gentlemen, 
Proper^ ind yoiing, Ohow it tortures me ! 
Two E)evils now, two Rafcals, two and twenty*- — * 

Lam. O think not fo. 

Ana. Nay, an We Tcape fd modeftiy- 

Lam. May we be worthy any Eyes, or Knowledge^ 
When we are ufed thus ? 

Ana. Why not? why do you cry? 
Are we not Women ftill ? What were we made for ? 

Lam. But thus, thusbafely— 

Ana. 'Tis againft our Wills, 
And if there come a thoufand fo, 

Lam. Out on thee. 

Ana. 
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Ana. You arc a Fool, wtet Ve caAnot Afilt 
Why fhould we grieve and blufli For ? Thfcrcfee Wonieji, 
And they that iSar the Naihc of exa^ttit Women, 
Would give^thcir whole Eftatcs to Itneet this Fortune?, 

Lam. Hark, a new Noife. ^{Newfouni'(mtbm. 

Ana. Let 'em go on, I fear nftt, 
If wrapgjinj^, fighting and fcratchirrgcahnoepreferve rflie. 
Why fo be'it, Coufin ; if 1 be oi^dainM 
To breed a race of Rogues* 



Enter four aver the Stage ^ n^th^S^^^^^^ 

boundy with Halters dUut their Necks. 

Lam. They come. Ana. Befittrij 
They're welcome. 

Lam, What maskof Deathls this ? O my dear Brother. 
^ Afia. My C02; too j why now ybu are glorious^illalns. 
^Ldm. O'fliall we lofe our Honours ? 

Ana. Let *em go. 
When Death prepares 'flic Way,** fheyVe blit Pdg%tots. 
Why muft thefe die ? 

Beaup. Lament your own Misfortunes, 
We periih happili^ ocfdrc your tlulris. 

Ana. Has mifchief nc^er a^Tdh§uc ? 

I Gent. Tes, foolilh Woman, 
Our Captain's WiH is Death. 

Ana. You (Jare not do it. 
Tell thy boifterous Captain what I fay, 
Itliy lawlefs Captain, that hd daf es not dd it. 
D* youlaigh you Rogue ? You pamper'd Ro^e? 

Lam. ' Good Sjr, * 

(Good Coufin gently) as youVe a Gentleman*—— 

Ana. > Geiitieman ? A Slave,' a Dbg, «ie; Detfl*» 
Harbfnger. 

Lam. Sir, as you had a Mother. 

Ana. HeaMptbier? 
Shame not the name of Mother, a fhe Bear, 
/A bloody old Wolf Bitch. ' A Wbman'Mbther ? 
Looks that rude Lump, as if he "had a Mother ? 
Intreat him ? Hang him ; do tliy worft, tKdU 3ar*ff Bot, 
Thoudar'ft not wrong their Livcs,^ t'hy'^f5«in*d^<!s'nbt. 

They're 
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They're Priibns of more Price* 

f^^i. Whatever we fufFer 
Let not your Angers wrong j^u^ . 

Ana. You cannot fu0cr, ' • 

• The, Men that do this deed muftii ve i'lh* Moon, 
Free from the gripe of Jiiftice; 

Lam. Is it not better ? 

Ana. Is it not better ? Let 'em go on like Rafcalsy 
And put falfe Faces on ; they dare not do it ; 
FJattcr fuch Scabs of Nature ? 

Gent. Woman, Woman, 
The next work is with you. 

Ana. Unbind thofe Gentlemen, 
And put their fatal Fortunes on our Necks^ ... 

Lam. As you hav6 Mercy do. 

Ana. As you are Monfters. 

Lam. Fright us no more with Ship-wrieck of our 
Honours, 
Nor if there be a Guik by us committed 
Let it endanger thofc. 

Ana. I fay they dare not, . 
There be a thoufand Gallowfes, ye Rogues, n 

Tortures ye bloody Rogues, Wheek. 

Gent. Away. Lam. Stay. Ana. Stzy: 
Stay and TJl flatter too:* Good fweet*fac*d Gentlemen^ 
You excellent in Honefty 5 O Kinfmen I 
O noble Kinfmen \ 

Gent. Away with *em; [Exeunt Vcrd. Beaup. iwrfGcnt. 

Ana. Stay yet. ' i 

The Devil arid his lovely Dam walk with you ; 
Come fbrtifie f burfelf, if they do die. 
Which all their ruggednels, cannot rack into me^ 
They cannot find an hour more Innocent, 
Nor more Friends to revenge 'em. 

Enter Cleremont, dij^is% 

Lant. Now (land conftant. 
For now our T;'ial*s come. 
. C/<fr. This Beauty's mine. 
Your Minute moves not yet« ^ 

. . Ldm4 
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Lam. She finks — — ^-if Chriftian^ 
II kny fpark of noble heat 

Qer. Ri(e, Lady, . 

And fcarlefs rife, there's no Difhonour meant yoo. 
Do you know my Tongue ? 

Ana. Tvc heard it. -*• 

Cler. Mark it better. , 
I'm one that loves you, fairly, nobly loves Jrou^ 
Look on my Face ? * Ana^ Q Sir? 

Cler. No more Words, foftly 
Hark, but hark wifely how, underftand well^ 
Sufpedt not, feat* hot. 

Ana. You have brought me Comfort. 

Cter.iiS) If you dare think me worthy of your Husband^ 
I im no Rogue nor Beggar, if you dare do thus*-^-«» 

Ana. You're *Monfieur Cleremonti 

Ckr. I am th.e fame^ 
If you dare venture, fpeak, if not I leave youj 
And leave you to the mercy of thcfe Villains . . 

That will not woo ye much. 

Ana. Save my Reputation, 
And free me from thele Slaves. 
: Cler. By this Kifs Pll do it. 
And from the Iea(i Diilionour they dare aim at you "3 
I have a^Prieft.po, fhall be ready. 

Ana. You are forward. 

Lam. Is this my conftant Coufin ? How (he whifpcrj^ 
Kifles and hugs thfe Thief I 

Ana. You'll offer nothings 

G/^r. ' Jill all be ty'd, 
Not as I am a Gentleman. 

Anak Can you relieve my Aunt too ? 

Cler. Not yet, Miftrels, 
But fear nothing, all (hall be well ; away quifckly^ 
It muft be done i'th' Moment-^--^ Ana. I am with ye^ 

• 

(55) V f^^ thtnk me 'werthy of your Husband, ] The Wdrd-'tJ&r^ 
being twice repeated ^cerwatrds> in repeating this Qaeilion, and chef 
Want of a Syllable in the Verfe^ feem to prove it accidentally dropc 
from this Line. 
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Ger. MI know now. whft fl«^ by tne, iajep your 
(landing. [Exeunt Clen. a$^ Atahd^ 

Lam. Well, go thy way, and thineown^amc dwell 
with thee. 

Is this the Conftancy (he (hewy, the Bravery ? ^ 

The dear Love and the Life flie ow'd her Kii^foted ? 

(36^ O brave Tongue- valiant, and vaih-gloRfcus Wo- 
man! 

Is this the noble Anger you arrived at ? 

Are thefe the Thieves you fcorn*d, the Rogucs yon 
raiPdat? '. ' 

The (cabs and fcums of Nature ? O fair AAodefty, . 

Excellent V irtue, , whither art thou fled ? 

What Hand O Heav-n is over us, when ftrcmg Virgins 

Yield to their l^ears, and to thefr Fears their Fortunes I [ 

Never belief come nev nw nwrev ferewel, WcftCh^ 

A long fare wel from all that ever kocw thae ; 

My turn is next, I anrt tefol v*d, it coraes^ 

But in a nobler Shape,^ ba ? 

(36) O Brave Tongue, vsHznt ^ariom IFbman f J Mr. Sjmf/ox 
concurr'd with me in reading Tongue- vaiiant. It U iuMy pgdbabh 
that Milton read it fo, for he feems to imitate it in hjs Samp/on j^o*- 
ftifies: Samp/on calls Haripha^ Tongue- doughty Giant i- and this is 
not the £rfl (ime in this Pky that Milton ^ in that \Qry SceAe» ieenii^ 
to have imitated our Author^; , What C&amfernel ^ys is tke feconl 
Scene of the firil A&, 
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Injome clo/e Vault y that only nxiot^ld yield room 
To me to ufe my S^ord^ to thee no hope 
To run o'way'] ^ 

Milton puts, with a fmall Change of Expreflion, iniatySamjon* s^A^h, 

Therefore ^without feigned Shifts let he ajjtgn'd r 

Some narrow Place inclos'^d, <where Sight may gi^ thee. 

Or rather Flight, no great adtvantage of me. 
But beiide. the Corruption of T^ff^A^-qjia/itfff/, the Word glorious {etta9^ 
to have 16ft its proper Confort, which both the Scnfe and Verfe le^ 
quire to be rcftor'd : I read therefore, 

O brave Tongue-valiant, and vain-glorious Woman ! 
Dinant iay t, a Ijttle below, to Lamira, 

That Spring of Chafiity that fed your Pride, 
And grevi into a River of Vain-glory. 

This confirms the Conjedtute above. 
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Enter Dmant. / 



Din. Blefsye, Lady. 

Lam. Indeed Sir, I had n^ of many Blefliiigs^ 
For atf the ftfoars I have had floce 1 came, here, 
* Have been fa many Curfes. How got you Liberty ? 
For I prefume you come to cofnfort me. 

Din. To comfort you, and love you, 'tis moft true, 
My Bondage was as yours, as Ibll of bitterness. 
And everv Houi: tny Death. 

Lam. Heav'n was your comf6rt. 

Din. 'fm thclaft Evening, fitting full of fadnefs^ 
Wailing, fweet Miftrefs, your unhaj^y Fortunes, 
(Mine own I'd the leaft care of) round about ttie 
The Captain and the Company ftood gaping. 
When I began the Story of my Love 
To you fair Saint, and with fo fait a Sorrow 
Followed each, point, that even from thofe rude Eyc!$, 
That never knew what Pity meant, or Mercy, 
There ft6le down foft Relentings : Take heed Miftrefs^ 
And let not fetch unholy Hearts outdo you, 
The foft-plom'd dod will fee again ; thus taken. 
As Men transformed with the Itrange Tale I told^ 
They ftood iniaz'd, then bid me rife and live. 
Take liberty and means to fee your Perfon, 
And wifhtme profperous in your Love; wifh you (6^ 
Be wife and loving, Lady, fhcW bu( you fo. 

Lam. O Sir, are thefe fit hours to talk of Love in ? 
Shall we make Podls of our Affilidtions f 
Can any thing feund fweetly in mine Ears, 
Where all the noife of bloody horror is ? 
My Brother, and my Coufin, they are dead, ^ir^ 
Dead, bafely dead, is this ah Age to fool in ? 
And ( myfelir, 1 know not what I {hall be. 
Yet I muft ^hank you, and if happily 
You had askM me Yefterday , when theft were living, 
And my Fears lefs, I might have hearkned to you. * 

. Din. Peace to your Grief, I bind you to your Word. 

If^. ^ . £nUr 
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Enter Clercmont, Anabel, Bewprc, VcrdonCt 
Charlotte, Nurfe^ and the two Gentlemen^ 

Lam. How ? Do you Conjure ? ^ 

Din. Not to raife dreadful Apparitions, Madam, 
But fuch as you would gladly fee. 

Lam. My Brother, and Nephew living ? 

Beaup. And both owe their Lives 
To th' favour of thefe Gentlemen. 

Verd. Who defer ve 
Our Service, and for us, yoiir gracious Thanks.' , 

Lamr Which I give freely, and become a Suitor, 
To be hereafter more familiar [.Kifsi 

With fuch great Worth and Virtue. 

i Gent. Ever think us 
Your Servants, Madam. 

Cler. Why if thou wilt needs know 
How we are freed, t will difcover it. 
And with Laconick Brevity : Thefe Genitlemea 
This Night encountririg with thofe Oudaws that > 
Yefterday made us Prifoners, and as we were 
Attempted by*em, they with greater Courage, 
( I*m fure with better Fortune) not alone 
Guarded themfelves, but forcM the bloody Thieves, 
Being got between them aiid this hellilh Cave, 
For fafety of their Lives, to fly up higher 
Into the Woods, all left to their Poffeffion 5 
Thi$ fav'd your Brother and your Nephew frona 
The Gibbet, this redeemed me from my Chains, 
And gave my Friend his Liberty, this preferv'd 
Your Honour ready to be loft. 

Din. But that 
I know this for a Lie, and that the Thieves 
And Gentlemen, are the fame Men, by my practice 
SubornM to this, he does deliver it ' 

With fuch a conftant Brow, that I am doubtful^ 
I fliould believe him too. 

1 Gent. If we did well, 
yft are Awarded, 

2 Gent. Thanks but takes away 

From 



I 



Tj^e^ Little French Lawyer. 261 

From what was frcscly purposed. 

Cler. Now Jby this Hand, 
You have fo cunningly >dilbharg*d your parts. 
That w$iJe we live, reft confident yoq (hall- 
Conimand Dinant apd Cler€mora ; nor Beaupre . 
Nor Verdone fcents it : For the Ladies, they 
^iVerc cafie to be guird. 

I Gent. 'Twas but a Jeft, 
And yet the Jeft may chance to break our Neck?, 
Should it be kqown. 

Cler. Fear nothing. Din. CUremonty 
Say, what Succefs ? 

Cler. As thou wouldft wi(h, 'tis done, Lad, 
The Grove will witncfs with me, that this Night '\ 

I lay not like a Blo9^ ; But how fpeed you ? 

JDin. I yet am in rufpence, devife fome means 
To get ihefc off, and fpcedtly. 

Cler. I have it 5 
Come, we are dull, I think that the good Fellows, 
Our Predeceffors in this Place, were not 
So foolifh and improvident Husbands, but 
*Twill yield us Me4tand Wine. 

I Gent. Let's ranfack it, 
•Tis ours now by the Law. 

Ckr. How fay yoy fweet one. 
Have you an Appetite? Ana. To walk ag^in 
I'th* Woods, if you think fit, rather than cat. 

Oer. A little refpite prithee ; nay blufh np;. 
You ask but what's your own, and warrantable : 
^on^itUT Beauprej Verdone^ 
What think you of the Motion ?^ 

Verd. Lead the way. 

Beaup. -We follow willingly, 

Cler. When you (hall think fit. 
We will expcft you, [^Exeunt all hut Din. and Lam. 

Din. Now be Miftrefs of your Promifc, Lady. 

Lam. *Twas to give you hearing. • 

Din. But that Word hearing did include a Granp, 
And you mufl: make it good. 

ham. Muft ? Din. Muft and Ihall, 

R 3 ' 
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I will be fool'd no mc»'e, yoti had your Triekt \ 
Made Properties of m^, and of my Friend % 
PrefuqfiM upoft your Power, and whip'd me with 
The Rod of mine own Dotage : Do not flatter . 
Your felf with hope, that any human hdp 
Can free you, and for aid by miracle 
A bafe unthankful Woman is unworthy* ' ^ 

Lam. You will not force me ? 
Din. Rather than enjoy you 
With your confent, bccaule I will torment you j 
ril make you feci th^efKs&s of abus*d Love, 
And glory in your Torture, 
Lam. Brother, Nephew, 
Help, help, for Heav'n's fafcc. 

Din. Tear your Throat, cry loud€|. 
Though every Leaf, thcfe Trees bear, were an Echo, 
And fummotl'd in yoqr beft Friends to redeem you. 
It (hould be frultlefs : *Tis not that I leve you. 
Or value thofe Delights you pri;:e fe high. 
That PU enjoy you ; a French Crown will buy 
More fport, and a Companion, to whom 
You in your beft trim are an Mlbiop. 
Lam. Forbear me then. 
Din. Not fo, I'll do't in fpite. 
And break that ftubborn difobedient Will, 
That hath fo long held out, that boafted Honour 
I will make equal with a common Whore's j 
The fpring of Chaftity, that fed your Pride, 
And grew into a River of Vain-glory, 
I will defile with mud, the mud of Luft, 
And make it loathfome ev'n to Goats. 

Lam- O Heav'n ! 
No pity Sir ? Din. You taught me to be cruel. 
And dare you think of Mercy ? PU tell thee Fool, 
Thofe that furpris'd thee were my Inftruments j 
i can plot too, good Madam, you fhall find it: 
And in the ftcad of licking of my Fingers, 
Kneeling and whining like a Boy ncw-brccch'd. 
To get a Toy forfooth, not worth an Apple, 
Tlius ni^ke my way, apd with Authority 

Cppimaod 
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Command what I would have. 

Lam. Vm loft for ever: * • 
Good Sir, I do confefi my Auit, "rtiy grofi fault, ^ 
And yield myfdftfp,' mifeAbfci guftfcy j 
Thus kneelii^ I eonfcfs, yiDU cannot ftudy^ 
Si^Mcient Punifhmencs to load mc with ; ! 

Vm in your power, and 1 conftfaf agafin,' 
You canndt be too cruel : If there be, 
Befidcs *fe Joft ttf my long guarded Honoyr, 
Any thing elfc ^td make the Balance even, * 
Pray pot It^n, iU hopes, all helps have left me ; 
I am girt round with Sorrow, HeH's about me. 
And Ravifhment the lead that h can look for. 
Do what you pleafe* 

Din. Indeed I will do nothing. 
Nor touch nor hiHt ydu. Lady, iior had ever 
Such a lewd piltpbfe^ ' 

^am. Can there be fuch Qoodnefs, 
And in a Man lb injured ? 

Din^ Be confirm'd in*t. 
I feal it thus : I muft confefs you yex'd me. 
In fooling me fo often, and thofe fears 
You threw Upon me caird for a requital, 
Which now I have returned, all unchafte Love 
Dinant thus throws away ; live to Mankind, 
As you have done to me, and I will honour 
Your Virtue, and no mo^e think of your Beauty. 

Lam. All I poflefs comes Ihort of fatisfaftiop. 

Din. No Compliments : The Terrors of this Night 
Imagine but a fearful Dreanfi, and fo 
With eafe forget it : For DiMant^ that laboutM 
To blaft your Honour, is a Champion for it. 
And will prote£): and guard it. 

Lam. 'Tis as fafe then, 
A% if a compleat Army undertook it. [Exeunt. 

Enter La-writ, Samplbn^ and Cliptts. 

* 

Lif-wri/. Donot perfwade me,gq)tle Monfieur Sampfon^ 
I am a mortal Man again, a Lawyer, 
My martial part I have put off. 

R 4 Samp' 



\ 



^64 ^f^e Little Frcjich La^myer » 

Samp. Sweet Monfieur, . . , 
Let but our Honours teach us. 
La-writ. lAan^x&JX Smpfon^ 
My honourable Friend, my valiant Frian<l, 
J8c but fo beaten j (forward rpy brave CJien ti, _. 
I am yours, and you are mine a^ain) be but fo thraifat. 
Receive that Caftigation with a Cudgel — - 
Samp. Which calls upon us for a Hcps^^tion. 
La-wfit. I h^ve, it coft me half a Crown^ I bear it 
/^ll over me, 1 bc^ it Monficur Sampfiu ; 
The OiIS| and the old Woman that repairs to me^ 
To 'noint my beaten Body. 

Samp* It cpncerps yoy, 
You have been fwing'd. • ^ 

La-writ. Let it concern thee too $ 
Go and be beat*n, fpeak fcurvy Words, as I did ; , 
Speak to that Lion Lord, waken his Anger, 
And have a hundred Bafl;inado*s, do ; < 

Three broken Pates, thy Teeth knocked out, do, Sampfon^ 
Thy valiant Arms and Legs beaten to Poi{iltefles» 
Do filly Sampfan^ dp. 

1 Cli. You wrpng the Gentleman, 

To try to put him out of his rigfit Mind thus ; 
You wrong us, and our Caufes. 

La-writ. Down with him, Genflemi^n, 
Turn him, and beat him, if he bre^k our Peace, 
Then when thou ))aft been lam'd, thy fmall Guts p(eri(h'4s^ 
Then talk to me, before I fcorn thy Cpunfel, 
Feel what J feel, ^nd let my Lord repair the?. 

Samp: And can the brave La-writ* — -r— 

2 Cli. J'empt him no furtherj^ 
Be warn'd, and fay no more. 

> La-writ, tf thou do'ft, Sampfon^ 

Thou fecft my Myrmidons, I*il let *em loofe. 

That in a Moment 
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Samp. I fay nothing. Sir, l^ut I could wifli' ■■ 
La-writ. They (halldeftroy thee wifliing ; 
There's ne'er a Man of thefc but have Ipft ten Caufes, 
pearer than ten Mens Live§ ; Tempt, and thou dieft : 
(jo home, and fniile upon my Lord, thine UnclC) 
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Take Mony of the Men thou mean'ft to cozen, . 

Drink Wine, and cat good Meat, and Uvcdifcreedy, 
Talk little, 'tis an Antidote 'gainft a beating ; . 
Keep thy Hand from thy Sword, and fronj thy JUundrcls 
Placket, . i 

And thou wilt live long, 

I Cli. Give ear, and beinftrudcd* . > : 

La-writ. I find I am wiferthana JufticeofPeace4idw, 
Give me the Wifdom .that's beaten into a Man 
That fticks ftill by him : Art thou a new Man? 

Samp. Yes, yes, 
Thy learned Precepts have inchanted me. ' T 

La-writ. Go, my Son Samp/on, I have now beg^ thtcj^ ^ 
I'll fend thee Caufes ; fpeak to thy Lord, and live. 
And lay my fliare by, go ^nd live in peace. 
Put on new Suits, and fhew fit for thy Place ; 
That Man neglefts his Living, is an Afe : [^Exil Samp,^ 
Farewel ; come chearily Boys, about our Bufinc6, 
Now welcome Tong\ie again, hang Swords. 

I O/. Sweet Advocate. " [Exeu$a. 

^;r/^ Nur(c^^»i Charlotte, 

Nurfe, I know not. Wench, they may call 'cm what 
they will. 
Out-laws, or Thieves, but I am fure, to, rac 
One was an honeft Man, he us'd me well ; 
What I did, 'tis no matter, he complain'd not. 

Char. I muflt confefs there was one bold with me too. 
Some cay thing would fay rude, but 'tis no matter 5 
J was to pay a Waiting-woman's Ranfom, 
And I have done't, and I would pay't a^ain. 
Were I ta'cn to morrow. 

Nurfe. Alas ! there was no hurt, 
iPt be a Sin for fuch as live at hard Meat, 
And keep a long Lent in the Woods, as they Jo, . 
To taftc a little Flelh. 

Char. God help the Courtiers, ^ . 

That lie at rack and manger. Nurfe. I Ihall love 
fi Thief the better for this while I live, 
They-are Men of 4 charitable Vocation, 

And 
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And give where there is need, and with diferetiofi, i 
And put a good ipeed-penny in my Purfe^ 
That has been empty twenty Yom's. 
. Char. Peact) Nurfc, 
Farewel, and cry not road Meat ; methinks CUremont 
And my Lady Anahel^ are in one Night 
Familiarly acquainted. Nurfe. I obferve k, 
Jf Ibe have got a penny too. 

E^^Vertaign^ Qiampernel, tf/^i Provoft, 

Char. No more. 
My Lord MonQeur Verta^^ the Provoft too, 
jHafte and acquaint my Lady. {EiciMnt^mitaniOx^x. 

Pro. Woado'ous (irange 

VerU 'Tisttrue, Sir, on my Credit. 

Champ. <>n mine Honour. 
, Pro. r have been Provoft-Marflial twenty Years, 
And have truflM up a thoufand of thefe Rafcals^ 
But fo near Paris yet I never met with 
One of that Brotherhood. 

Champ. We to our coft have ; 
But will you fearch the Wood ?' Pro. It is befet. 
They cannot 'fcape us, nothing makes me wonder 
So much, as having you within their Power 
They let you go ; k was a Courtefie, 
That French Thieves ule not often ; I much pity 
The gentle Ladies, yet I know not how, 

I rather hope than fear. 

» . - - " *- . 

£»/^ Dinant, Clereniont, Vierdone, Bcaupr^^ 
Lamiiia, Anabel, Charlotte^ and Nurfe. 

Are thefe the Prifoners ? Din. We wereiiich. ' • 

f^erd. Kill nie not^ excels of Joy. 

Champ. I fee thou liveft, but haft thou had no foul play ? 

Lam. No, on my Soul, my ufagehath been noble, 
Far from all Violence. 

Champ. How were you freed ? 
But kifs me f^rft, we'll talk of that at leifure, 
I am glad I have thee ; Neioe, how you keep off. 
As you knew me not ? 4m. Sir, I am where 
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I owe moft Duty, Cler. *Tis indeed moft true. Sir, 

The Man that ihou'd have been your Bedfellow, 

^9ur Loittifaty $ Bfedfdbw. that coOld noeiaidl od( -^ 

A Viqsia of uxtccn, diat was your Fool 

To make you merry, this poor fimple Felhrwr' ^ " 

Has met the Maid again, and now fhe knows 

He is A Mai^ {Ssamp^JAxy^ ! is fhf dii^nonr'd ?. y 

CW* Nol uillefs MJrriag;e be di|ionc|rabl^ , '^i 
Hcav'n is a Witnefs of our happy Contra(ft» 
And the next Prieft we meet mail warrant it 
To all the World : I lay with her in Jeft, 
*Tis turned to Earneft now. " > 

Champ. Is this true, Neice? 

2)i». Her blulhing Silence grants it j nay, Sir, ftorm no|^ 
He is my Friend, and I can makethis good. 
His Birth and Fortiifies 4Dqpfll hers ; f qfu* Ijordihip^^ 
Might have foygi^t out % worfe, we ^re aU Fricads, l^ 
All Differences end thus^ * Now Sir, unle6 ; 

You would raife new biflfenfions, tnhke perfcft 
What is fo well begun* c ' "'- ^ A 

Vm. That wet^ liot toaaly^ 

ham. Let me perfuade you. 

Champ. Well, God give you joy. 
She (hall not come a Beggar to you, *Sir. 
For you, Monfieur Dinant^ ere long Pll fhew you 
Another Neice, to this not much inferior ; 
As you fhall like, proceed. 

Din. I thank you. Sir. 

Champ. Back then to Paris : Wcfl that Travel ends 
That makes of deadly Enemies perfed Friends. 

lExeunt omnesl 
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Gentlemen^ 

IAmfent forth to enquire what you decree 
Of us^ and of our Poets^ they %vill be 
yhis Nq;bt exceedit^ merry^ fo wUl we^ 
If yon approve their Labours, ^eyprofefs 
Ton are their Patrons^ and we fay no lefs : 
Refolve us then^ for you can only tell 
Blether we have done id'ly, or done welU 
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BRAMATIS PERSONM. 



M E. N, 

VAlentinian, Emperor of Romel 
£cius, ^A^ Emperor^ s Loyal General. 

Balbus, 

Proculos, Cr ]^r rl^ble fa^ders^\and Battenrs\to the 
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eror, 



f 



Chiltf, 

Maximus, a greiU Soldier^ Husband to LucinaJ 

LyciaS) an Eunuch. 

Pontius, an boneft cajhiefd Centurion. 

Phidias, } two hold and fAitbfkl Eunuchs^ Servants t9 
Aretus, J iEcius. 

Afranius, an eminent Captain. 

Paulus, a Poet. 

Licippus, a Courtier. ^ 
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WOMEN. 

Eudpxia, Emprefsy JTrfe to Valcntiniao. 
Lucina, the cbafte ahufed Wife of Maximus, 

I' ... - *^ • 

Ph*^1r' } '""* "^^^^ Elliot's Bawds. 
Three SeHotcrSy Pby/tctaHS, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
SCENE, R O M E. 
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Eiiiir BalboSi Frocahis, OtilaK dtti^ Licifiias; 

B A L B u a. .. .V, 

^^^'^^^^ Never faw dw like, fhe's no more flirt*d, ' 
4 ,^ ^ No moreanother Woman, no more altered,' 
£, . ,•; l L : p "With any Iiop9s or promifM laid to her, . 
e^^i^f^Jg Let 'cm be nefcr fo weighty, ne'er fo wio; 
^i&^^iLa ning, 

Than I am with the motion of my own Le^. 

Fro. (Max, 
You are a Stranger yet in thefe Defigns, 
At leall in Rome ; tell me, and tell me truth. 
Did you e'er know in all your courie of Pro^icc, 
In all the ways of Woman you have run through, 
(For I prefume you have been brought »}pt O^aiet 
As we, to fetch and carry.) 

Cbi. 
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C&'. True, I have fo. 

Pro. Did yoiH I f^y again, in atll this Progrcfs, 
Efcr difcovcr fuch a piecd of Beauty, 
Ever fo rare a Creature, and no doubt, ^ *' 

One that muft know her worth too, and affeft it. 
Ay and be flattered, elfc 'tis none ; andhoneft? - 
Honeft againft the tide of all Temptations, 
Honed to one Man, to her Husband only. 
And yet not eighteen, not of Age to know 
^Why flie is boned ? ^ 

GW. I confefi it freely, '? • 

I never (aw her fellow, nor e'er (hall ; ^ 

For all our Gracian Dames, all I have try'd^ 
(And furc Tvc try'd a hundred, if I fay two 
I fpeak within my compafs) all thefe Beauties^ 
And all the dondancy of all thefe Faces, 
Maids, Widows, Wives, of what degnee or calling. 
So they be Greeks^ and fat, for there's my cunning, 
I'd undertake and not fweat for it, Proculus^ 
Werethey to try again, fay twice as many. 
Under a thoufand Pound, to lay 'em Bed-rid i 
But this Wench daggers nie. 

Lye. D*^ you fee thefe Jewels ? 
You*d think thefe pretty Baics' y now I'll afiure ye 
Here's half the Wealth of j/fta. 

B^L Thefe are nothing 
To the full Honours I propounded to her ; 
Ibid her think, and be, and prefently. 
Whatever her Ambition, what the Council 
Of others would add to her, what her Dreams 
Could more enlarge, what any Prefidcnt 
Of any Woman rifing up to glory, y^ 

And danding certain there, and in the highed. 
Could give her more ;— — nay, to be Emprefs^r 

Pro. And cold at all thefe Offers? 

Bal. Cold as Crydal, 
Ne'er to be thaw'a again. 

C&i. I try 'd her further. 
And fo far, that I think die is no Woman, 
At lead as Women go now. 

tyc* 
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Lie. Why what did you ? 

Cbu I oiTef'd that, that had fhe been but Miftrefs 
Of as much Spleen as Doves have^ I had reach'd her ; 
A lafe Revenge of all that ever hate her. 
The crying down for ever of all Beauties 
That may be thought come near her. 

Pro. That was pretty, 
(i) I ne^er knew that way fail 5 yet I will tell ye 
I offered her a Gift beyond all yours. 
That, that liad made a Saint ftarr, well confider'd 1 
The Law to be her Creature, fhe to make it^ 
Her Mouth to give it, every Creature living 
From her Afpeft to draw their good or evil, 
Fix*d in 'cm, fpight of Fortune ; a new Nature 
She'fhould becali'd, and Mother of all Ages, 
Time fhould be hers, and what fhe did lame Virtue 
Should blefs to all Pofterities : Her Air 
Should give us life, her Earth and Water feed ^35 
And laft, to none but to the Emperor, 
(And then but when fhe pleas'd to have it fo,) 
She fhould be held for mortal. 

Lie. And fhe heard you ? 

Pro. Yes, as a fick Man hears a noife^ dr he 
That flands cdndemn'd his Judgment ; let me perifh, 
But if thei-e can be Virtue, if that Name 
Be any thing but Name and empty Title^ 
If it be fo as Fools have pleas'd to feign it, 
A Power that can prefer ve us after Afhes, 
And make the Names of Men out-reckon Ages 5 
This Woman has a Grod of Virtue in her. 

Bal. I would the Emperor were that God. 

Chi. Sh* has in her 
All the contempt of Glory and vain-feeming • 
Of all the Stoicks, all the Truth of Chriftians, 

(l) Chi. Ine'erhu'w that njDoy fail \ yet rU tell ye 

1 9fferd her a Gijt beyond aU yours ^ Chilax had ht^ore 
mentionM' his Temptations; and had chisSpeecn been his, he >voqld 
have faid, -^ — -^ — beyond all tbefe. Proeulus was the cfnJy one that 
had not mentionM what he had done ; there Teems therefore no Doubt 
€f this and the folbwiog Speech belonging to him. 

Vol. IV. S And 
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And all their Conftancy : Modefty was madfc 
When fhe was fir ft intended : When fhc bkifhes 
It is the holieft thing to look irpon ; 
The purcft Temple of her SeA, that cvtr 
Made Nature a bleft Founder. 

Pro. Is there no, way 
To take this Phenix ? 

JJc. None but in her Aflitt. 

Chu If fhe were fat, or any Way indiniftg. 
To Eafe or Pleafure, or aifcfted Glory, 
Proud to be fecn and worfliip'd, 'twere a venture 5 
But on my Soul (he*s chatter thian cold Catophire. 

Bal. I think fo too ; for all the ways of Woman, 
Like a full Sail, fhe bears againft : I askM her 
After my many Offers, Walking wkh her. 
And her as many down-denials, how. 
If th* Emperor, grown mad with Love, Ihould force htrj 
(2) She pointed to a Lucrece^ that hung by. 
And with an angry Look, that from her Eyes 
Shot Veftal fire agaVnft me, (he departed. 

Pro. This is the firft Wench I was ever posM in. 
Yet I have brought young loving things together 
This two and thirty Year. 

Cbi. i find by this Wench 
The Calling of a Bawd to be a flrange, 
A wife, and fubtle Calling ; and for none 
But ftaid, difcreet, and underftanding Pedple : 
And, as the Tutor to great Alexander 

(2) She pointed to a Lucrece,— — ] This is extremely poetical, and 
a very eminent Modern has imitated it in the Tery beft Tragedy that 
the Englijh Stage has produced for 'many Years paft: I have not 
Mr. Fenton's Mariamne by me, but the Lines, as I remember, are, 

■ Caefar anfwer*d nothings 
But pointed to a PiBure on the Wa% 
Whofe filent Eloquence too plainly /poke 
His fix'd Refol<ue againft the Suit Imfd, 
Mar. What Piffure ? - 

Her. Perfeus led in Chains through Rome. 
The Reader will obferve, that Mr. Fenton b not fo concifeand ftrikuig 
as our Authors : He rifes into Beauty like the gradual Opening of a 
' fair Morning ; our Poets break out at once in full Luftre^ like the Smi 
Purging from an Eclipfe. 

• Would 
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Would fay^ a young Man jflkould not dare to read 
His Moral Book's^ 'till after five and twenty \ 
- So muft that He or She, that will be bawdy, 
(I mean difcreetly bawdy, and be trufted) 
If they will rile, and g^in Experience, 
Well Ae^ in Years, and Difcipline begin it ^ 
I take it 'tis no Boys play, 

Bal. Well, what's thought-of? 

Pho. The Emperor muft know it. Lyc^ If the Women 
Should chance to fail too. Qi. As 'tis ten to one. 

Pro. Why what remains, but new Nets for the pur- 
chafe? 

Chi. Let's go coniider then ; and if all fail. 
This is the firft quick Eel, that fav'd her Tail. {^E^eunt. 

SCENE H. 

jE«/^r Lucina, Ardclia, ^//^Phorba. 

Ard. You ftill infift upon that Idol, Honour, 
Can it renew your Youth, can it ^d Wealth 
That takes off Wrinkks? Can it draw Mens fiyes 
To gaze upon you in your Age ? Can Honour, 
That truly is a Saint to none but Soldiers, 
And look'd into, bears no Reward but Danger^ 
Leave you the moft refpedlcd Perfon living ? 
Or can the common kiffes of a Husband, 
/Which toaiprightly Lady is a labour} 
Make ye almoft Immortal ? Ye are cozen'd. 
The Honour of a Woman is her Praifes ; 
The wa;y to get thefe:, to be feen, and fought tOQ, 
And not to bury fuch a happy Sweetnefe 
Under a fmoaky Root ^ 

Luc V\\ hz3iX no noore. 

Pbor. That White, smd Red, and all that Woffcd 
Beauty, 
Kept from the Eyes, that make it fo, is nothing : 
Then you arc rarely fair, when Men prodaioi it 5 
The PheniXy were (he never fecn, were doubted, . 
That moft unvalued Horn the Unicorn 

S 2 . Bears 
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Bears to oppofc the Huntfttian, were it nothing 
But Tale, and meer Tradition, would help no Man ^ 
But when the Virtue's known, the Honour's doubled ; 
Virtue is either lame, or not at all. 
And Love a Sacrilege, and not a Saint, 
When it bars up the way to Mens Petitions. 

jlrd. Nay, ye (hall love your Husband too 5 we come 
not 
To make a Monfter of ye, 
Luc. Are ye Women ? 

Ard. You'll find us fo, and Women you fliall thank too. 
If you have Grace to make your ufe. 
Luc. Fye on ye. 

Phor. Alas, poor bafhful Lady \ By my Soul, 
Had ye no other Virtue but your Blufhes, 
And I a Man, I fhould run mad for thofe : 
How daintily they fet her off, how fweetly ! 
Ard. Come Goddefs, come, you move too near the 
Earth, 
It muft not be, a better Orb (lays for you : 
Here ; be a Maid, and take 'em. 
Luc. Pray leave me. 

Phor. That were a Sin, fweet Lady, and a way 
To make us guilty of your Melancholy j 
You muft not be alone ; in Converfation 
Doubts arercfolv'd, and what fticks near the Conlcienc^ 
Made eafie, and allowable. 
Luc. Ye are Devils. 

Ard. That you may One day blefs for your dam- 
nation. 

Luc. I charge ye in the name of Chaftity, 
Tempt me no more ; how ugly ye fcerti to me ? 
There is no wonder Men defame our Sex, 
And lay the Vices of all Ages on us. 
When fuch as you fliall bear the Names of Women : 
If ye had Eyes to fee yourfelves, or Senfc 
Above the bafe Rewards ye play the Bawds for 5 
If ever in your lives ye heard of Goodnefs, 
Though many Regions off, as Men hear Thunder ; 

If 
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(3) If ever ye had Fathers, and they Souls ; 
If ever Mothers, and not fuch as you are i 

(4) If ever any thing were conftant in you, 
Befide your Sins, or common but your Curies, 
If ever any of your Anceftors 

Dy*d worth a noble deed, that would be cherifli*J, 
Soul-frighted with this black Infedion, 
You'd run from one another, to Repentance, 
And from your guilty Eyes drop out thofc Sins, 
That made ye blind, and Beafts. 

Phor. Ye Tpeak well. Lady j 
A fign of fruitful Education, 
If your religious Zeal had Wildom with it. 
. ^rd. This Lady was ordain*d to blcfs the Empire, 
And we may all give thanks for't. 

Pbor. I believe ye, • , 

jird. If any thing redeem the Emperor 
From his wild flying Courfes, this is (he j 

{3) If i'ver ye haJ Mothers, and they Souh i 

If e<ver Fathers, and not fuch a$ you art ; ] The Neccffi'y of 
tlie Tranfpoiidonof Jkri9/i&/r/andi^tf//&^ri in thefe twa dines mui be 
felf-evident. 

(4) if ever any thing 'uiire ionfiant in you* 

Befide your Sins, or coming but your Courfes,] The old Folio 
Teads commifig hut your Curfes, In atCemptine to cori^dl this, the latter 
Editions make fomething worfe than Nonfenie. Before I (aw the old 
Folio I conjectured, or comely hut your Drejfes, but was unfatisfy'd 
with it. Common being Exceeding near the old Word camming, I now 
keep nearer the Trace of the Letters than the late Editions, and read» 

« or common hut your Curfes. i. c. If you have even any thing in 

common with (he reft of Woman-kind, excep(_the Curfes that arp 
entailed on all. It may perhaps be obje£led, that this has too much of 
the ChriHian Syftem in it, to ise put into the Mouth ol<^ Heathen. I 
anfwer, that there is no Impropriety that both Shake/pear and our 
Authors are fo frequently guilty of as making Heathens talk out of the 
Bible. As to the Primitive Curfe entaird on Mankind, the Heathens 
had evidently a Notion of it ; the Story of Pandora, Promethests, the 
E^uil Genii, Furies, &c. are only traditional Fragments of Scripture 
^iftory« and the monflrous Corruption of Human Nature fi om its 
EfFedb was fufficiently vi£ble. BeAdes, in the Age of Faint inian,^ 
Chridianity had greatly enlightenM Heathenifm itielf ; and even the 
Enemies ofilevelation greatly improv'd their Ethicks and Theology, 
by the (iight they receivM from it ; fo that there feems no Impropriety 
in putting this in the Mouth of Lucina^ 

S3 %v^ 
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She can inftrudt him, if yc mark ; flie*& wife too. 

Pbor. Exceeding wife, which is a wonder in hcr^ 
And fo religious, that I wcfl befiere. 
Though (he would fin Ihc cannot. 

Ara. And bcfidcs. 
She has the Empire's Caufe in hand, not Love*s 1 
There lies the main Confideration, 
For which (he's chiefly born. 
Pbor. She finds that point 
Stronger than we can tell her, and believe it 
I look by her means for a Reformation, 
And fuch a one, and fuch a rare way carried, 
That all the World fhall wopder at. 

Ard. 'Tis true; 
I never thought the Emperor had Wifdom, 
Pity, or fair Aficdlion to his Country, 
'Till he profcft this Love: Gods give 'em Children, 
Such as her Virtues merit, and his Zeal. 
I look to fee a Numa from this Lady, 
Or greater than O^avifts. 

Phor. Do you mark too. 
Which is a noble Virtue*, how (he blulhes. 
And what a flowing Modefty runs through her, 
When we biit name the En>pcror ? 

\Afd^ Ban mark it. 
Yes, and admire it too ; for fhe confiders. 
Though fhe be fair as Hqav'n, and virtup^i^ 
As holy Truth, yet to the Emperor 
She is a kind of nothing btJt her Service, 
Which fhe is bound to offer, and fhe'il do it ^ 
And when her Country's Caufc conunands Affeilion^ 
She knows Obedknce is the Key of Virtues ; 
Then fly the Blufhcs out Jike Cupid* s Arrows : 
And though the tie of Marriage to her Lord 
Would fain cry, Stzy Lucina-y yet the Caufe, 
And general Wifdom of the Prince's Love, 
Makes her find furer Ends, and happier ; • . 

And if the firfl werechafle, this is twice doubled. 
Pbor. Her Tartnefs unto us too, 
Jrd^ That's a wife one— 

Pbor. 
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fbou I rarely like, it ihe^^^s a riling Wi^m> 
nrhat chides all common Fools as c^e enquire 
What Princes wopjld have private* 

Ard. Wba| a jLa^y 
Shall we be blefl; to ftrve ? 

Luc. Go, get ye from mj?. 
Ye are your Purfea Agents, not (he Prince's : 
Is this the virtuous Lore ye train'd me out to ? 
Am I a Woman fit to imp your Vices ? 
But that I had a Mpther, an4 9 Wonian, 
Whofe ever-living |p*ame ttirns al) it touches. 
Into the good itfelf is, I ihould now 
Ev'n doubt myfelf, I have fc(een fearch*d ^, near 
The very foul of Honour : Why fhpuld you, two 
That happily have been as chafte as I am. 
Fairer I think by much, for yet your Faces, 
Like ancient wel^built Piles, (hew worthy Ruin3, 
After that Angela Age, turn mortal Devils ? 
For (hame, for Wona^n-h(X)d, for what ye have been, 
For rotten Cedars havebo^q goodly 3ran€he$ 5 
If ye have hope of any Hcay'n, but Co^jrc, 
Which like a Dream, you'H find hereafter vanifii. 
Or at the beft, but fubjeft to Repentance, 
Study no more to be ill fpoken of 5 
Let Women live themfelves \ if they muft fall. 
Their own Deftruftipn find 'em, not your Fevers. 

Ard. Madam, ye are fo e^^ceUent in all,' 
And Imufl: tell it you with admiration, 
So true a Joy ye have, fo fweet a Fear, 
And when ycwrom© to Anger, 'ti$ fq n^ble. 
That for mine own Parr, I could ftill oflfend, • 
To hear you angry ; Women tl^at wani that. 
And your way guided (elfe I count it nothing) 
Are either Fools or Cowards. 

Tbor. She were a Miftrefs for nQ private Greatnefs, 
Could (he not frown a ravi(h*d Kifs from Anger : 
And fuch an Anger as this Lady learns us. 
Stuck with fuch pleafing Dangers. Gods, I ask ye, 
Which of ye all could hold from ? 

Luc. I perceive ye, 

S 4 Yoiur 
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Your own dark Sins dwell with ye, and that Price 

You fell the Chaftity of modcft Wives at, 

(5) Run to Difeafes with your Bones : I fcorh ye. 

And all the Nets yeVe pitched to catch my Virtues, 

Like Spiders Webs, I fweep away before me. 

Go, tell the Emperor, yeVe met a Woman, 

That neither his own Perfon, which is God-Jike, 

The World he rules, nor what that World can purchafe. 

Nor all the Glories fubjeft to a defar^ 

The Honours that he offers for my Body, 

The Hopes, Gifts, everlafting Flatteries, 

Nor any thing that's his, and apt to tempt me. 

No, not to be the Mother of the Empire, 

And Queen of all the holy Fires he worfliips. 

Can rnake a Whore of. 

Ard. You miftakc us. Lady, 

Jjuc. Yet, tell him this has thus much weakened me, 
/6) That I have heard his Knaves, and you his Matrons, 
JFit Nurfes for his Sins, which Gods forgive me. 
But ever to be leaning to his Folly, 
Or to be brought to love his Luft, 'affure him. 
And from her Mouth, whofe Life Ihall make it certain, 
I never can : I have a Noble Husband, 
Fray tell him that too, yet a Nftble Name, 
A Noble Family, arid laft a Con^ience. ^ 

And thus much for your Anfwer : For yourfelves, 
YouVe liv*d the Shame of Women, die the better. 

Tbor. What.'s now to do ? 

Ard. Even as fhe faid, to die, • • 
For there*^ no living here, and Women thqs^ 
l*m fure for us two, 

Phor. Nothing flick upon her ? 

Ard. We've loft a Mafs of Mony 5 well Dame Virtue, 
Yet ye may halt, if good Luck fcrve. 

(5) Runs to Dsfea/es^-''^'] Former Editions, 

(6) I'bat I have htrt bis Knaves t^-^-^^-^^ The He-Bawd not 
being then with her» the true Reading feexns beard. This Mr. Symp* 
jqn ^fg fei^t mp ^s his Reading. 

Pbor. 
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P^Fe^r. Worms tike her. 
She has almoft fpoii'd our Trade. 

Ard. So Godly! 
This is ill Breeding, Pborba. 

Pbon If the Women 
Should have a longing now to fee this Monftcr, 
And flie convert 'cm all ! 

Ard. That may be, Phoria ; 
But if it be, TU have the young Men gelded : 
Come, la's go think, (he muft not *fcape us thus ; 
There is a certain Seafon, if we hit. 
That Women may be rid without a Bit, ^Exeunt. 

S C E N E m. 

Enter Maximius, and Aecius. 

Mix. I cannot blame the Nations, noble Friend, 
That they fall off fo faft from this wild Man* 
When (under our Allegiance be it fpoken. 
And the moft happy tie of our Affcdions) [Virtue^, 

The World's Weight groans beneath him ; where lives 
Honour, Difcretion, Wifdom ? (7) Who are clad. 
And chofen to the fteerine. of the Empire, 
But Bawds, and fingin^lBirls ? (8) O my Jecius f 
The Glory of a Soldier, and the Truth 
Of Men, made up for goodnefs-fake, (9) like Shields 
Grow to the ragged Walls for want of Aftion : 

Only 

(7) N ■ TFX^ are clady 

And chofen ■ — ] Mr. Sympfon wOuId read calPd and chofen^ 
but clad implying (he fame, as pafd or henejic*d, feems unexception- 
able. 

(g) «— O my iEciflfi / ] Our Authors always make three Syl- 

lablei of jEcius, I therefore divide the Diphthong. 

(9) ■ lih Shells, v 

Grow to the ragged Walls for want of A^son :] The She!I-fiih 
that grows to Scones ^ms to have the lead Motion, Senfe and LiTeof 
any known Animal, and therefore a State of Inaction might be beau- 
tifully reprefented by thefe ; but then Rocks would be a much properer 
Word than Walls for them to grow to, I therefore believe the true 
Word to be Shields inftead of Shells, A Soldier without Adtion is very 

. " pertiaeaclY 
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Only your happy felf, and I that love yf. 
Which is a larger Means to me than Favour; 

j^cius. No more, my worthy Friend,, though tbefe be 
Truths, 
And though thefe Truths would ask a Reformaitkin, 
At lead, a little fq^ariag ; yet remen>iDer 
We are but Subjects, Maximus ; Obedience 
To what is done, and Grief ioc what is ill doxH^ 
Is all we can call Qjir^ • The Hearts of Princes . 

Are like the Temples of the Gods; pure Incence, 
Until unhatlow'd Hands defile thofe Ofierings, * 
Burns tver there 5 wa muft not put 'enii oui, 
Bfecaufe the Pr lefts that touch thofe Sweets are wicked ; 
We dare not^ deareft Friend, nay more, we cannot, 
(While we confidcr why we are, and how. 
To what Laws bound, much more to wlfij: Law-giver ; 
Whilft Majefty is made to be obey'd. 
And not inquired into, whilfl: Gods and Ang^h 
Make but a Rule as we do, though a drifter) 
Like defperate and unfeafon'd Fools, let fly 
Our killing Angers, and forfake our Honours. 

Max. My noble Friend, from wbofe Inftrudlions 
I never yet took Surfeit, weigh but thus much. 
Nor think I fpeak it with Ambition, 
For by the Gods I do not ; why Aecius^ 
Why are we thus, or how become thus wretched ? 

Atcius. You'll fall again into your Fit. 

Max. I will not. • 

Gr are we now no more the Sons of Romansy 
No more the followers of their happy Fortunes, 
But conquered Gauls^ or Quivers for the Partinans ? 
Why is this Emperor, this Man we honour. 
This God that ought to be- 

Aeaus. You are too curious. 

Max. Good, give me leave. Why is this Author of us — 

pertinently compared to the mfty Shields which were, in our Authors 
Time, the cuftomary Ornamentt of the ragged Walls of all the old 
Manfion-houfes in the Kingdom. — There Is another Senfe of Shelh^ 
wx, fuch as Snaiia often }^y€ ob Walls ; but ShieU^ being a much 
more Soldier-like Metaphor^ I bdieve it the Original. 

. jfeciusL 
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Aecius. I dare not hfiar ye fpeak thus* 

Max. Pll be modeft ; 
Thus led awayj thus vainly Jed away ; 
And we BtehoMtrs, mifconceivc me not, 
] fow no Danger m nty Words j bat wherefore. 
And to what end, are we the Sons of Fathers 
Famous, and feft to Rome ? W hy are their Virtues 
Stamped in the Dangers of a cboufand Battels 
For goodnefs-fake ; their Honours time oi;it-daring ? 
I think for our Ejcampfc. 

jiecius. Ye fpeak nobly. ' 

Max. Why arc we Seeds of thefe then, to fliake Hands 
With Bawds and bafe Informers, fcifa pifcredit. 
And court her Irke a Miftrefs ? Pray, your kave yet i 
You'll fay the Emperor is Tio) young, and apt 
To take impreffion radier from his Pleafures, 
Than any conftant Worthlcfsnefs. It may be. 
But, why do thefe, the People call his Pleafures, 
Exceed the Moderation of a Man ; 
Nay, to layjuftly. Friend, why are they Vices, 
And fuch as fhake our Worths with Foreign Nations ? 

Jecius. You fcarch the Sore too deep, and I r^uft 
tell ye, 
In any other Man this had been boldne(s» 
And fo rewarded j pray deprefs your Spirit , 



yauft^f and aft 






(10) ., 

7i taki Imfrejion rathtrfrvm his Phafures^ 
7han any conftant Worthinefs — ] The la& Line is, to me* 
obfcure : Does ic mean, that the Eoapccor, beifi|^ ycMing^ lock Imprcf* 
fio&s more from his Pleafi^res than from Virciie and Worthinefs ? But 
if this be the Senfe, it feems ftifly expref&*d, and is but a poor Apology 
for him. The natursd Apokgy Ihonld be, ^' That the Emperor was 
*' apt to take ImpreiTions ^m his Picafures, but was^noc hahhuMlijf 
** 'vicious,^'' And to this Majtimm again a»rwers, " That thole Plea- 
*' fares fo exceed all Moderation, that they are really Vices, and of 
•* the worft Kind.'\ A fmall Changje will give thi&Senfe : 

•— — the Emperor uyqungf and apt 

To take Impreffion rather from his PleafureSf 

Than any conftani Wot thldsnefs. • 

Tho' I cannot recolleft the Paffage, I know I have fomewhcrc met 
with the Word WorthUfsnefs in oar Auihors, and it is certainty a 
))«auufiil one. 

For 
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For though I conftantly believe ye honeft. 

Ye were no Friend for- me elfe» and what now 

Ye freely fpake, but good ye owe to th* Empire, 

Yet uke heed worthy Maximus^ all Ears 

Hear not with that Diftindion niine do, few 

You*ll find Admonifhers, but Urgers of your Adions, 

And to the heavielt. Friend ; and pray confider. 

We are but Shadows, Motions others give us ; 

And though our Pities may become the Times, 

Juftly our Powers cannot ; make me worthy 

To be your ever Friend in fair Allegiance, 

But not in Force : For, durft mine own Soul urge me 

(And by that Soul,* I fpcak my juft AfFe£tions) 

To turn my Hand from Truth, which is Obedience, 

And give the Helm ray Virtue holds, to Anger, 

Though I had both the Bleflings of the Bruti^ 

And both their Inftigations, though my Caufe 

Carried a Face of Juftice beyond theirs. 

And as I am, a Servant to my Fortunes, 

That daring Soul, that firft taught Difobedience, 

Should ifeel the firft Example : Say the Prince, 

As I may well believe, feems vitious. 

Who juftly knows 'tis not to try our Honours ? 

Or fay, he be an ill Prince, are we therefore 

Fit Fires to purge him ? No, my deareft Friend, 

The Elephant is never*won with Anger, 

Nor mull that Man, that would reclaim a Lion, 

Take him by th' Teeth 

iMax. I pray miftake me not. 
jiecius. Our honeft Aftions, and the Light that breaks 
Like Morning from our Service, chafte and blufhing. 
Is that that pulls a Prince back ; then he fees. 
And not till then truly repents his Errors, 
When Subjedls Chryftal Souls are Glafles to him. 

Max. My ever honour'd Friend, Pll take your Counfcl : 
The Emperor appears, Pll leave ye to him. 
And as we both^fFcft him, may he flourilh, [^Exii. 
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Enter the Emperor and Chllax. 

Emp. Is that the bed Neyrs ? 
Cbi. Yet the bcft we know, Sir. 
Emp. Bid Maximus come to me, and be gone then : 
Mine own Head be my helper, thefc are Fools. 
How MOW Aecius^ are the Soldiers quiet ? 
Aecius. Better, I hope Sir, than they were. 
Emp. They're pleas'd, \ hear. 
To cenfure me extrearnly for my Pleafures, 
Shortly they'll fight againft me, 

Jecius. Gods defend. Sir. 
And for their Cenfures, they are luch flirewd Judger^ 
A Donative of ten Sefterties, 
I'll undertake, (hall make 'em ring your Praifes, 
More than they fang your Pleafures. 

Emp, I believe thee. 
Art thou in Love, Aecius^ yet ? 

Ai'cius. O no Sir ! 
I am too courfe for Ladies ; my Embraces, 
That only am acquainted with Alarms, 
Would break their tender Bodies. 

Emp. Never fear it, 
They're ftrongcr than ye think, they'll. hold the Ham- 
mering, 
My Emprefs iWcars thou art a lufty Soldier, 
A good one I believe thee. 
Aecius. All that Goodnefs 
Is but your Grace's Creature. 

Emp. Tell me truly. 
For thou dar'ft tell me. 

Aims. Any thing concerns ye, 
That's fit for me to fpeak and you to pardon, 

Emp. What fay the Soldiers of me, and the lame Words 
. Mince 'em not good Aecius j but deliver 
^The very Forms iind Tongues they talk withal. 

Aecius. ril tell your Grace, but with this Ckutiog 
You be not ftirr'd ; for fhould the Go(Js live with us, 
Ev'n thofe we certainly believe are righteous, 
Give •em but Drink, they'd i:cnfure them too. 
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Emp. Forward, 

Aecim. Then to begin, they ^» pou flecp too mucb. 
By which they judge your M^ci% too Jen£)a], 
Apt to <k(iiiifi your Strength to ^afe and Pleasures ; 
And when you do aot Heep, you drink too much. 
From which they fear Suipjcioos iirfl^ then Rui|;s \ 
And when ye neither drink Jior ileep^ ye wench oiucTi, 
Which they affirm firft breaks jOur Underftaading» 
Then takes the £dge of Honour, makes us feem. 
That are the Ribs and Rampires of the Empire, 
Fencers, and beaten Fools, and ib regarded ; 
But 1 belies 'em not ; ibr w^e theie Truths, 
Your Virtue can corred them. 

Empj. They (peak pkinly. 

Aidus. They fay ojoreavcr (fince your Grace will 
have it, • 

For they will talk their Freedonds, though the Sword 
Were in their Throat) that of late moao, lik« Nero^ 
And with the fame forgetfulnefs of -Glory;, 
(i i) You*ve got a Vein of Fidiiog, ib vcis:^ term it. 
Em^. Some drunken Dreams^ Mem. 

jlecius. So i hope, Sir. 
And that you rather ftudy Cruelty, 
And to be fear'd for Blood, than lov^d for Bounty, 
(Which makes the Nations, as they iay, ^efpiie y^ 
Telling your Years and A6lions t^ dieir £)eadi$, 
Whofc Truth and ftrength of Duty made you Cafitt, 
They fay befides, you nourifli ^ange JDevourers, 
Fed with the Fat o*th* Empire, they call fiktwds. 
Lazy and luftful Creatures that abufc ye, 
A People, as they term 'em, ^(i a^ made of Paper, 
In which the iecret Sins t>f each Mati^^ Body 
i^re feal'd and feilt a working. 

lEmp. 
(i i) Tou 3^K*wf gvt a vain ^/^Filing^^^-— *•] Fonner Edhfons. 

.Jn ^hi^h the fi^et Sitts 9f^icth Man*i Monies 

Arefeard and font a w«rilJw^] If thi« ii genuine, the Me- 

tnphor feems extremely obfcure. TAat Bawds are like PapcF, in 

which each Man's fccret Sins ate Tegiller'd in order ro fet flienva 

working, n clcar> and that they do this to get their Mojiey. But ta 

fir* 
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Emp. What Sin*s next? 
For I perceive tlhey have no mind to fpace xne. 

Aecius. Nor hurt ye O my Sbul, Sir ! But fudi People 
(Nor can the Po w«r of Man reftrain it) when 
Theytc full of Meat and Eafe, nwift prattle 
Emk. Forward. 

Aeaus. Vyt Ijpoken too much, Sk. 
Emp. ril have alL 
Ae'cius. It fits not 
Tour Ears ihoiild hear their Vanities ; no Profit 
Can juftly rife to you from their Behaviour, 
Unlefs y* were guilty of thofc Qimcs. 

Emp. It may be 
I am fo, therefore forward. 

Aecius. I have ever 
JLearn'd to obey, nor (hall my Life rcfift it. 
Emp. No more Apologies. 
Aecius. They grieve 'befides. Sir, 
To fee the Nations, whom our ancient Virtue 
With many a weary March and Hunger conquer'd^ 
With lofs of many a daring Life fubdu'd. 
Fall from their fair Obedience, and even murmur 
To fee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours 
In obicure Towns, that wont to prey on Princes ; 
They cry for Enemies, and tell the Captains 
The Fruits of Italy are lufcious, give us Mgypt^ 
Or fandy Jfrick to difplay our Valours, 
There where our Swords may make us Meat ; and Danger 
Digeft oUr well-got Viands. Here our Weapons, 
And Bodies that were made for ihining Brafs, 
Are both unedg'd and old with Eale and Women ; 
And then they cry again. Where are the Germans^ 
Lin'd witi) hot Spain^ or Gallia^ bring *cm on. 
And let the Son of War, ftecl -d Mitbridates^ 
Lead. up his winged Parihians like a Storm, 
Hiding the Face of Heaven with Show'rs of Arrows ; 

fay. The fecret Sifis of their Monies, is fcarce intelhgible. I rather 
think the Original was. 

In lAjhich the ficret Sins of each Man* J Bpd/ 

Jre fiarj avdfint a ^^rking. 

Yet 
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Yet we dare fight like Romans ; then, as Soldiers, 

Tir'd with a weary Mvch,' they tell their Wounds, 

Ev*n weeping ripe, they were no more,( nor deeper. 

And glory in thofe Scars that make 'em lovely ; 

And fitting where a Camp was, like fad Pilgrims, 

They reckon up the Times, and living Labours 

Of Julius or Germanicus^ and wonder 

That Rotne^ whofe Turrets once were topt with Honours, 

Can now forget the Cuftom of her Conquefts : 

And then they blame your Grace, and fay. Who leads us? 

Shall we ftand here like Statues ? Were our Fathers 

The Sons of Jazy Moors j our Princes iPerfianSy 

Nothing but Silks and Sofcnefs ? Curftson *em 

That firft taught Nero Wantonnefs and Blood, 

!3tiberius Doubts, Caligula all Vices ; 

For from the fpring of thcfc, fucceeding Princes*— -* 

Thus they talk, Sir. 

Emp. Well, 
^Wny do you hear theft Things ? 

Ai'cius. Why do you do 'em ? 
I take the Gods to Witnefs, with more Sorrow, 
And more Vexation, do I hear thefe Taintures, 
Than were my Life dropt from me through an Hour-glafs# 

Emp. Belike then you believe *em, or at leaft 
Are glad they (hould be {o% take heed, you were better 
Build your own Tomb, and run into it living,\ 
Than dare a Prince's Anger, 
i jiecius. I am Old, Sir, 
And ten Years more addition, is but nothing : 
Now if my Life be pleafing to ye, take it. 
Upon my Knees, if ever any Service, 
As let me'brag, fome have been worthy notice. 
If ever any Worth, or Truft ye gave me, 
Deferv'd a fair rcfpeft, if all my Adjons, 
The hazards of my Youth, Colds, Burnings, Wants,^. 
For you and for the Empire, be not Vices •, 
By that ftile ye have ftampt upon me. Soldier, 
J-et me not fall into the Hands of Wretches. 

Emp. I underftand ye not. 

Pectus. Let not this Body, 

That 
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That h^s Iook*d bravely in his Blood for Gefar^ 

And covetous of Wounds^ and for your fefety. 

After the fcape of Swords, Spears, Slingi, and Arrows, 

('Gaioftwhidi my beaten Body was mine Armour) ^ 

The Seas, and thirfty Deiarts, now be purchafe 

For Slaves, and bafe Informers : I fee Anger, 

And Death look thtdugh your Eyes: l^m marfcM for 

flaljghter. 
And know the telling of this Truth has made me 
A Man clean J oft rb this World ; I embrace itj 
Only my kft Pctttidn, Satred Cafar^ 
1$, I may die a Roman. , 

Emp. Rife my Friend ftill. 
And worthy of my Love \ reclaim the Soldier, 
I'll ftudy to do fo upon myfelf too v 
Go, 
Keep your Command, and profper. Aecius. Life to C^efar^ 

Enter Chilax. 

• 

Chi. Lord Maximus attends your Grace* 

Emp. Go tell him, 
Pll meet him in the Gallery, 
The Honefty of this Aecius^ 
Who is indeed the Bulwark of the Empire, 
Has div'd fo deep into me, that of all 
The Sins I covet, but this Woman's Beauty, 
With much Repentance, now I could be quit of: 
But (he is fuch a Pleafure, being good. 
That though I were a God, fhe'd 6re my Blcod» 
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a 90 The Tragedy, of Valentinian. 
ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter the Etnperor, Maximus, Licinius^ Proculus, 

and Chi lax, as at Dice. 

Empr^^ A Y ye (hall fet my Hand out, 'tis not juft 
^^ I (hould neglcft noy fortune, now 'tis prolpc- 
rous. 

Lie. If I have any thing to fet your Grace, 
But Cloaths or good Conditions, let me perifh, 
YouVc all my Mony, Sir. 

Pro. And mine. 

Chi. And mine too. 

Maic. Unlefs your Grace will credit us. 

Emp. No bare Board. 

Lie. Xhen at my Garden- Houfe. 

Emp. The Orchard too. 

Lie. And't pleafc your Grace. 

Emp. Have at 'em. 

Tro. They are loft. 

Lie^ Why farewel Fig-trees. 

Emp. Who fcts more ? 

Chi. At my Horfe, Sir. 

Emp. The dapl'd Spaniard? 

Chi. He. 

Emp. He*s mine. 

Chi. He is fo. 

Max.^ Your fliort Horfe is foon curried. 

Chi. So it feems, Sir ; 
So may your Mare be too, if luck fervc. 

Ma9c. Ha.^ 

Chi. Nothing, my Lord, but grieving at my Fortune. 

Emp. Gome, Maximusy yoi> were not wont to flinch thus. 

Max. By Hca\f*n, Sir, I have loft all. 

Emp. There's a Ring yet. 

Max. This was not made to lofe. Sir. 

Emp. Some Love Token ; 
Set it I fay. 

Maxn I do befcech your Grace, 

Rather 
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Rather name any Houfe I have. 

Emp. How urange. 
And curious you are grown of Toys ? Rcdccm't, 
If fo I win it, when you pleafe, to Morrow, 
Or next Day, as ye will, I care not. 
But only for my Luck fake : *Tis not Rings 
Can make me richer. 

Ma^. Will you throw, Sir ? There *tis. 

Emf. Why then have at it fairly : Mine, . 

Max. Your Grace ^ 

Is only ever Fortunate : To Morrow, 
An*t be your Pleafure, Sir, Pll pay the Price on't; 

Emp. To Morrow you fhall have it without price, Sir, 
But this Day *tis my Vidtory : Good Maximus^ 
Now I bethink myfclf, go to Aecius^ 
And bid him mufter all the Cohorts prefently ; 
They mutiny for Pay I hear, and be you 
Afliftant to him -, when you know their Numbers, ; 

Ye Ihkll have Monies for *em, and above 
Something to flop their Tongues withal. 

Max. I will. Sir : 
And Gods preferve you in this mind ftill. Emfl Short! jr 
ril fee 'em march myfelf. 

Max. Gods ever keep ye. [&cit^ 

Emp. To what end do you think^ this Ring (hall fcrvc 
now? ' ' \ 

For you are Fellows only know by rote, 
As Birds record their Leflbns. 

CToi. For the Lady. 

Emp. But how for her ? 

Chi. That I confcfs I know not. 

Emp. TheQ pray for him that do's : Fetch me an Eunuch 
That never faw her yet ; and you two fee \Exit Chilax. 
The Court made like a Paradife. 

Lie. We will. Sir. 

Emp. Full of fair Shews and Mufick ; all your Arts 
(As I fhall give Inftrudlions^ fcrew. to th' higheft. 
For my main Piece is now a doing : And for fear 
You (houM not take, 1*11 have another Enjgine, 
Such as if Virtue be not only in her, 

T a Sht 
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She (hall not chufc but lean to. Let the Women 
Put on a graver (hew of Welcome. 

Pro. ,Wcll, Sir. 

Emp. They are a thought too eager. 

Enter Chilax and Lycias ike Eunucb. 

Cbi Here's the Eunuch. 

Eun. Long Life to Cafar. 

Emp. I muQ: ule you, Lycias : 
Come let's walk in, and then FJI (hew ye all : 
If Women may be frail, this Wench (hall fall. 

[Excnni. 

SCENE IL 

Enler Claudia and Marcellina. 

Qau. Sirrah, what ails my Lady, that of late 
She never cares for Company ? 

Alar. I know nor. 
Unlets it be that Company cau(es Cuckolds.' 

CioM. That were a childi(h fear. 

Mar. What were thofe Ladies 
Caine V> her lately ? From the Court ? Clau. The (ame. 

Wench. 
Some grave In(lru6lors on my life, they look 
For all the World like old hatch'd Hilts. 

Mar. *Tis true. Wench. 
For here and there, and yet they painted welt too. 
One might difcover, where the Gold was worn,^ 
Their Iron Ages. 

Clau. If my Judgment fail not. 
They have been (heath'd like rotten Ships; 

Mar. It may be. 

Clau. For if ye mark their Rudders, they hang weakly.' 

Mar. They've paft the Line belike j Wpuld'ft thou live, 
Claudia^ 
*Till thou wert fuch as they are ? 

Chu. Chinaney-pieccs. . 

Now Heav*n have Mercy on me, and young Men ; 

I'd 
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(13; I'd rather make a draJJery 'till thirty, 

While I were able to endure a Tempcft, 

And bear my Fights out bravely, *till my Tackle 

Whittled iW Wind, and held again ft all Weathers, 

While I were able to bear with my Tires, 

And fo difcharge *cm, I would willingly 

Live Marcellina j not ftill Barnacles 

Bred irt my Sides. 

Mar. Thou art i*th* right. Wench : 
For who wou*d Jive, whom Pleafures had forfaken. 
To ftand at Mark, and cry a Bow fhort Signeur ? 
Were there not Men came hither too ? 

Chu. Brave Fellows. 
I fear me Bawds of five i'th' Pound. 

Mar. How know you ? 

Qau, They gave me great lights to it. 

Mar. TiikQ hecdy Claudia. 

Clau. Let them take heed, the Spring comes on. - 

Mar. To me now, •: 

They feem'd as noble Vifitants. 

Clau. To me now. 
Nothing lefs Marcellina^ for I mark *cm. 
And by this honeft Light, for yet 'tis Morning, 
Saving the Reverence of their gilded Doublets 
And Milan Skins—— 

Mar. ( Thou art a ftrange Wqnch^ Claudia. 

Clau. Ye are deceiv'd) they (hew'd to mc direftly 
Court Crabbs that creep a fide- way for their living, 
I know 'em by the Breeches that they begg'd laft. 

Mar, PeajCe, 
My Lady comes -, what may that be ? 

Enter Lucina, and Lycias tbe^ Eunuch. 

Clau. A Sumner 
That cites her to appear. 

Mar. No more of that. Wench. 

Eun. Madam, what anfwer to your Lord ? 

(13) I bad rather make m drallcry //// thirty ^'^ What the Word 
DrW/rry fignifies, if genuine; or if corrupt, what may be the true 
one, is beyond Mr. Symp/on^s and my Reach. The Conteatt require* 
the N^me of feme Ship. * ' 

T 3 Luu 
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Luc. Pray tell him, 
rmfubjefttohis Will. 

Eun. Why weep you. Madam ? 
Excellent Lady, there are none will hurt you. 
Luc. I do befeech you tell me, Sir. 
Eun: What, Lady ? ^ ^ v^ 

Luc. Serve ye the Emperor ? 

Eun. 1 do. r..^ 

Luc. In what Place ? ' . " ,J^ 

Eun. In*s Chamber, Madam. * . -. 

Imc. D* you ferve his Will too ? 
Eun. In fair and jiift Commands. 
Luc. Are ye a Roman ? , 
Eun. Yes noble Lady, and a Mantuan. 
Luc. What Office bore your Parents ? 
Eun. One was Pretor, 

Luc. Take heed then how you (lain his Reputation, 
Eun. Why, worthy Lady ? 
Lue. If ye know, I charge ye. 
Ought in this Meffage, but what Honcfty, 
The Truft and fair Obedience of a Servant, 
May well deliver, yet take heed, and help me. 
Eun. Mad^m, 1 am no Broker. 
Clau. Y\\ be hanged then. 

Eun. Nor bafe Procurer of Mens Lufts ; Your Husband 
Pray'd me to do this Office, I have done it, 
It rcfts in you to come, or no. 
Luc. I will, Sir. 
Eun. If ye miftVuft me, do not. 
Luc. Ye appear 
So worthy, and to all my Senfe fo honeft. 
And this is fuch a certain fign y' have brought me. 
That I believe. 

Eun. Why fhould I cozen you ? 
Or were I brib'd to do this Villany, 
Can Mony profper, or the Fool that takes it. 
When fuch a Virtue falls ? 

Luc. Ye (peak well, Sir ? 
Wou'd all the reft that ferve the Emperor 
Had but your way. 

Clau. 
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Qau. And fo they have ad unguent. . 

Luc. Pray tell my Lord, I have receiv'd his Token, 
And will not fail to meet him ; yet, good Sir, thus mucii 
Before ye go, I do befcech ye too. 
As little notice as ye can, deliver 
Of my Appearance there. 

Eun. It (ball be, Madani* 
And fo I wi(h you Pj[appine(s. 

Luc. I thank yoq. lE^eunf^ 

S C E N E • III. 

tumult and Noife wUbin. Enter Aecius purfuing Pontiu3 
the Captain^ and M^xitnus following. 

Max. Temper yoijrfelf, Aecius. 

Pon. Hold, my Lord. ^ 

I am a Roman^ and a Soldier. 

Max, Pray, Sir. 

Aecius. Thou art a lying Villain, and a Traitor ; 
Give me myfelf, or by the Gods, my Friend, 
You'll make me dangerous 5 how dar'll thou plucl? 
The Soldiers to Sedition, and I living. 
And fow Rebellion in 'cm, ancj cv*n then 
When i am drawing out to aAion ? 

Pon. Hear me. 

Max^ Axt ye a Man ? 

Aecius. I am true hearted* Maximus^ 
And if the Villain live, we are diflionour'd* 

Max. But hear him what he can fay. 

Aecius. That's the way 
To pardon him \ I am fo eafie-natur'd. 
That if he fpeak but humbly I forgive him. 

Pon. I do befeech ye, noble General. 

Aecius. H'as found the way already, give me room. 
One ftrokej and if he 'fcape me then, h'as Mercy. 

Pon. I do not call ye Noble, that I fear ye> 
I never car'd for Death 5 if ye will kill me, 
Confider firft for what ; not what you caa do j, 
*Tis true, I know ye for my General, 

• T 4 And 
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And by that great Prerogwve ji)fiy kill : 
But do k juftly then. 

'Ji'cius. He argues with n[ie : 
By Heav'n a made up Rcl^el. 

Max. Pray confider. 
What certain grounds ye have for this. 

Jecius. What grounds ? 
Did I not take him preach ir^g to the Soldiers 
How J^ily they liv*d ? arid what Diflionours. 
It was to ferve a Prince fo full of Woman ? 
Thofe were his.very Words, Friend. 

Max. Thefe, Jeciusj 
Though they were ralhly fooke, which was an Error 
(A greatone Pontius) yet from him that hungers 
For Wars, and brave Imployment, might be pardon'd. 
The Heart, and harboured Thoughtsof III, make Traioors, 
Not fpleeny Speeches. 

Secius. Why fhould you pix)(;eft him? 
Go too, it fhews not honeft. 

Max. Taint me not. 
For that fhews worfe^ Aeciu^: All your Friead&ipi 
And that pretended Love ye lay upon me. 
Hold back my Ho^eftyi is %e a Favour 
You do your Slave tp day^ to morrow hang hipi; 
Was I your Bofom-piece for tl^isf 

Aecius. Forgive me; 
•The Nature of my Zeal, and for piy Country^ 
Makes me fometitnes fprget myfelf •, for know. 
Though I moft ftrive to be withput rny Paflipns, 
I am no God : For yoq. Sir, whofe Infe^lbn 
Has fpread itfelf like Poifon through the Army, 
And caft a killing fog on fair Allegiance, 
Firft thank thi^ nobJe Gentlemap, ye had dy-d elfet 
Next from your Place, and. JiQOOur of a Soldier, 
I here feclude you. 
Pon. May I fpeak yet?* 
Max. Hear him. 

A^aks. And while Jjicius hplds a Jlep^tatioo, 
At Icaft Command, ye btrar np Arms for Home, Sir. 
fm. Againft her I Ibali ii^v^r ;' The pondcma'd Man 

Has 
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Has yet that privilege to fpeak, my Lord 5 
Laiv were not equal eife. 

Maxj, Pray hear, jiicim^ 
For happily the faplt be has committcda 
Though I believe k mighty, yc5C confider'd, 
Jf Mercy may be thought uj5on, will prove 
Rather a hafty Sin^ tlun heinous. 

Ai'cius. Speak. 

Port. 'Tis true, ;ny Lord, ye took me tir'd with Peace, 
My Words almoft as ragged as my Fortunes : 
'Tis true, I told the Soldier whom we ferv'd. 
And then bewail'd, we htd an Emperor 
Led frotp us by the flouriibes of Fencers^ 
I blam'd him too for Women. 
y Aec'ms, To the reft, Sir. 

Port. Aod like enough, I bleft him then as Soldiers 
Will do fometimes : *Tis true I told 'em too. 
We lay at Home, to fliew cmr Cpuotry 
We durft go naked, durft want Meat, and Mony ; 
And wheq the Slave drinks Wine, we duril be thirfty ; 
I told 'em this coo, that the Trees and Roots 
Were our beft Pay-malters •, the Charity 
Of longing Women, that had bought our Bodies, 
Our Bed«, Fires, Taylors, Nurfes ; nay, I told 'era, 
CFor you fhall hear the greatcIlSin, I faid, Sirj 
By that time there be Wars again, our Bodies 
Laden with Scars and Aches, and ill Lodgings, 
Heats, jind pcrpecual Wants, were fitter Prayers, 
And certain Graves, than cope the Foe on Crutches: 
'Tis likely too, I counfePcJ ^em to turn 
Their warlike Pikes to Plough- fhares, their fure Targets 
And Swords hatch'd with the.Bloodbf many Nations, 
To Spades, and pruning Knives, for theft get Mony, 
Their warlike Eagles, into Daws, or Starlings, 
To give an Ave Cafar as he paffes, 
Ahd be rewarded with a thoufand Drachmas, 
For thus we get but Years and Beets. 

Aecius. What think you. 
Were thefe Words to be fpoken by a Captain, 
One, that fhould give Example ? 
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Max. 'Twastoo much. 

Pon. My Lord, I did not woo 'em from the Empire, 
Nor bid 'em turn their daring Steel *gainft Ca/ar i 
The Gods for ever hate me, if that Motion 
Wiere part of me : Give me but Imployment, Sir, 
And way to live, and where you hold me vitious. 
Bred up in Mutiny ; my Sword fhall tell ye. 
And if you pleafe, that Place I held, maintain it, 
*Gainft the moft daring Foes of Rome^ Vm honefl, 
A lover of my Country, one that holds 
His Life no longer his, than kept for C^efar. 
, Weigh not ( I thus low on my Knee befeech you) 
What my rude Tongue diicover*d, 'twas my Want, 
No other part of Pontius ; You have feen me. 
Arid you, my Lord, do Something for my Country, 
And both beheld the Wounds I gave and took. 
Not like a backward Traitor. 

Aecius. All this Language 
Makes but againft you, Pontius^ you are cad. 
And by mine Honour^ and my Love to Cafar^ 
By me (hall never be reftorcd ; in my Camp 
I will not have a Tongue, though to bimfelf. 
Dare talk but near Sedition ; as I govern. 
All (hall obey ; and when they want, their Duty 
And ready Service (hall redrefs their Needs, 
Not prating what they would be. 

Pon. Thus I leave ye. 
Yet fhall my Prayers ftill, although my Fortunes 
Muft follow you no more, be ftill about ye, 
Gods give ye, where ye fight, the Viftory, 
Ye cannot caft my Wilhes. 

jiecius. Come my Lord, 
Now to the Field again. 

Max. AJas poor Pontius ! {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Chilax al one Door^ Licinius ands Balbus 

at another. 

Lie. How now ? 

Chi. She's come. 

Bal. Then Pll to the Emperor. {Esat. 

Chi. Do 5 Is the Mufick plac'd well ? 

Lie. Excellent. 

Chi. Licinius ^ you and Proculus receive heir 
In the great Chamber, at her Entrance, 
Let me alone ; and do you hear Licinius^ 
Pray let the Ladies ply her further off. 
And with much more Difcretion : One Word mor& 

Lie. Well. 

On. Are the Jewels, and thofe ropes of Pearl, 
Laid in the way ihe pafles ? 

Enter Emferor^ Balbus and Proculus. 

Lie. Take no care, Man. [^Exit Licinios. 

Emp. What, is (become? 

Chi. She is. Sir; but 'twere befl: 
Your Grace were feen laft to her, 

Emp: So I mean ; 
Keep the G)urt empty, Proculus. 

Pro. 'Tis done. Sir. 

Emp. Be not too fudden to her. 

Chi. Good your Grace 
Retire, and Man yourfelf ; let us alone 
We are no Children this way : Do you hear. Sir ? 
*Tis necefl&ry that her Waiting-women 
Be cut off in the Lobby, by Ibme Ladies, 
They'd break the bufinefs elfe. 
Emp. 'Tis true, they fliall. 
Chi. Remember your place, Proculus. 
Pro. I warrant ye. [Exeunt Emp. Balb. and Pro. 

' Enter Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina. 

Chi. She enters 5 who arc Waiters there ? The Emperor 

Calls 
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Calls for his Horfe to air himfelf. 

Luc. I'm gkd 
I come fo happily to take him abfent^ 
Thi» takes away a little fear ; I know him. 
Now I begin to fear again : Oh Honour, 
If ever .thou hadft Temple in weak Woman> 
And Sacrifice of Modefty burnt to thee. 
Hold me fafl: now, and help me. 

Cbu Noble Madam, 
Ye're welcome to the Court, moft nobly welcome^ 
Ye are a Strangef, Lady. 

Luc. I defire fo. 

Cbi, A wondrous Stranger here. 
Nothing fo ftrangc : 
And therefore need a GuidCt Itlunk. 

Luc\ I do. Sir, 

And that a good i^nc toft. 

Chi. My Service, Lady, 
Shall be your Guard in this place : But pray tdl me. 
Are ye rcfolv'd a Courtier i 

Imc. No, I hope. Sir. - 

Clau. You arey Sir. 

CW. Yes, my fair onfc. 

Clau. So it feems. 
You are fo ready to bellow yourfelf. • 
Pray what might coft thfife Breeches? 

Chi. Would you wear 'cm ? /. 
Madam, ye have a witty Womao. 

Mar. Two,, Sir, 
Or clfe ye underbuy fis. 

Luc. Leave yOur. talking ? 
But is my Lord here,, I befeech ye. Sir ? 

Chi. He is, fweet Lady, and muft take this kindly. 
Exceeding kindly of ye, wondrous kindly. 
Ye come fo far to vifit him : I*J1 guide ye. 

Luc. Whither? 

Ci&i. Why, tp your Lord* 

Luc. Is it fo hard. Sir, • 

To find hinj in this place without a Guide ? 
For I would willingly not trouble you. 

Cbi. 



r 



TiStf Tragedy of Valentinian, 301 

Cbu It will be fo for you that are a Sfrangcri 
Nor can it be a trouble to do fervicc 
To fuch a worthy Beauty, and bcfid e S' 

Mar. I fee he will go withus* 

Clau. Let him amble. 

Cbi. It fits not that a Lady of your reckoning. 
Should pafs without Attendants. 

Luc. I have two. Sir. 

Chi. I mean without a Man : You'll fee the Emperor ? 

Luc. Alas, Pm not fit, Sir. 

Cbi. You're well enough ; 
HeMl take it wondrous kindly : Hark. 

Luc. Ye flatter 5 
Good Sir, no more of that. 

Cbi. Well, I but tell ye. 

Luc. Will ye go forward ; fincc I mull be Nf an'd^ 
Pray take your Place. 

Qau. Cannot ye Man us to0» Sir ? 

Cbi. Give me but time. 

Mar. And youMl try all things ? 

Cbi. No, 
ril make ye no fuch promife. 

Qaud. If ye do, Sir, 
Take heed ye ftand to't. 

Cbi. Wondrous merry Ladies. [Sir. 

Luc. The Wenches are difpos-d, pray keep your way, 

[Escunt. 

Enter Licinius, Proculys, and Balbus. , 

Lie. She's coming up the Stairs ; Now the M^fid^ > 
And as that ftirs her, let's fet on : Perfumes there. 
Pro. Diicover all the Jewels. 
Lie. Peace. [^Muftck. 

S O N G S 

Now tbe lufty Spring isfeen^ 

Golden Telhw^ gaudy Blue^ 

Daintily invite the view. 
Every where^ on every Green, 
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Rofes hluftdng as tbey Uotv^ 
jlnd inticing Men to pull^ 
LiUies whiter than the SnoWj 
fFoodbines of fweet Honyfull. 
Al Lov^s Emblems J and all cry^ 
Ladies J if not fluc/^d we die. 

Tet the lujly Spring batb ftaid^ 
Blufhing red and pur eft white^ 
• Daintily to Love invite ^ 
Every Woman^ every Maid 5 
Cherries kiffing as tbey groWj 

And inviting Men to taftcy • 
Apples even ripe bekwy 

/finding gently to tbe wafte^ 

All Lover's Emblems^ and all cry^ 
Ladies J if not plucVd we die. 

SECOND. 

Hearyey Ladies^ that defpife^ 

What tbe migbty Love bas doniy 
Fear Examples j and be wife^ 

Fair Califto was a Nun^ 
\j26A^ failing on tbe Stream^ 

To deceive tbe bopes of Man^ 
Love accounting but a Dream^ 

Doated on ajtlver Swan. 
Danae in a Brazen Tower ^ 
Wbere no Lxrue wasy lov'd a Sbower. 

Hear ye Ladies tbat are coy^ 

fVbat tbe migbty Love can do : 
Fear tbe fiercenefs cf tbe Boy^ 

Tbe cbafte Moon be makes to woo : 
Vcfta kindling boly Fires ^ 

Circled round about with Spiesy 
Never dreaming loofe Dejiresy 

Doating at the Altar dies. 
11 ion in a fhort Hour bigbery 
Hi can buildy and once morefre. 

Enter 
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Enter C\ii]3X9 Luclna, Claudia, ^i^^i Marcellina. 

Luc. Pray Heav'n my Lord be here^ for now I fear it* 
Well Ring, if thou bee'ft counterfeit, or ftorn. 
As by this Preparation I fufpeft it. 
Thou haft betrayed thy Miftrcls : Pray, Sir, forward, 
I would fain (ee my Lord. 

Chi. But tell me. Madam, . 
Hpw do ye like the Song ? 
^Luc. I like the Air well. 
But for the Words, they are laicivious. 
And over-light for Ladies. 
Chi. All ours love *em. 

Luc. 'Tis like enough, for yours are loving Ladies. 
Lie. Madam, ye*re welcx)me to the Court. Who waits? 
Attendants for this Lady. 
Luc. Ye miftake. Sir ; 
I bring no Triumph with me. 
Lie. But much Honour. 

Pro. Why this was nobly done, and like a Neighbour 5 
So freely of yourfelf to be a Vifitant, 
The Emperor fhall give ye thauKs for this. 

Jjuc. O no. Sir ; » 
There's nothing to deferve *ero. 
Pro. Yes, your Prefence. 
Lmc. Good Gentlemen be patient, and believe 
I come to fee my Husband, on Conunand too, 
I were no Courtier elfe. 

Lie. That's all one. Lady, 
Now ye are here, you*re welcome ; and the Emperor, 
Who loves ye but too well—— 

Luc. No more of that. Sir, 
I came not to be CatechizM. 

Pro.. Ah, Sirrah; 
And have we got you here ? faith, Noble Lady, 
We'll keep ye one Month Courtier. 

Luc. Gods defend. Sir, 
I never lik*d a Trade worfe. 
Pro. Hark ye. 
£»r. No, Sir. 
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Pro, Ye -re gt<wa the ftrangeft Lady. 

hue. How ? 

Pro. By Heaven, 
*Tis true \ tell ye, and you*JI find it. 

Luc. I ? *" 

ril rather find my Grave, and fo mform him* 

Pro. Is it not pity. Gentlemen, this Lady 
(Nay, ril deal roughly with ye, yet not hurt ye) 
Should live alone, and give fuch heavenly Beauty 
Only to Walls and Hangings ? „ 

Luc. Good Sir, Patience : 
J am no Wonder, neither come to that end. 
Ye do my Lord an injury to llay me. 
Who, though you are the Printers, yet dare tell ye^ 
He keeps no Wife for your ways. 

Bal Well, well. Lady ; 
However you are pleased to think oF us, 
Yc're welcome, and ye Ihall be welcome. 

Luc. Shew it 
In that I come for then, in leading me 
Where my jovM Lord is, noc in flattery ; 

[Jemels Jbcoo^di 
Nay ye may draw the Curtain, I have icen 'cm^ 
But none worth half my Honefty. 

Clau. Arc tbefe. Sir, 
Laid here to take ^ 

Pro. Yes, for your Lady, Gentlevi^Qraen* 

Mar. We had been d9ing elfe. 

Bal. Meaner Jewels 
Would fit your Worths. 
, Clau. And meaner Cloaths your Bodfes. 

Luc. The Gods (hall kilj me firft. 

He. There's better dying 
Tth* Emperor*s Arras ; go tp^ but be not angry •*«• 
Thcfe arc but Talks, fweet Lady* 

Enter Phorba and Axj&s[}a. 

Pbor. Where is this Stranger ? Rufhes, Ladies,. Rufbcs, 
Rulhes as green as Summer for this Strangcf, 
Pro. Here's Ladies come to fee you, 

Luc: 
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Luc^ You are mne then ? ^ 
I take it 'tis your Cuti, 

Pro. Or rather Manners ; 
You're better fitted. Madam, we but tire ye. 
Therefore we'll leave ye for an Hour, and bring 
Your much lov'd Lord unto you. \Exeunt. 

Luc. Then 1*11 thank ye. 
I am betrayed for terrain 5 well Lucinai ^ 
If thou doft fall from Virtue, may the Earth, 
That after Death fliould fhoot up Gardens of thee. 
Spreading thy living Goodnefs^ into Branches, 
Fly fronii thee, and the hot Sun find thy Vices* 

jPi&(?r. You are a welcome Woman. • 

Ard. Blels me Heav*n, 
How did you find the way to Court ? 

Imc. I know not i 
Would I had never trocj it. 

Pbor. Prithee tell mc. 
Good Nd^le Lady^ and good (weet Heart love u^. 
For we love thec«treamly ; is not this Place 
A Paradife to live in ? 

Luc. To thofe People 
That know no other Paradife but Pleafure ^ 
That litttc I enjoy contents me better. 

Afi. What, heard ye any Mufick yet ? 

Jmc. Too much. 

Phor. You muft not be tbi« froward 5 what, thk 
Gown 
Is one o'th* prettieft by my Troth, Ardelia^ 
I ever faw yet ; 'twas not to frown in. Lady, 
Ye put this Gown on when ye came. 

Ard. How do ye ? 
Alas poor Wretch, How cold it is \ 

Lt^. Content ye ; 
I am as well as may bie, and as temperate. 
If ye will let me be fo : Where's my Lord ? 
For there's the bufinefs that I came for, Ladies.' 

Pbor. We'll lead ye to him, he's i'th* Gallery. 

Ard. We'll (hew ye all the Court too. 

Luc. Shew me him, 
. Vol- IV. U And 
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And ye have {hew'd me all I come to look on. 

Pbor. Come on, we'll be your Guides, and as ye g^ ' 
We have fome pretty Tales to tell yc, Lady, 
Shall make ye merry too ; yc come not here. 
To be a fed Lucina. 

Luc. Would 1 might not. [Exeunt. 

Entir Cbilax ani Balbus. 

Qn. Now the foft Mufick ; BaHus run. 

Bal r fly, Boy. ^ [£^// Balbus, 

Chi. The Women by thi« time are worming of her, - 

If (he can hold out them, the Emperor {MufuK 

Takes her to task : He has her ; hark the Mufick* 

£»/^r Eoipcrpr ^ii X-ucJna. 

Imc. Good your Grace, 
Where are my Women, Sir ? ^ 

Emp. They are wife, beholding 
What you think fcorn to look on, the Court's Bravery : 
. Would you have run away fo flily, Ladyt 
And not have feen me ? 

Luc. I befeech your Majefty, 
Confider what I am, iind whoft. 

Emp. I do fo. 

Luc. Believe me, I (hall never make a -Whore, Sir. 

Emf. A Friend ye may, an4 to that Nfan that loves yc. 
More than you love yout Virtue. 

Luc. Sacred d^far. 

Emp. You fhall not kneel to me. Sweet. 

Luc, L/ook upon me, 
And if ye be fo cruel to abufe me,' 
Think how the Gods will take it 5 Docs this Beauty 
Afflid your Soul ? I*J1 hide it from you ever. 
Nay more, I will become fo leprous. 
That ye ftiall^curic ,me from ye ; My dear Lord 
Has ferv'd ye ever truly, fought ypur Battels, 
A^ if he daily long'd to die ror Ccsfars 
Was never Traitor, Sir, nor never tainted 
ivi all the Aftions of hrs Life. 

Emp. I know it. 

Luc. 
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Luc. His Faille and Famyy hive grown fogethef , 
And fpread togethdr (14) lifcp two failing Cedars, 
Over the Kffman Diadenoi i oh let not, 
As ye have aAf Flelh thatH huramn in you. 
The having of a modeft Wife decline hiro. 
Let not my Virtue be tb« Wedge to break him^ 
I do not think yc are laicivious, 
Thefc wamon Men belye ye, you are Cafatf 
Whkrh is the Father of the Empire's Honour, 
Ye arc t^o near the Nature of the Gods, 
To wrong the weakeft of all Creature^ Wdm^. 

Emp. I dare not do it here. Rife fair Lminch 
I did but try your Temper, ye afehoneft^ 
Am) with the Commendations wak on that 
I'll lead ye to your Lord, and yc to him : 
Wipe your fair Eyes : He that endeavo«rs lil. 
May well dday, biK never quedch his HelL [Exeunt ^ 
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Enter Chilax, Licinius, Proculus, and Balbus^ 

CW. ^'T^ I S done, JJctnius. 
jL Lie. How? 

Cbii 1 ihanae to tell k. 
If there be any Juftice, w€ arc Vtlliuns^ 
And muit be fo rewarded. 

Bal. If it be done, 
I take it ^cis no time now to re|)ent it 1 
Let's make the bcft o*th' Trade. 

Pro. Now Veng'ance take it. 
Why (hould not he have fettled on a Beairfy, 
Whole Honefty ftuck in a piece of Tiffue, 
Or one a Ruig m^t nile^ or fi^ a one 

That had an itching Husband to be honourable, 

• •' • ■ 

(14) — — /ri/ to failing Cf^/tir/,] Mt.Symp/on jaftly reads /ai*^ 
faiiing Cedars, as anfWering to his Fivne ami Family. 
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And Ground to get it : If he muft have Women, * 

And no allay without *em, why not thofc 

( 1 5) That know the Myftery, and are bed able ' 

To play again with Judgment ? Such as flie is. 

Grant they be won with long Siege, endlefs Travel, 

And brought to Opportunity with Millions, 

Yet when they come to Motion, their cold Virtue 

Keeps *eni like Gakes of Ice ; Til melt a Chriftal, 

And make a dead Flint fire himfelfj e'er they 

Give greater Heat, than rtow-departing Embers 

Give to old Men that watch *em. * 

Lie. A good Whore 
Had fav'd all this, and happily as wholfome, . 
Ay, and the thing once done too, as weH^bbught of 5 ^ 
But this fame Chaftity forfooth. 

Pro. A Pox on*t. 
Why (hould not Women be as free as We are ? 
They are, but not in open, and far freer. 
And the more bold ye bear yourfelf, more Welcome 5 
And there is nothing ye dare fay, but Truth, 
But they dare hear. 

Enler Emperor and Lucina. 

Chu The Emperor! Away, 
And if we can repent, let's Home and pray. [Exeunt* 

Emp. Your only Virtue now i& Patience, 
Take heed, and fave your Honour ; if you talk—— 

Luc. As long as -there is Motion inr my Body, 
And Life to give me Words, TU cry for Jufticc. 

£mp. Jufticefliall never hear ye. Jam Juftice. I 

Luc. Wilt thou not kilJ me, Monfter, Ravilhcr, 
Thou bitter Bane o*th' Empre, look upon me^ 
And if thy guilty Eyes dare fee thefc Ruins, 
Thy wild Luft hath laid level with Difhonour ; 
The Sacrilegious Razing of this Temple, 
The Mother of thy black Sins would have blulh'd at j 

(15) nat inmvithi Mikry,^ ] The grofs Miftake of Mi/ery 

for yfyl^try has run through the former Editions. It not only occurrM 
to mvfeir, but Mr. Symffon and another Friend both fent it me as 
their Conjtdure^ and I iitfd Mr. Theobald had prerented us all. 

• ^ Behold 
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Behold and curfe thyfelf 5 the Gods will find ttiee. 
That's all my Refuge nowy f6^they are Rightebus, 
Vengeance and Horror €ircle*the€ ; the Empire,^ 
lo which chou liv'ft a ftroiig 'Continued Surftit, 
Like Poifon will difgorgc thee^^good Men raze thtc 
(\6) For ever being read again y'A\ virtuous 
Women, and fearful Maids, miike Vows againft thee j 
Thy own Slaves, if they hear of this, fliall hate thee j 
And thofe thou haft corrupted, firft fall from thee \ 
And if thou le£*ft me Hve,- the Soldier, 
Tir'd with thy Tyrannies, break through Obedience, 
And ftiake his ftrong Steel at thee; 

Emp. This prevails not ; 
Nor any Agony ye utter. Lady. 
If I have done a Sin; curfe her that drew me, 
Curfe the firft C^ufe,. die Witchcraft, that abused me, 
Curfe thofe fair Eyes, and curfe that heav'nly Beauty, 
And cqrfe your being good too. 

Luc. Glorious Thief, 
What Reftitutioa canft thou make to fav^e mc ? 

Emp. Pll ever Love^ and Honour you. 

Luc. Thou can*ft not. 
For that which was mine Honour, thou haft murder'd. 
And can there be a L6ve in Violence ? 

Emp. Yqu fhall be only mine, 

Luc. Yet I like better 
Thy Villany, than Flattery, that's thine own. 
The other bafcly counterfeit v fly from me<, 
Or for thy Safety fake and WifHom kill me. 
For I am worfe than thou art 5 thou may*ft pray, 

(16) For ever being read again^ ' < but viciont 

Women f and fearful Maids , make Fows againft thee ; "] Tjjps 
ftobd the old Text» and, I believe, whoever confiders it will agree fhic 
bv an odd Confafion of ldeas» the Word 'vicious is pat inflead 6f ics 
Reverfe, virtuous » And it is not very unoatural for a Tranfcriber or 
Princer to put fome Word into the Context that is accidentally raifed 
in his Mind by a Glimpfe of the true one : And Words aa often raife 
an Idea of their dired OppoHtes, as of thofe Words that have an Af« 
finity to them. Thus Black and White, Virtue and Vice, Wifdojji 
;^nd Folly, Truth and Falfhood, isfr. by their very Oppofitioa h^vf a 
near Connexion in our Ideas. 

U 3 Aftil 
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And fo recover Graoe \ I^tn loft for ever»' 

And if thou let'ft mc tivc, thoj*'rt loft thyfelf loq. 

Emp. I fear no Ijab bu( Love^ I ft»d ^bpve it. 

Luc. Call in your Lady Bawds, and gilckd Pas>days» 
And let them triufnph too^ and fing to Ciiefur^ 
Lucsna*s fallen^ the cbafte Ludna\ conquered v 
Gods^ what a wretched Thing has this Man n^ade me ? 
For I am now no Wife for MaximuSy 
No Congrpamy for Womo^ that are virtpous». 
No Family I now can claifiu nor Couptry^ 
Nor Name, but Ca^r's Whore ; O faered C^/ir, 
CFor that fliould be your Tick) was your Empirey 
Your Rods, and Axes, that ar^ Typea of Jufticc^ 
Thofe Fires that ever burn, to beg you bkfSngSu 
The Peoples Adoration^, Fe^ of Nations, 
Whaf Vittory can bring ye Hornet .what elfe 
The uf^ot £iem<^nts can make your Servants, 
(17) Even Light itfelf, and 3cfns of Light, Truth, Jufticr» 
Mercy, and Star-like Piety, fent to you. 
And fron>: the; Qods tht0M(elives, to ra vi At Women ? 
The Curfes that I owe to E^emks, 
Even thofe the Sabines fent, when Remittlm 
(As thou^ haft me) ravilh'd their noWe Maids^ 
Made more, and heavkr, light Ofi thee* 

Emp. This helps not 

Luc. The Sins of Tarquin be remember'd in thec^ 
And where, there has a chftfte. Wife beoii abus*d. 
Let it be thine, the Shame thine» thine the Skughter^ 
And laft^ for ever, thine,, thefcai'd Exampk. 
Where fhftH poor Victue liyci, now \ am feH'a ? 
What can your Honours now, and JEmpire make me. 
But a more glorious Whoi^? 

(r;) Bvfn Light itfelf, an4 %\ai% of tight , Truth, Jupciy 

Mercy, and Star- like Piety, ] Tkis noble Paflage feemt, 

if I may be allow'd the Exprcffion, obfcur'd by too much Light ; Part 
of which, f believe, is mjt genoine. To call Truth, Juftice, and Piety 
Suns may be allowed, bat Suns 0/ Light is both HifF and tautorogical % 
and af^er they aiie caird Suns, the aidditional Epithet of Star-like vk 
ain ufelefs Anticlimax. I doubt not but ;^at the tsue Beading was 
S^ns of Light. 
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Emp. A better Woman : 
But if ye will be blind, and (corn it^ who can help it ? 
Come leave chefe Lamentations, they do nothing. 
But make a Noife, I am the fanie Man ftiliy 
Werd it to do again v therefore be wifer. 
By all this holy Light, I ibould attempt it. 
Ye are fo Excellent, and made to ravilh. 
There were no Pleafurc in you elfe. ' 

Luc. Oh Villain ! 

Emp. So bred for Man's amazement, that my Rcafoa 
And every help to hold me right has loft me j 
The God of iiovc himfelf had been bcfone me, 
Had he but Power to fee yc ; tell me juH,ly, 
How can 1 chufe but err theft ? If yc dare, i 

Be mine, and only mine, for ycVe fo precious, 
I envy any other (hould enjoy ye, 
Almoft look on ye ; and your datlrtg Husband 
Shall know h'as kept an OfF'ring frooi the Empire^ 
Too Holy for his Altars 5 be the mightieft. 
More than myfelf PIl make it.: If ye will not. 
Sit down with this, and filencfc; for which Wifdom 
Ye {hall have Ufe of me, and miK:h Honour cver^ 
And be the fame you were ; if ye divulge it. 
Know I am far above the Faults I do, ' • 
And thofe I do, I am ablc«to forgive too 5 . 
And wherfe yddr Credit in the Knowledge of it. 
May be with Glofs enough fufpcded, mine 
Is as mine own Command (hall make it : PrinCes, 
.Though they be fometime fubje£k to loofc Whifpcrs, 
Yet wear they two-cdg*d Swords for open Ccnfurcs : 
Your Husband cannot heJp ye, ftbr the Soldier ; 
Your Husband is nly Creature, they my Weapons^ 
And only whct'e I bid *diti, fbike ; I feed 'cm. 
Nor can the Gods bd angry at this Aft ion. 
For as they maj^e m« mofti they ntcan me happiefl:^ 
Which I had never been without this Plcafiare : 
Confider, and farewel .: You'll find your Wothcn 
At Home before ye, they have had iinnc Sport too^ 
But are riiore thankful for ic« \EKii EmpmK 

Luc, DcftruAiot^ fitid th 

U 4 ' ^0^ 




■^ ' ^i^ w 



312' T^e Tragedf of Val^tinian* 

Now which way a>uft I go ? My honed [foufd ' 

Will (hake to fliekcr me, my Husband fly mc> 

My Family, 

Becaufe they're Honeft, and defire to be fo, 

Muft not endure me, not a Neighbour know me : 

What Woman now dare fee me without Blufhes, 

And pointing as I pafs : There, there, behold her. 

Look on her little Children, that is fhe. 

That handfome Lady, mark. O my fad Fortunes ! 

Is this the end of Goodnefs, this the Price 

Of all my early Prayers to ptoteft me? 

Why then I fee there is no God but Power, ^ 

Nor Virtue now alive that cares for us, 

JBut what is either Lame or Scnfual, 

How had I been thus wretched clfe ? ■■% 

Enter Maxiipus and Aecius, 

JScius. Let 71/&J 
Command the Company that /^»///M lofl:^ 
And fee the Fofles deeper. 

il/iJiAT. How now fwect Heart, 
.What make you here, and thus ? 

jiecius. hucina weeping ? 
This mufl: be much Offence. 

Max. Look up and tell ri!e. 
Why are you thus ? My Ring ? O Friend, Pv^ found it ! 
Ye were at Court, Sweet ? 

Luc. Xt%^ this brought me thither, 
. Max. Rife, and go Home : I have my Fears, Aecim ; 
Oh. my belt Friend, Pm ruin'd 5 go. Lucina^ 
Already in thy Tears, Pvc read thy Wrongs, 
Already found a C£far\ go thou Lily, 
Thou fweet drooping Flo w*r : Go filverSwaa, 
And fing thine own fad Requiem : Go Lmcim^ 
And if thou dar'ft, out-live this Wrong. ^ 

Luc. I dare not. 

A'^cius. Is that the Ring yc loft, 

Max. That, that, Aeciusy 
That curfed Ring, myfclf, and all my Fortunes.: 
'T has pleas'd the Emperor, my noble Maftcr^ 

For 
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For all my Services, and Dangers for him. 

To make me mine own Pandar ; was thisjufticc 

Oh my Jeciusy ha«;e I livM to bear this ? 

Luc. Farewd for ever. Sir. 

Max. That's a fad faying ; 
But fuch a one becomes ye well, Ludna : 
And yet'methinks we (hould not part fo lightly. 
Our Loves have been of longer growth, more rooted 
Than the fliarp Word of one Farewel can fcattcr. 
Kifs me : I find no Cefar here ; thefe Lips 
Tafte not of Ravifher in my Opinion. 
Was it not fo ? 
, Luc. O ! Yes. 

Max. I dare believe thee, 
.For thou wert ever Truth itfclf, and Sweetneis : 
Indeed fhe was, Aecius. 

Aecius. So fhe is fiilL 

Max. Once more : O my Lucina ; O my Comfort 
The Bleffingof my Youth, Life of my Life. 

Aecius. Tvc fcen eAough to dagger my Obedience ; 
Hold me ye equal Gods, this is too fihful. r , 

Max. W hy wert thou chofen out to make a Whore of ? 
To me thou wert toochafte : Fall Chriftal Fountaio^ 
. An^J ever feed your Streams you rifing Sorrows, 
Till you have drc^t your Miftrcfs into Marble. 
Now go for ever from me. 

Luc. Long farewel, ^ir. 
And as I have been Loyal; Gods think on mie* 

Max. Stay, let me once more bid FaceweU Lucina^ 
Farewd thou excellent Example of 41s, 
Thou ftarry Viituc, fare thee well, fcek Heav'n, 
And there by Cafftopeia (hine Iq Glory, 
We are too bafc and dirty to preferve thee. 

Aecius. Nay, I muft kifs too: Such a Kifs again, ^ 
And from a Woman of fo ripe a Virtue, 
Aecius muft new: take : Farewel thou I^hanix^ 
If thbu m\% die, Lucina'j which well weig^'d 
If you can ceafe a while*from tbcfe ftrange Thoughts, 
I wifli were rather altered. 

Luc. No. 




314 lli^e Trt^eaff of ¥alentiiuiMiu 



Jecius. Miftakenot. ♦ \ ^ 

I would not ftain your Honour lor tbe lExffpm^ r 

Nor any way decUne you to Df icreditt 

*ris not my fair Profeffion, but a ViltainV: 

I find and fed your Lois as deep as ydu do. 

And am the fame! A'idHs^ ftill as Honeft^ ^ 

The fame Life I have ftiJl for Maximus^ 

The fame Sword wtar for you, where Jullrcc wills aje, 

And 'tis no dull one: Therefore mifconccrve^liQt : . ' 

Only I'd have- you live a little lortger^ ^ * :'■' 

But a fhort Year. ■■'» ^ . . , ., 7 

M^x. She muft not. ' . 

Luc, Why fo long. Sir, 
Am I not grey enough with Grief already ? 

Jecius\ Todraw fi*om that wildManafweccRcpent^mcf, 
And Goodnefs in his Days to come. 

Max. They are fo,- 
And will be ever coming, my jfiem, • ' 

jfi'cius. For who knows> bte the fighc of you, prt- 

fenting v : — ^ • 

His fwoln Sins at the fulU and your fair Virtues^ 

May like a fcarfuiVifion fright his FoMies, 

And once m6re bend him fight a^in^ which Bleffing 

(If your dark Wrongs would give yoo l»yc to rcad^ 

Is more than Death) and the Reward more glorious ; i 

Death only eafes you ; this, the whole Emph^ : 

Befides compell'd, and forced with Violence, 

To what yeVfc done, the Deed is ndn« of yours^ 

J^o nor the Jaftke neither 5 yc may live, 

And ftill a worthier WdiUfltfi, ftill more honoured : 

For are thofe Trees the worfe we tear the Fruits from ? 

Or fhould the Eternal Gods defire to perifli, 

Becaufe we daily violatfe their Truths^ 

Which is the Chaftity of Hcav'n ? No, Lady, 

If ye dare live, ye may : AnBas our Sins 

Makes them more full of Equity and Juftice, 

So this com^ulflye Wrong makes you ttMt (wfeft ; 

The Empire too will bfef» yc. 

Max^ Noble Sir, 
|f (he were any thing to me but Honour, 

And 
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And that that's wedded to me too, laid in^ 
Not to be wwn away witbout my Beii^ \ 
Or could the Wrong be hers aloo^ or mixic^ 
Or both our Wrongs^ 00c ty*d to after liFues, 
Not bocn mew in all our Naaset and Kindreds, 
I would defire her live ; nay more, conapet her : 
But fince it was not Youth, but Malice did it \ 
And not her own, nor mine, but both our Loflcs, 
Nor days it there, but that our Names muft find it, 
Ev'n thc^e to come \ and when they read, iheliv^d, 
Muft they not ask how often Ihe was ravifli'd. 
And make a doubt fhe lov^d that more than Wedlock \ 
Therefore (he myft not live. 

Jems. Therefore fhe nuift live^ r 

To teach the World fiich Deaths are fuperftitious. 
Luc. The Tongues of Angels cannot aker me i 
For could the World again reftore my Credit, 
As fair and abiblute as firft I bred it^ 
That World I fliould not truft again. The Empire 
By my Life can get niothing but cny Story, 
Which whilft I Breathe muft be. but his Abufes : 
And where ye couniel me to live^ that Qefar 
May fee his ErrorSf and Jepenii 1*11 tell ye^ 
His Penitence is but Encreafe eC Pleafures, 
His Prayers nerer £ikl b«t IP decetrejia^ 
And when he weeps, as you think for his Vices, 
'Tis but as killing Prop^frem bakfiil Edgh-Trees 
That rot their hon^ Neighbotr : If he can grieve. 
As one that yet defiies his free Goovcrfion, 
And almoft glories ki his Penitence, 
PJl leave him Robes to mourn in, my fad Alhes. 

Aecius. The farewels then of happy Sottls be with theet 
And to thy MenKvy be lever fcmg 
The Praifes of a juft and conftaot Lady y 
This fad Day whilft I Uve, a Soklier's TeaiY 
ril ofier on thy Monuasent^ and brtr^ 
Full of thy noble (elf with Tears sncold yet. 
Many a worthy Wife, tQ« weep thy Rtri n- 

Max. All that is Chafte, upon thy Tomb fliall fiourifh. 
All living Epitaphs be thine I Time^ Story, 

And 
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And what is left behind to piece ©ur Lives, 
Shall be no more abus'd with Tales and Trifles^ 
But full of thee, ftand to Eternity. ' 

-/&W«j. Once more ferewd, go find £/]^«;w, ^ 

There where the happy Souls are crownM with Bleffingsi *l 
There where *ds ever Spring, and ever Summer. ^ 

Max. There where no bed-rid Juftice conies ; Truth, 
Honour, 
Are Keepers of that bleffcd Place ; gfr thither, ^ 
For here thou liveft chafte Fire in rotten Timber. 

Aecius. And fo our laft Fare wels. 

JkfoAf. Gods give 4;kee Juftice. \Ex%t JLucina. 

Aecitis. His Thoughts begin to work \ I fear him, yet 
He ever was ia noble Roman^ but 
I know .not what to think on't, he hath fuffer'd 
Beyond ,a Man, if he ftand this. 

Max. AeciuSy 
Am 1 alive, or has a dead Sleep ic!5L*d me ? 
Itw^ my Wife the Emperor abus*d thus; 
And I muft fay, I'm glad I had her for him s 
Muft I not, my Aecius ? 

Aecius. I am ftrickea 
"With fuch a ftiflF Amazement, that no'Anfwer 
Can readily come from me, nor no Comfort : 
Will ye go Home, or go to my Houfe ? 

Max. Neither: 
I have no Home, .and you are msA^ Aecius^ 
To keep me Company, I am a Fellow 
My own Sword would forfake, not ty'd unto me: 
A Pandar is a Prince^ to what I'm fallen ; 
By Heav*n I dare da nothing. 

Aecius^' Ye do better. * 

t, ' ■ 

Max. Pm made a branded Slave, Aecius ^ 
And yet 1 blefs the Maker ; 
Death O* my. Soul, muft I endure this tamely ? 
Muft Maximus be mentioned for his Tales ? 
I am a Child too \ what ihould I do railing,' 
I cannot mend myfelf, 'tis Qefar did it. 
And what am I to him ? 

Aecius. *Ti$ well qonfider^d ; , 

However 
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However you are tainted, be no Traitor. 
Time may out- wear tfie firft, the laft lives ever. 
Max. O that thou wert not living, and my Fricftd- 
Aicius. ril bear a wary Eye upon your Anions, 
I fear ye Maximusj nor can I blame thee 
If thou break'ft out, for by the Gods thy Wrong 
Deferves a general Ruin : Do ye love me ? 
Ma!}C. That's all I have to live on. 
yli'cius. Then go with- me. 
Ye fhall not to your own Houfe: 

Max. Nor to any 5 
My Griefs are greater far than Walls can cOtnpais, 
And yet I wonder how it happens with me, 
I am not dangerous, and O* my Confcience 
Should I now fee the Emperor i'th* heat on't, 
I fhould not chide him for't, an Awe runs through me, 
I feel it fcnfibly, that binds me to it, 
'Tis at my Heart now, there it fits and rules, 
And *tis methinks a Pleafure to obey it. 

Pectus. This is a Mask to cozen me ; I know ye. 
And how far ye dare do ; no Roman farther. 
Nor with more fearlefs Valour 5 and I'll watch ye : 
Keep that Obedience ftiH. 

Max. Is a Wife's lofs 
(For her abufe, much good may do his Grace, 
J'll make as bold with his Wife, if I can)^ 
More than the fading of a few frefli Colours, 
More than a lufty Spring loft ? 
Aiciui. No more, Mammus^ 
To one that truly lives. Max. Why then I care not, 
I can live well enough, Aecius. 
For look you,, Friend, for Virtue, and thofe Trifles, 
They may be bought, they fay. 

Aecius. He's craz'd a little. 
His Grief has made him talk things from his Nature. 

Max, But Ghaftity is not a thing, I take it. 
To get in Romej unlcfs it be befpokea 
A hundred Year before ; is it Aecius f 
By V Lady, and well handled too i'th* breeding. 
Aecius. Will ye go any way ? 
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Max. V\\ t€llcbee» Friend, 
If my Wife for all this Ihould be a Whore now, 
A kind of kicker out of Sheets, 'twouU vex me^ 
For Pm not angry yet % the Emperor 
Is yoong and handfome, and the Woman Flefh, 
And may not thefe two coupfe vrithout fcratdung ? 

Ji'ciui. Alas, my noble Friend. 

Max. Atas not me, 
I am not wretched, for there's ncMan miferable 
But he that makes himfelf fa 

Aecius. Will ye walk yet ? 
. Max. Come, come, (he dare not die. Friend^ that's d&t 

truth on*t. 
She knows the tntking Sweets and Delicacies 
Of a young Prince's pleafurcs, and I thank her. 
She's made a way for Maximus to rife by • 
Will't not become me bravely ? Why do you thiak 
She wept, and £iid fhe was RaviihM ? Keep it hem 
And I'll difcovcr to you. 

jiecius. Well. 

Max. She knows 
I love no bitten Fleih, and out of that hope 
She might be from me, fhe contrived this Knitvery j 
Was it not monftrous. Friend ? 

Aecius. Does he but fcem fo. 
Or is he mad indeed ? 

Max. O Go(^) my Heart!' 

Aecius. Would it wou'd fairly break. 

Max. Methinks Pm fooaewhat wikkr than I was. 
And yet I thadk the Gods I kiiow my Duty. 

Enter Claudia. 

Clau. Nay ye may fpare your Tears \ (he's dead, fhe is io. 

Max. Why fo it fhould be : How ? 

aa^. When firft fhe entered 
Into her Houfe, after a world of weeping, 
( 1 8) And blufhing like the. Sun-fet, that we law her i 

Dare 

(i8) And hlujhing Ukt the Sun^fet^ as we fte her j ] The latter Part 
of this Linefeems a meer Fill-up; biit, I believe, was a noble Scnti- 
sneot in the Original, which I hope is no.w redorcd. Lucina blafh*d 

to 
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Dare I, faid Qie, defile this Houfc with Whore, 
In whiofi his noble FamiJy has^QHrifli'd ? 
At which (he fell, and ftir'd no^mere ; we rub'd her. 
Max. No more of that ; be gone. Now my j^us^ 

[£wV Claudia. 
If thou wilt do me pleafure, weepalittle, < 
I am fo parch'd I cannot 2 Your Example 
Has brought the Rain down now : Now4€ad me» Ffiend, 
And as we walk together, let's pray together truly, 
I may not fall from Faith. 

Jlecius. That's nobly fpoken. 

Max. Was I not wild, j&'cius ? 

jlecius* Somewhat troubled. 

Max. I felt no Sorrow ,then : Now PlI go with ye. 
But do not name the Woman : Fye, what Fool 
Am I to weep thus ? Gods, Lucina^ take tliee. 
For thou wert cv'n the beft, and worthicfl Lady. 
» '' jtecius. Good Sir, no more, I (hall be meked with it. 

Max. IVe done, and good Sir comfort me. 
Would there were Wars now. 

Aecius. Settle your Thoughts, come. 

Max. So I have now. Friend, 
Of my deep Lamentations here's an end. [Ex€unt\, 

£»/^ Pontius, Phidias, andAxt\M%. 

Phi. By my Faith, CsLptzin PontiuSj befides pity 
Of your fell'n Fortunes, what to fey I know not. 
For *tis too true the Emperor defires nor. 
But my befl: Matter, any Soldier near htm. 

jire. And vfhm he underftands, he caft your Fortunes 
For Difobedience, how can we incline him 
{That are but under Perfbn,s to his Favours) 
To any fair Opinion ? Can ye Sing ? 

Pon. Not to pleafe him, jiretus^ for my Songs 
Go not to th' Lute, or Viol, but to th* Trumpet, 

to be lodcM upon by us, as Shame wouM hide its Head from all its 
Acquainiance. If the old Reading may be thought to give this Idea, 
and the Reader thinks he could have collected it from it without tihc 
Change, I am willing to fubmit ; fo that the true Senfe be retaiuM^ it 
jia of fmall Confequcnce whether wc read as or t^nf. 

My 
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My Tune kept on a Target, and my Subjcft 

-The wcll-ijruck Wounds of Men, not Love, or Womem 

Pbi.^ And /Chgfe he uoderftands not. 

P$H. He ihould, Phidias. 

Are* Couid you not leave this killing way a little t 
You muft^ if b^e you*d plant yourfcif, and rather 
Learn as we do, to like what thof? afFeA 
,That are above.us : Wear their Adtions, 
And think they keep us warm too : What they fay, • 
Though oftentimes they fpeak a little fooli(hly. 
Not day to conflrue, but prepare to execute, ^ 
And think however the end falls, the bufineis 
Cannot run empty-handed. 

PU. Can ye flatter. 
And if itiweneput to you, lie a little ? 

Pon. Yes, if it be a Living. 

jire. That's well laid then. 

Pon. But muft ih?fe Lies and Flatteries be belicv*j, 
then ? 

Phi. Oh yes, by any means. 

Pon. By any means then, 
I cannot lie, nor flatter. *;^V 

Jre. You muft fwear too ? ^ ^ 

If ye be there. 

Pon. I can fwcar, if they move me. 

PM. Cannot ye forfwear too. 

Pon. The Cogrr foi; ever,, ^ 

If it be grown fo wicked. 

Are. You fliould procure a little too. 

Pan. What's that? 
Mens honeft fayings for i^y Truth? 

Are. Oh no. Sir : 
But Womens honeft A&ions for your trial* . 

Pon. Do you do all tfacfe things ? J 

Phi. Do you not like *em ? 

Pon. Do ye ask me fcrioufly, or trifle with me ? 
I am not fo low yet, to be your Mirth. ; • 

Are. You do miftake us. Captain, fgr fincerely, 
We ask you how you like 'cm ? 

Pon. Then fincerely 

I 
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1 tell ye I abhor 'em : They 4ire ill ways» 

And I will ftarvc before I fall in&a'em^ 

The doers of -em Wretches, their bafe hungers 

Cares not whofe Bifead the/ eat, nor how they get it*. 

Are. What then. Sir? r 

Port. If y(Hi pfefefe this Wickedhefi^ 
Bdcauie ye have been Soldiers, and bom ArmSt 
The Servants of the brave Aecius^ 
Anc^by. hitn put to th' Emperor, give me }eave» 
Or r muft take it dfc, to fay ye're Villains, f 

For all your Golden Coats, debauih'd, bafe Villatr^ 
Yet I do wear a S\yord to tell ye foi 
Is this the way you mark out for a Soldier^ 
A Man that has commanded ipr the Empire^ 
And born the Reputation of a Man ? 
Arc there not lazy things enough callfd Fools and Cowards^ 
And poor enough to be preferred for Pandars, 
But wanting Soldicrt mud be Knaves too ? ha r 
This the trim courfe of Life : Were not ye bom BAwds^ 
And fb inherit but your Rights ? I am poor. 
And may expeft a worfe ; yet digging, pruning. 
Mending of broken Ways, carrying of Water^ 
Planting of Worts, and Onions, any thing 
That's honeft and a Man*s, 1*11 rather chufef . 
Ay, and live better on it, which is jufter. 
Drink my well-gotten Water with more PJcafure^ 
When my Endeavour*s done, and Wages paid me^ 
Than you do Wine, cat my courfe ft*ead not curft, j 
And mend Upon*t. (Your Diets are Difeafes^ 
And fleep as fbundly, when my Labour bids me. 
As any forward Pandar of ye all. 
And rife a great deal honeftcr ; my Garments^ 
Though iiot as yours, the foft fins of the Empire^ 
Yet may be warm, and keep the biting Wind out. 
When every fingk Breath of poor Opinion 
Finds you through all your Velvets. 

Are. You have hit iti 
Nor are we thofe we feem 'i the Lord Aecius 
Put us good Men to th' Emperor, fo we have fervM hini. 
Though much ncgleftcd for it : So dare be ftill : 

; Vo L. IV. X Your 
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Your Curfcs are aot oorisi: Wie*wTccn 9&ar F)Qr&iiir» 
But yet know no way to Tedectn kt Means, 
Such as we have, ye Aall ?ibt m^atj hMkTe Pmm% 
But pray be cedifMs^e, if v^^din (w^^ttlt 
The way of your Offences, we art your«, Sir^; 
And you (hall live<^ak:'€Giiit^ hdneilMan too. 

Phi. Thi{tlitde(Mait4iidNSeMis#eht^ mt'ilfbiutk^ 
Fear not to be as we are ; mvhiit we tolQ yb. 
Were but -moer trials of yoor Tniiii : Yoa'fc wbttliy, ^ 
And fo we'll cv»r (hold yc ; lufitt' fctte^ ' 

And jbea ye aire a ^ig^t /Man, 'PmiAm^ 
If my good Matter beHofeHfrr angry. 
Ye (hall comnvmd 'offikki. 

P^;;. I have foondt^igibod'Meni: 
XJit my Life, ^ ^ 

F^ itis^yibors, ^md all I havefo thank ye» [ISbatkfi^ 
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il/^Ar/Tli0r6^i^%^yiaUetadia/ir, JiefmufttdScs 
This Friend m^ dicv ^ijs Sqi4 ^£Mammu$, 
Without whom I ai» iK^thing Imt my Shante^ 
This per fe£i:nefs -that ^k^eps me from >Qpin jOn, 
Muft di^ or ImMfi tiye^bus^braadedl^evert: 
A hard<Qhc)ke, and a fiital -, Ge4s f^ ihave^jtOD me ' 
A way 133 credk, but ihc GrowciM^^fi, 
Ye have levielt^d wdlh that |tttcioii3 Life I lov^e Mefti ' 
Yet I muft ^n, und 'tHrough *, fQriflofyr 
To take my way without hm^ like a S^ 
He bears hi;$ h\^ Cfmrn^i^ '^t^im^mtmd Vengeartoc^ 
And in ^h^ own Road fmk^ me. He k boncft^ 
Of a m^ oonftant Loyaky ^ <C4^^ ,- 
And when he fball but doubt, I dare lactempt bun. 
But make a queftion of this JU, but (ay 
What is a de/ar^ that he dare do this, 
(lo; Dead-fui!e be<:Utsiiije is^t jie(ms^k»r 

■ . : . . . . ^ , 

J 1 9) ViaJ/un he cuts me aff: — ^ I read DeaJ-Jun with a jAyphcs, 
underftaod by it the common £}y)reffiaii, jUJun as D^aii. 

• - Or 
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Or I have loft Myrdf i Why OmM I kUl bim? 

Why fhould I kill mjffclO m^$ mj killingy 

jiecius |S my Roec^ 4od wdBhir hkil. 

Like a decaying Bi^Cb^ I filjl to noching. 

Is he not thoft tti me^ tb^fi Wife i than CiiySi^' 

Though I htd n&if mjf . &ft R^vdnge il^xm him ? 

(20) Is he not more than Rumour, apd his Friendfhip 

Sweeter than th* love of Women ? What is Honour 

We all fo ftrangely ate bewJcdi'd wkhal ? 

Can it relieve me if I want ? he hac ) 

Can Honour, 'twixt the ihcen&d FHnOif ahd Envy^ 

Bear up the Lives of worthy Men ? he h^ ^ 

Can Honour pull the Wing^ of Aii^fttl Cowafdl, 

And make 'em turn tgatn likb T^nf he ha^ 

And I haveJivUto fed thi|^.a^dprdb*v^d hi 

Why flnmU chis em|>ty "wts^ incite me ihui 

To what ii iiU wd owl f kc her perifh: 

A Friend is more tten tit dte Wwfti^ tliAti HMldUf i 

SheisaWoman^ and her Loft die teil| 

And with her go my Oritift t fiat hark j^ MimmU^i 

Was (he not yoiiri r Did ihe tiocdtei M tell ye 

She was a RaviikVi WonMtei f tMxm J^m 

Nobly begm M/atk htu tte itot defif t'd it. 

And fhall he livediicdid hf SiJiy a Uctfe» 

Can diis Abufe dk h«te( StiMl not MdttnTongads 

Difpute it aft^niriffd^ nld% IgV^ > 

( Affeding dull ObedimR^ fnd HaiM £)my, 

And led away with fondnefs of a flriehd^p) 

The only Virtueof the World se^ Slander? 

Is not this certain, was not l[he a cnafte one, 

*■ t . » ■ - " t # 

(20) Is hi not mon /i&ii«r Rsii^jl',-^:-*— ^ ] Mfa 72#^^ %tA 
Mr, Sympfon both fafpedt the Wori Rutf^otir^ and, think: chat Henour 
was probably the Original, bdt ii'Wnbur,{jk thtl PtadCnii^li fignify 
cxaaiy the fame with kii^^r^ 'HA f^etM fe^ to KiiVe juilibbiif^ 
afcertained the trt»e IMinteg «f irtac fblbws« f^f^aAng lUuinnr here. 
As our Poets mail probably nave had in view ta^aff'^ ^mk^ Cate- 
chifm conc^ning Honowr, fo they feem to h«Ve imttate(i tKe Sublimify 
of a Paffage irrfSirtfbS fhiiipfici.m^it th'e Saikt i^iilhft AnMyXt 
exaggerated by Queilion and AnIWeir tii fifte ititkArier. TH^ Wote 
^oti^lrefore, deterred from a beaotifui TUYfi of iiJ^ra^ly^ jmecAy b«* 
cauik if had b?en before ufed in Biirl^i|u«. : 

X2 And 
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324 7%e Tragedy of Valeniinian. 

And fuch a one, that no compare dwelt witb her. 
One of fo fwcct a Virtue, that AeciuSy 
£v*n he himfelf, this Friend that holds me from it^ 
Out of his worthy Lx)ve to me, and Juftice, 
Had it not been on Cafar^ he'd reveng'd her ? 
By Heav'n he told me fo ^ what ihall 1 do then ? 

Enter a Servant. \ 

Can other Men affeft it, and I cold ? . ^ 

I fear he muft not live. 

iJtf/T; My Lord, the Gsmeral 
Is come to fc^k ye* 

Max. ,Go, intreat him enter : 

brave 4ecius^ I could wilh thee now 

As far from Fricndlhip Co me* as from Fears^:. 
That I might cut thi^e off, li^ that I weigh*d not. 
Is there no way without him, to oomenear it? 
For out of honefty he muft deftroy mc . .. 
If I attempt it ; t^e muft die as others, , 
And I muft lofe him ; 'tis aieoeffity, ' ;• 
Oilly the time, and means is ail the difference ; / ' 
But yet 1 would not makea Murther of him, «. 
Take him dir^ftly for my donbts ; he fhall die, 
I've found a way to do it, and a &fe onc» . 

Tt fhallrbe Hdaour to himtpo: I know not . 

What to determine cecttfin, I'm lb troubled. 
And fuch a deal o£ Conicience preftes me i 

Would I wcfe dead myfelf. 

• < • . > ' ■ 

£>?/i?r Aecius; ^^ 

Aecius. You run away well ; 
Hovy got you from me. Friend ? 

Max: That that leads maSd Men ; 
A. ftrong Imagination made me wander, 
^ Aecius. I thsuffht ye'd been more fettled, . 

Max. J am well, ' 

Biit yoq ftiuft give me leave a little fometimes 
ITo hay^ a buzzing in my Brain, 
: j^ius. ,(Ye*re dangerous, [AfiJe. 

But ril prevent it if I can.)' Ye told me 

1 - ' • YouM 



The Tragedy (fValentim^. 325 

' • - 

TTotfd go to ttf' Army. 

Max; Why, to have my Throat cut, 
INf uft he not be the braveft Man, jfecius^ 
That ftrikcs me firft ? • ' 

Aecius. Yoiipromis'd me a Freedom 
From aH tbe/e Thoughtsf, and why fhould any llrike you ? 

Max. I amran Enemy, a wicked one, 
Worfc than the Foes of Rome^ I am a Coward, 
A Cuckold, and a Coward, that's two caufes 
Why every' one fhould beat me; 

jtScius. Y? arc neither ; • 

And diirft another tell me fb, he dy'd for*t. 
For thus far on mine Honour, I'll aflure you 
No Man more lov'd than you, and (21) for your Valour, 
And whatclfc may be fair ; ho Man mpre followed. 

Max. A doughty Man indeed : But that's all one. 
The Emperor, nor all the Princes living 
Shall find a flaw in my Coat ; I have fuffer'd. 
And can yet ; let them find InfliAions, 
1*11 find a' Body for •em, or Pll break it. 
*Tis not a Wife can thrufl me out ; fome look'd for*t. 
But let *em look 'till they are blind with looking. 
They are but Fools 5 yet there is Anger in me. 
That I would fiin dilperfe, and now 1 think on't, 
You told me. Friend, the Provinces are flirring. 
We fhall have fpbit I hope then,^ and what's dangerous 
A Battel fliall beat from me. 

Accius. Why do ye eye mc , 
With fiKh a fettled look? . 

Max. Pray tell me this. 
Do we not love extremely ? I love you (b. 

Aecius. If I fhould fay I lov'd not you as truly, 
I fhould do that I never durft do, lie. 

Max. If I fhould die, would it not grieve you much ? 

Aecius. Without all doubt. 

J21) for your Falour^ 

And what ye ma)c be,, fair; no Man mwe foUonju*d. ] This 
does not feem intelligible, but the Change of a Monofyllable will give 
a Seiife agreeable to the Context. For your yalmr^ andwbate'ver eljk 
is fair or fratfi ^xjorthy, no Man is more follrw* d, ^ 

X 3 vi^«. 
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^26 7h Xrag0(fy (ffYak^^ 

Max. And could you live wichQi;u; iiie? 

Aecius. It would nmcb wuWeni«<QUvt _ 

Our Loves, and iQving Soid:^ have^ l»?<^ 
But to one Houftkold m us : But to dw 

Bccaufc I could npf malffit you Uy^i were Woinapt 
Fv mwch top w^k ^ were it: to feve ypuR W^!^, 
Or to redeem your Nw* frpxp roouna outi^ : 
To quit you b5-^vely fighting from the Ffe, ; n : : ' 
Or fetch ye oiF, where Honour ^d i«»gag'4y,^ 
I ought, and would die for ye» ' > 

Max. Truly fpoken. 4 

What Beaft but I, (hat nau(]t, CQuId l^^rt (tm Mf^b np¥i i 
Would he had raviOi'd H»e> I wo^ld hi»ve paicj Jrini, 
I would have t^u^ht him fugh a Tricpk, hj^ Eunu(^ 
Nor all his bkc^-ey *d Boys e'er dreamt of y« r t. 

By all the Gq4^ I'm pad now; now liif ere (?^r 
Within my reach, an^ on hi3 gloriws tpp 
The Pile of all the Wof Id, he wf qt to ?^lwg ^/ 
The Deftinies, nor all the I>a9>ea of W^ 
Were I oncegrappd with kijfru Ihouald r^Wl'T^ hM?i 

No not the hope of Mankind uwre** ailp?i^i^jc4.i 

But this i% Words* and Weakucfe, ., h4^^ 

Aecius. Ye look ftrangply. 

Max. I ipok hut as I amt I ann a Stranger, , 

Ai'dus. To me? 

4f<?^. Tp every one, I an) no l^jOfrm 5 
Nor what I am do I know. 

A'icius. Then Til leave ye. 

Max. I find I am beft fo, if ye Q^e^ ii^<|xi^|^ 
Pray bid him be an honeft Man i^t my i^i^^ 
You may do miidx upoOrliini^^ for his Shilwf » 
Let me ajonfc 

Aectus. Ye were not wont to talk thu». 

And to your Friend ; ye have fome Danger 5i yout 

That willingly would run to A^iqn, 
Take heed, by all our love take heed. 

Max. I, Danger? 
I, willing to do any thing ? I dig ? ^ 
Jias not my Wife been dead two Days already ? 
Arc not my Mournings by this time Moih-eatcn ? 

Arc 
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AseLiipt her Sins difpars*d ta orhse W«naen». 
C22> And many a one e'en, ps^^i^di to rc^fevc^ }^ ? 
H^w I (bed T^irtitlK^ iiw^^.i^^ 
. j£cius. Naw y«:/w.eep. 
Max. Some lazy Drops that ftay'd behind. 

And I mud tell ye Truth, were it not hazard. 
And ^oflj certajn ^;,o$ of a^ll the J^fJJipire^ 
(23) I would whine with ye: Were it any Man^s ' 
But hk^ Li&, tbat^i^ Li£» ogmf ha Igift it 
For doing of this Mifchief : I would (^]ce ijC», 
And to your reft giyc^ ye^ i>, brave Revenge : 
But as the Rule BOW ftanc!^ and as he rul^, ' 

And as the Nations hold in Difobefi.i^n^e, 
One Pillar ^ling, all mud fAlf ; I dari noti 
Nor is it juft you Ihqjald be fuSer'd in it. 
Therefore again i;ake heed : On, foreign Foes 
We are out dwr^ Revengprs, but at l^ome 
(24^ Oi> Princes that are Enjinent and ours, 
•rk fe the Gocjs ihc^M Jpd^ 'i(ta 1 IJe n^t raft. 
Nor let your anp-y Sjtedl cut i;hqfe ye know not 1^ 
For by ehfa fafidi ©QW, if y^ dare l^ike jt^^ 
As I fee great Afms in ye, tliofe imborn yet, 
And thofe to come, of them and thefe ^fucqeedtpg. 
Shall bleed the Wrath of Maxmus, : For me. 
As ye now bear yourfelf, y^A your |iriend ftil^ 

If ye faU off I *;it nP-t fl^^^^^^^ 

And in uciy K^ndL ^ere ye niy 'S6^r^ you penffe*^ : 

Once more bb cateffil, Itand^, and ftSIl t^ vroctbyj 

' i ' " ■ ■ • 

(2z) And maty §ne ravi/b\i'^ Former Edition*. 

(23) Itjjpujd win fwith yi : \ The firft Folio raids *wpie^ and the 
feconachangts it to/a//ii and tke Ojkvq imo <t4;/;y. '^iif is.good 
Senfip, bvic 'wbint benig neMFcf ^e Trace oF the o!d f^dine, and 
eqasdty Sedfe, feems^ tfie tme Wbrdl ' Fbr to' mihine^ dr partict|>ate 
'wA him in the fiuae PyTion of^ Gmef, isrgli^ a Defigh of jdtiing 
with him in the fame Reirenge. ' ^ 

{24) On Princes that an R>f^ttni and'ours^ 

'Tisfit tbt Qods jiould judge \3»\ — f^\ The Do^fe-kie of PaSivo 
Obedience to Princes, fo much cncouragM bjt ftiiig yamn the Firil, 
and which is JecUs's chief Heroifm in this Plajr» evidcutlf rec|iiiret 
the flight Cha^nge I have here made. 
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318 The Tragedy of VaJpiQiiiarC 

ril leave yc for this Hour. /....:, .\^ ■ [^i/. , 

Max. Pray do. ^Tis done : » : i 

And Friend (hip, fince thou canft not hold in Dangers, 

Give me a certain Ruin, I mud through it. \^Emt. 



AC T IV- SCENE L ' 

Enter Emperor ^ Licinius, Chilax, and fialbus, 

Emprr\¥:Av^} 

I 3 Chi. So 'ti^ thought, Sir; * j 

Emp. How ? 

Lie. Grief, and Djlgrace, 
As People fay. 

Emp. No more, I have too much on't, ' ^ . 

Too much by you, you abetters of my Follies, 
Ye Angel formers of my Sins, but Devils ; 
Where is your cunning now^ ? You would work Woncjfers, 
There was no Chaftity above your Pra(5lice, 
You*d undertake to make her love her Wrongs, 
And doat uppn her Rape : Mark what I tell ye, 
If (he be dead — 

Chi. Alas, Sir I 

Emp. Hang ye Rafcals, 
Ye blafters of my Youth, if fhe be gone, ' 
*Twere better yc had been your Fathers Camels, 
(25) Ground under daily weights of Wood ahd Watcr-^ 
(Am I hot defar? 

Lie. Mighty, and our Maker.) 

' / 

(25)Grouiid under daify lAitigbfs ofW^d aniWatir,'\ Mr. Symp/on 

. thinlcs that we (hould read grqnn*d , which I Oiniiot admits as to he 

ground under a Weight is ftronger and more poetical than barely /# 

froan under it. But in the Pcgi|ining of the third h& )ie has made 

the fame Change, and I believe he is right. 

^ " ' ' . « . ' 9r fuch a Qne 
nat had an itthfng. Husband to hi honouraHi^ 
Jnd GnxumA t9 get it. , 

He reads, 

jfnd groiXk^d to get it. 

jEffff. 
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Tie jtra^edy of yaleri^nidn • ^ 29 

Emp. Tlian thusliare given my Pleafufes toX)eft^Pu^^* 
Look flke be livingi Stoves. — N ; ' 

I4V, We are no Gods, Sir, ;,l - 

If flie JM dead, to make ber new again. p 

Emp. She cannot die, f]^e niuft not die ; are tbdje u 
I plant <ny Love upon but common (.ivers ?. 
Their Hours, as others, toW *em ? Caft th^, be 44^i ] 
Why do ye flatter a Belief into me . / \ 

That I am all that is, ** The World's my Cr^ji^ufe, 
** The Trees bring forth their Fruii^ when I fay S^o^iaeiu 
*• The Wind, that knows no limit but his wildnei^v 
** At my Commairf pioves not a Leaf ^ the Sea ^ 
** With his proud Mountain Waters envying JHcav^a^ 
*• (26) When I fay, ////, runs jntoehriftal Mirrors? 
Can I do this and ihe die? Why ye Bubbles, 
That with my leaft Breath break, no more remembred. 
Ye Moths th4t fly*ab(Hit my Flame and perifli, 
Ye golden Canker- worms, that eat my Honours, .^ 
Living no longer than my Spring of Favour: - ] 

Why do ye make me God that«ndo nothing?. . _ 
Is fhe not dead ? # ' ^ 

CA/. All Wwien art not; wijh her. ^ 

Emp. A <:0mmon Whore feryes you# and faratpvc ye, 
The Pleafures of a Badyiim*d with Lewdncfs -, 
A nicer perpetual Motion makes ye happy : . ,, 
Am la Man to trafijdc with Difcafes? 
Can any but a Cliaftky ferve G^y2?r .? 
And fuch a one the Gods woujd knecKto pqrchafe ? 
You think, becaufe you've bred mpup to Pleafures* 
And almoft run me over all the rare ones; 
Your Wives will ferve the turn : I care not for 'em. 
Your Wives are Fencers Whores, and Ihall be Footmens* 
Though ibmetimes my nice WiJl, or rather Anger '-, 
Have made ye Cuckold^ for variety ; 
I woukl not have ye hope, nor dream, ye poor ones. 
Always fo great a Blefling from me; go . 
Get your own Infamy hereafter, Rafcals, 
IVe done top nobly for ye,, ye enjoy 

. (26) Jfieff l/aj(,Jiiii, run info chrijia I Mirror^ ^ former Editions. 




.^n 



Bad! onean Hl^, th<»myal StflEtef C^^ " ^ A 
And I may curfe ye for*c ; yM» vaoQ^ GfemiMH! h^ 
That arc fo Proud, the Wtedf ajM8^"cro^W^ FiVftes, - 
Taught pie this fodl tiiten^raac6 : Itlma .JUMihi '^ 
Haft^fi a MtjfiHm^ fuck a /L^i^, - r". 

l^e Backs of Bulk^ cannot coifteno, c|or SlatlioM^ 
llie Sweat of fifty Men a Night don^ ne^ii^ ^ 
Iac. Your Grace bu« jfefts^ I hope. * 
Emf,^Th dwcle. = • .>: • ^ 

Tlrtf ^na 6f other Women pt by hir% 
Shew<»gFKkeSanatcie8: Tmi%%^fQ^(Max^ ^ 
Yet (he can tjA\ to twcfoiy^, and all Ldver^ 
And;a1} lien with her too, and at) as flie* is; 
Rottefi and ready fop an Bo^ftaH 
Ygurs is a holy Whore, FViend Ba^m^ 
mh'WftW, Sir: 

Emp. OneiHa^can pray away ^ Stiis IhefiiBfep^^ 
But not ffie Pun^ments^ : She's had ten BaOardk, 
Five of '^m now *af« Liftorsj y« flm^ prays ; 
She's been the S^g ^f JSoivi^, and OMiiMo A|/^;. 
Since I durft fee a Wench, fhe was Camp Miftrefe, 
And mufter'd all the Cohorts, paki 'em tio^ " 

They have it yet lo ftew^ and yet (he pra)4'; 
She's now to enter old Men that ai>e Children, 
And have forgot thei^ Rudknentsf : Ami 
Left for diefe withered- Vices ? An*>but one, "^ 
But qne of all the World that coiil(tN[?Mient me. 
And fnatchM away in (fcewing^? If yow Wfvei 
Be not yet Witches, or yourdtves, ijow be fo 
And favQ your Lives, raiib ihe^thi^ nobie Beauty 
As when I forc^ her, fulN>f Conftanc^, 
Or by .the Gods — ^ 
Lie. Moft (acred C^efar. 

Efnp. Slaves. 
Lie. Good Froei^s. 
Pro. By Heav'n you^ (hatLnqt fee it. 
It may ooncera the Empire. 
J^mp. Ha ! What faitfft thou ? 
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Is Ihe not dead ? ?^ , ^v^ ^ 

I come to l^fDg yowf Gnce a JU«cr, here 
ScaWs?4^yiAi?6h»CMrr:rrte^^ , 

Doul?*fwrQ«ro- 

Pro. ]J?*y no^ ^ifB^ bwc i^^Lef^er. 
£^j>k ^ibftfe ^dBs^^Kl Qmfeience do I Kvq wiM^ 
And^l^ J^ BeaftFw grown M ha^ 
Toa^tf«wr?tt Morqy Jpw »y FauJ^ and was noir^ 
Ev'n ravifliing again ii»M«nM)ry. 
I find ttoftjpft^jft k» ENW* in this Deed : ' 
Why do I ftand difpuci^g then, andl whining 
For what is not the Gods to give ? they c^oot. 
Though they %wldlmktheirPow«rsmone;, doifcifchief^ ; 
This Letter, may bemiy ' ipe j gset ye ^ne i TEx^nC 
And wait me in che Oairdeis guard the Hoafc,we!l, 
And keep this froro.tlicBn;ipi5&. ThtNamtMaximus: 
Runs thrcy^ me Hke a Fev^ y this may be . 
Some private I^ter upon pri¥|M:e Bufine&, ^ 
Notl^'§e»C9^niaglw^ Why fhoi^^^ 
Tve done h\m Wkoog ooot^ airesM^ ; yec 
It may concern ine tcb^ t^ Tiine ib tells me ^ 
The wicked Deed I^w doiiei, aflbres me 'tis Vf. 
Bewhat.HfttU. Ktt ib ir, if that bc^ not 
Part of my JPw%r a«o«^ my other Sm^, 
I'H V¥!Sfi *^ Wl Uh Flayers : 
. How ? What's this ? ILetfer ^€9^ 

^^ \s>x^Jdi9mM^ yoo lo^ifr MAhs^ 
** And are his nobt Friend too 5 bid him be fcfs» 
** I me^i|tefawitbthe.Ptopte, Times are dangeroqs : 
•* Xh« ApiiiJ^'s his •, th^ Emperor in Doubts^ 
** And as fome wiU n^ ftick to fay^^ aeclhvng ; 
<^ Y^ ftaod a conftam Man in either Fortunes ; 
** Perfwade him, he is loft elfe : Though Amhitiiiin 
•* Be the laft Sin he touches at^^ or never i 
^ Yet what the Pcopfc pia^cj wii^ kiyi^g himn 
•* And as they willingly dclire another, 
** May tempt him too, or rather force his Goodnels, 
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3 je 7h Trage^ ^ Yaientmian^ 

** la to be doubted mainly : He is all, — '^ 

** (As he ftandsnow) buttjic mccr Name df Ci^/2ir, '^ 

** And Ihould the Emperor inforce him Icfler, ;' ^ ' 

" Not coming from himfdf, it were more dan^rou^ :' 

** He*sHoneft, and will hcaryou : poubts ife ftSttePd, 

♦* And almoft come to growth in. every Houftbid t ^ 

•* Yet in my foolifli Judgment, were this maftifr^J • ^ 

** The People that are liow but' Rag^ and his, 

^^ Might, be again Obedience: You fluil kndiiiF me 

** When Rome is fair again ; ^trll when- 1 Jove you.** ^ 

No Name I This may be cunning, yet ir feems nof i-^ - 

(27) For there is nothing in it but is dertaui}. 

Bdldes my Safety^— Had not g6od Germanints^ 

That was a& Loyal, and as Araigbt as he is. 

If not prevented by Ttberius^ , ^ 

IB^n by the Soldiers forc'd their Emjjeror ? 

He had, and *tis my Wifdom to remember it. 

And was not C^rW^t even that Ci;'^/*?^, 

That ever Fortuiiate and living Roman^ 

That broke the. Heart Strings of the Partbiami 

And brought Arfafes line upon their Knees, 

Chain'd to the Awe of R(n»e ;, 'caufe he was thought 

(And but in Wine once) fit $p make a d?/Zir, 

Cut off by Nero ? I muft feekiny Safety : ' i* 

For *tis the lahie again, if not beyond it : .. ^ . . i 

I know the Soldier loves him more than Hcav% v ' 

And will adventure all hi& Gods- to raife him ; 

Me he hates more than Peace ; What this may brted. 

If dull Security and Confidence 

Let him grow up, a Fool may find, and laugh ar. 

But why I^rd Maximus^ I injured (b. 

Should be the Man to counfel him, I know not ; 

More than he's been my Friend, and lov'd Allegiance : ' 

What now he is I fear, for his Ahufes 

Without the People dare draw Blood. Who waits there ? 

(27) For there is nothing in it hut is eiriaiUf - - ' 

Befidts my Safety.'] As this has been hitherto pointed it is alK 
folutely inco::fittent with the Context^ Which evidently requires the 
Change now made. 
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7tfe.Trag4i^ of Valenttnian. 333. 

Enter a S/rvaut. 

Servant. Your Grace. 

Emp. OlM Phidias znd Jrelus hithtr : 
PU find a Day for him too ; tiriKs are dangeroui» 
The Army his, the Efpperpr in doubts : 
I find it is too true s did he^not tell me 
(28} As if he had intei^; |a noi^ke me odious» -'4 

And to^y Face % and by a way of Terror, 
What Vices I was grounded in, and almoft 
Praclaim'd the Soldl^s hate agaioft me ? Is not . 
The facred Name and Dignity of defar 
C Were this yiecius more than Man) fufficient 
To Ihake ofFall his Hon^fty ? He's dangerous 
Though he be good, and though a Friepd, a feared one, 
And fuch I muft not fleep by : Are they come yet? 
I do believe this Fellow,, apd I thank him ; 
•Twas time to look about, if I muft perUb, 
Yet fliall my Fears goforemoft. i 

Enter Phidias and Aretus. 

PU. Lifc^to Cdrfar. ^ 

Emp. Is Lord ^<aW waiting i - ' 

Phi. Not this Morning, 
I rather think he*s with the Army. 

Emp. Army? 
I do not like that Army : Go unto him, - 

And bid him ftraight attend me, and do ye hear. 
Come private without any, 5 I have Bufinefi 
Only for him. 

Pbi. Your Gra^ce's PJeafure. [£x// Phidias. 

Emps Go » 
What Soldier is that fame, I have feen him often. 
That keeps you Company, Aretus ? 
^r^/ Me, Sir? 

(28) 1. As if hi bad intent tQ make me odious ^ 

2. And io my Face ; and by a lAjay of Terror, ] Here a margi- 
^ Dircdion how to place the Lines has been taken into the Text, 
ijind continued through all the three Editions. Mr. Theobald and 
' Mr. Sjmpfon concuw'd with me in obierving this* 
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334 the^n^td^ tf Vakatihui&' 

Emf. Ay, you Sir. 

Are. One they call l*Mf/&J, 
An't plcafc your Grace. 

Emp. A Captain t 

^r^. Ytt> he 'tfeat lb $ 
But fpeaking fotneciiilig tOUghrjf in )iil Wriltv 
Efpecially of Wars, Ihe hefcte <S<!»»al 
Out of a ftria Alil^iMee «aA bis FOrtttOdii 

Emp. H'asbieii ft VMiSAI Fd}ffv^» 

^«. SohA ftiH. 

Emp. Aks, thfe OenlRtti ftilgM hilt ifiiiMon^^ Fblfiei* 
Soldiers will talk ibttiftitAei. 

Are. I'm gbd of this. * 

£mi>. Bb 'wan&i ^itftmdMt «) t take ft. ^ 

i*». Yoj, Sir? 
And ftn-thK noble (Zfl«e Ms lifeib&f! fet^i 

£mj>. t hav«r« $diMi% ft>i- Mm : 

I fliarne a Soldibr ihocM bteohic k B«ggftf s 

I like the Man, Aretus. * . - 

Are. Gods protedl ye. 

Emp. Bid hittt.rtpaif tO PntUltts^ dhd there 
He fliall receive the Bufinefs, and Ridw^d far*t :' 
I'll fee him fettled too, tnd A ft Sol4iBr ) 
(29^ We Ihall want fuch. 

Are. The Sweets of Heay*n i^ll erowti ye. {[fif«3l 

£m^. I have a fearful Darknels in mV Sonlt 
And 'tiU I be deliver'd, ftiU 9ub dying. [firt/^ 

SCENE II. ; 

Enter Maxituak *hm. 

Max. My way has taken : All the Couit^i in Ouafdy 
And BiifilieR tvtty yj^ibttt i and tnty Corner 
Full of ftrange WhifpefS * I am l«tft iri Rumour, 

(29) Wefimll nuant fuch, 

7be Sweets of UemPnfiiM tryMm ^» 

/ bene dfeetffui Darkntfs ^c] It it cvMcnt Airt the middle 
Uiie belongs tfo Ar^tus^ tfao' made • CdntfiRiatton i)f tbe E^rSfi^ 
6{>eeeli in the old Folio and OQav^ Thfe fectiftd Fdio, Mr. WeMd 
Mid ^tr. ^]^/r joia*d widi mt in tbt Cor^caio*. 
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Enter Aecius andVliaiiut^. 

And fo ril ke<!^ n^&l£ Here comes J&:mp 
I fee the Bait is fwallow'd : If he be loft^ 
He is my Martyr, . and my way i^ands open, 
And Honour on thy Head his fiUiod is reckoned. 

y&'cius. Why how now Fricnd> what . m^ke jt here 
unarm'd? i , . 

Are ye turnki Mcicham ? 

Max. By yo^r £ur peffwafionc. 
And fuch a Merchant iMfficks without danger % ; 

I have l&i^OtteQ aJ]^ j^Wiv^r^ 
And which ifiinorci, fyi^yuk. 

jiecius. Now I love y*. 
Truly I do, ye are a wor&y RomatL 

Max. The fair Repentance of my Prince to 40^ 
h more than Sacrifice of Blood and Vec^eaace ; 
No Eyes fhall weep her Ruins, but <qiihe own^ 

j&'cius. Still ye take more Love lironii me : Virtuoti 
Friend, 
The Gods ^sdcf^9oqrgif<>^i.wD9^^^ 

Max. Only in me y'are |)oor, Sir : And I wonky 
Only in being yours : But why your ^rm thus^ 
Have y^e been iiuri, .-^(«//; ? 

^irw. Bruisy a iittie ; .\, 

My Horfe fell with msi. foieod $ w)iich ^ill this Moimnli;,' 
I Oe^ knew Jhkii da* < 

jfefex Pray Gods it bode well ^ , ^ 
And now I think on't better, y^ ibajl hzd^ 
Let my Pcrfwaiions tijIc ye. 

The Emperor comounds me cotne* 

Max. I lik^ toot ^ r 

At this Time his CooKnaod^ 

^m»j. I dQ. at all. Timaii 
And all Tinfies W4ll obey Jt, why not qofw then ? 

3f4^« I'll tell ye why^ and as I have be^ ^vem^d^^ 
Be you fo, noble Friend : The Count's in Guard, 
ArmMftrongly, for what Purf)ofei letmefear^^ 
I do not like your going. 
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-/&««j. Were it Fire 5 

And that Fire certain to confume this Body, 
"iiOBfar fent, \ woaW go; never fear Manj 
If he take me, he takes his Arms away. • 
1 am too plam and true to be fufpe&ed^ 

ili/tf AT. Then rhave dcak un wifely. 

j^ius. If ihe-Emp«ror, v 
Becaufe he meerly may» will have my Life^ 
That^s all he has to work on^ and all fhall have : 
Let him, he loves me better : Here I wither. 
And happily may live, -tiU ignorantly 
I run into a Fauk worth Death : Nay more^ Difbonour« 
Now all my Sins> I dare fay thoie of Duty 
Are printed here, and if I fall fo happy, 
1 Wefs the Grave I lye in, and the God» 
Equal; as dying on the Enemy, • 

Muft take me op a Sacrifice. 

Max. Go on then* ' ' 

!And I'll go with ye. 

jKcius. No, ye may not, Friend. 

Max. He cannot be a Friend, bars me Aedus j 
Shall I fbrfake ye in my doubts ? : 

ylecius. Ye muft. . . ^ 

Max. I muft not, nor I ^ilt not ^ have I liv'd 
Only to be.a Carpet Friend for plesifure ? 
1 can endure a D^ath as well as Ca^. 

jii'cius. There is no Death qor Danger tn my goings 
Nor none muft gp along. 

Max. I have a Sword too. 
And once I could have us'd it for my Friend. 

jii'cius. I need no Sword, nor Friend in this, pray 
leave me ; 
And as ye love me, do not over- love rtie i > ' 

1 am commanded none ftiall come : At Supper 
Pll meet ye, and we'll drink a Cup or two ; 
Yc need good Wine, ye have been fad : Farcwel* 

'Max. Farewel my noble Friend, let me embrace yc 
E*er ye depart ; it may be one of us 
Shall never do the like again. / 

. 4Scius. Yes often. ^ , . ^ 

• • ' Max. 
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Max. Farewel, good dear Aicius. 

yiedufi Farewel Maximus^ 
*Till Night: Indeed you doubt too much. Exit. 

Max. I do not: 
Go worthy Innocent, and make the number 
Of Cefafs fins fp great. Heaven may want Mercy. 
Pll hover hereabout to know what pafles : 
' And if he be fo dev'lifti to deftroy thee, 

In thy Blood fhall begin his Tragedy. lExit. 

■ * ■ • ' 

• S C t N E III. 

Enler Proculiis, and Pontius* 

Pro. Befidcs this, if you do itj you enjoy 
The noble Name Patrician: More than that too, 
, The Friend of C^efar ye are fWM : there's nothing 
Within the hopes of Romey or prefent being. 
But you may fafcly fay is youfs. ' 

, Pon. Pray ftay^ Sir ; 
What has Jfechts done to be deftroyM ? ' 

At leaft Fd have a colour. 

Pro. Ye have more;, ' 
: Nay all that may be given, he's a Triaitor, 
One, any Man would ftrike that were a Subjedt. 

Pon. Is he fo foul? - '' 

Pro*. Yes, a mod fearful Traitor. 

Pon. ( A fearful Plague upon thee, for thou fyeft;) 

[Jftde, 
. I erer thought the Soldier would undo him 
^With his too much Affcdtion. 

Pro. Ye have hit it, 
They've brought him to Ambition. 

Pon. Then he is gone. 

Pro. The Emperor, out of a foolifli pity, 
Would fave him yet. ' 

Pon. . Is he fo mad ? 

Pro. He's madder ! 
Would go to th* Army ta him. 

Pon. Would 'a fo ? 

Pro. Yes, Pontius i but we confidcr 

Vol. IV. Y Pon. 
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Pon. Wifely. 

Fro. How elfe, Man ? — that Ac Scaift U<s ki \s^ 

f^on. And your I^ve^ loD. 

Fro. And every Man's. 

Pan. He did fne 
AH the D)%Faoe he Gouid^ . 

Pro, And fcumly. 
(30) Out of a Milbhkf iQ^erly : Did ye^ olark H ? 

Pon. Yes, well enough . 

i^re?. Now yc have means to quit it ; 
The Deed done, tAe his Place, : . * 

Pon. tray let me think on*t, 
listen to rti*il^(hlt. 

Pro. D% aodb^ happy. f£i^;Pro. 

Pon. This Emptfror 4s made of nougHt bat uiiftkit^ 
Sure, Murder was his Mother : NcHietp top^ 
But the main Link he had? Upon my Conicience 
The Man is truly honeft, an^ tl>at kills hioif 
For to live here, and ftudy to be true, . 
Is all one to be Traitors : W hy Ihould he die ? 
Have they not Slaves and Rafcals for ^heir Oif ringi , 
In full'abundance ; Bawds more than Beafts for (iMighter? 
Have they not fingtng Whores enoiagh, and KtHaveft M0| 
And millions of lUch Martyrs to fmk Cbatm^ 
But the bed Sons oi Rome mud fail tdo? I wiU fliew 

him * 
{ Since he mufl: die) a way to do it truly : 
And thpugh he bears me hard, yet fhall he know,- 
Pm t)orn to 4iiake him blefs^ me for a Blow. j^£M. 

(30) Pon. Out of a Mifchuf meerly : Did you mark k ? 
Tcs, 'weil enough. 
Pro. Nonu ye ha^mnhi io fuh it ; ] ^Thud tjfe fif It f^n^sA 
O^lai'o have confounded the Speakers fc<eM. Tlie fccdhd f%Iio faw 
tiic Confufion^ und^iyes the Memidic and th« laft Uhle to ^iiocmba, 
] think the firil Line is a Continuation of the fGormer Speeck tif l^ro* 
iulus, and that the Hemillio only belongs to fSniins, aiid Iwve fe 
reformed the Text. 



$c &K £ 



Th Irag^ify ^. Vale^timan. 339 
a c E N E IV. 

Enter Phidias, Areiiis and Aeci«?. 

Phi'Yctye may 'fcape ta fh^ Campy ste'JI hazard with yf • 

yire. Lofe nqc y^Qut JLife fa Mafely* Sir : Ye are arki>'al» 
And many whenxbey fee your ^wofd ouc, and know why^ 
Muft follow your Adyw W€., 

Aecius. Get ye from me : 
Is not the Doom of Cafar on tkh Body^ 
pa n^c I JlK^r nw |aft Ho^r |ber(;» now ^nt ine? 
Am i not old ^(r«i, ever dying? 
You thint^ chi# Tend^nCifa and Love you Jbri<og nif , 
'Tis Treafon, ai^ the ftr/^gtih pf Kfobedkncf > 
And if ye jsempc Qn« fortherj ye ihall leel ic : 
I fcek the Camp iott Salcty, whw n>y Death 
Ten times m9ff glorious than my Lifc^ and lafttng 
Bids me be happy : Let the FpoT hdic dying, 
* Or he that weds a Woman for hisf tiooQur^ 
Dreao^iffig ik) .«nha L,ife cq fCop^e but Kiffes ; 
i4^/i|i^ is i>9€ no^ to leari^ cq fufler c 
I f ye dare fbcw ^i juft A ffoftjon , kifl nsw, 
I ftay but thofe %^ inruft : Why ^ yc infe&p ? 
Am I foiywrejobei^ io ^eferye* IVkiwf Pkiflsi , 
Go give your T^^s to thofe ihjit ^c their Wofth«, 
Bewail iheH' M^lcries, for Q)e we^bf Qitrlaindsi . 
Drink Wi««5^ <a|>4 ^»«ch s fii^ J?^n$ » my Pts^y 
I am to triumi^h Friends, ^ more llh09.Ce/ar> 
For C^yjr f(^rs 50 die, t k>ve €9 die, 

Pi?i. O a>y dear Lord ! 

jli'cius. No more, go, go, I fay \ 
Shew me not figns of Sorrow, I dejervc none j 
Dare any Man Tament, .1 fhowW ^\t nobly ? 
Am I grown Old tohavc ftjch .Enemies ? 
When 1 am deaidi, fpeak boi^virably ^ me. 
That is, fHH^lcrve my Memory from dying ; 
There if you needs muft weiep your xuin'd Matter, 
A Tearw 4ttK> will feem weil : This I charge ye, 
( Becaufe ye fay you yet tove Old Jedus) 
See my poor Jiody bt^rnt;, aDdXomeio.fihg- 

T a . About 
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About my Pile what I've done and fuffcr'd. 
It Cafar kill not that too : At your Banquets, 
When 1 am gone, if any chance to number 
The Times that have been fad and dangerous. 
Say how I fell,' anci *tis fufficient: . 
No more I fay, he that laments my End 
By all the Gods diflionours me^ be gone 
And fuddenly, and wifely from my Dangers, 
My Death is catching elfe. 
Phi. We fear not dying : 

jlecm. Yet fear a wilful Death, the juft Gods hate it, . 
I need no Company to that, that Children 
Dare do alone, and Slaves are proud to purchafe; 
Live *till your Honefties, as mine has done. 
Make this corrupted Age fick of your Virtues, 
Then die a Sacrifice, and then ye know 
The noble Ufe of dying well, and Roman. 
Are. And muft we leave ye. Sir ? . 
jiecius. We muft all die. 
All leave ourfclves, it matters not, where, when. 
Nor how, fb we die well : And can that Man that does fo 
Need Lamentation for him ? Children weep 
Bccaufe they Tiavc offended, or for Fear, - 
Women for want of Will, and Anger ; is ttere 
In noble Man, that truly feels both poifes 
Of Life and Death, fo much of this wet Weaknefj, 
To drown a gbrious Death in Child and Woman? 
1 am aiham^d to fee ye ; yet ye move me. 
And were it not my Manhood would accufe me. 
For covetous to live, I Ihould weep with ye. 
Phi. O we fhall never /ec you more. 
jfecius. 'Tistrue; 
Nor I the Miferies that JR^jr^ fhall fuflfer. 
Which is a benefit Life cannot reckon : 
But what I h^ive been, which is juft and fiiithful 5 
One that grew old for Romfy when Rome forgpt him. 
And for he was an honeft Mas durft die. 
Ye (hall have daily with ye : Could that die too. 
And 1 return no Traffick of my Travels, 
No py to have boeo Soldier, but this Sil^^, 

N 
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^o jimals of Jecius^ but he IJv'd, 

My Friends ye hadcaufe to weep, and bitterly; 

The common Overflows of tender Women, . 

And Children new-born crying, were -too little 

To fhew me then moft wretched: If Tears mufl be, 

I (hould in Juftice weep 'em, and for you, 

You are to live, and yet behold thofe Slaughters 

The dry and withered Bones of Death would bleed at : ' 

But fooner, than I've time to think what muft be, 

I fear you'll find what fhall be ; if ye love me, 

Let that Word fcrve for all ; be gone and leave me ; 

I have fome little praftice with my Soul, 

And then theftiarpeft Sword is welconri'ft ; go. 

Pray yc be gone, ye have obeyed me living. 

Be not for (hame now ftubborn ; fo I thank ye, ' 

And fare yc well, a better Fortune guide ye. - 

• • [^Exeunt Phi. and Are. 
I am a little Ihirfty, not for fear, 
And yet it is a kind of fear, I fay fo 5 
Is it to be a juft Man now again^ 
And leave my Fklh unthdught ©f? 'Tis departed : 
1 h^r *cm come, who ftrikes firft ? I flay for ye : 

Enter Balbus, Chilax, a?jd Licinius. . . 

Yet I will die a Soldier, my Sword drawn, 

But againft none : Why do ye fear ? Come fortvard. 

BaL You were a Soldier, Chilax. 

Chi, Yes, I mufter*d. 
But never faw the Enemy. 

Lie. He's drawn, 
By Heav'n I dare not do it. 

jiecius. Why* do ye tremble? 
I am to die, come ye not now from C<efar^ 
To that end, fpeak ? 

Bal. We do, and we muft kill ye, 
'Ti« Cy/ir's Will. 

Chi. I charge ye put ylSur Sword up. 
That we may do it handfomly. 

yieiius. Ha, ha, ha. •- 
My Sword up handfomly .? where were ye bred ? 

Y 3 X^ 
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ye are the mcrrieft Murderers, my Matters, 
I ever met wkhal ; oomfe forward Fools, 
Why do ye ftare ? ttpon mine Honour, BaMr4St 
) will not ftrike ye.. 

Lie. V\\ not be firft. 

Bal. Nor I. 

Chi, You'd beft die quietly : The Emperor 
Sees how you bear yourfelf. 

Jecius. I would die, Rafcals, 
If you would kill me quietly. > 

Bal. Of Praculnh 

He promised us to bring a Captain hither, . 

That has been us'd to kilK . 

, Jecius. rU call the Guards 
Unlefs you'll kill me quickly, and proclaim 
What beaftly, bafe, and cowardly Coq[ipanion«^ 
The £tpperor has trufted with his Safety : • 
Nay I'll give out, ye fell of my fide, ViliaiQl* 
Strike home, ye bawdy Slaves, 

Chi. By Heav'n he'll kill us, 
I mark'd his Hand, he wsMEs but cifne ID meh^ 
Now do you offer. 

Aecius. If ye do mangle me. 
And kill me mot at twb Blows, or at three, 
Or not fo ftagger me, my Senfcs fail inei 
Look tp yourfclvts. v 

Chi. I told ye. 

Aecius. Strike me manly. 
And take a thoufand Strokes. 



Enter Pontius. 

Bal Here's Pontius. 

Pon. Not kill'd him yet ? 
Js this the Love ye bear the Emperor ? 
Nay then, I fee ye are Traitors all, tevc at y€, 

[Lie rian wwtf. 

Chi Oh I am hurt ! . 

BaL And I am kill'd. [Exemt Chi. m4 ^. 

Pon. Die Bawds ; ' ' . 

As ye have liv'd and &wr^*d. 

Aeam^ 
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Aecius. Wretched Fellow, 
What haft thou done ? ♦ 

Pon. Kiird ttv^m that durft not \ul% 
And you ace next, * v. 

jieciuSs Art thou not Pontius J 

Pon. I am the f^mt you caft, Afcius^ 
And in the F40C of all the Camp di^rac^d. * 

Jecius. Then fo much nobler, as thou wett a Soldier, , 
Shall nny Death be: Is it Revenge pfOV)ok'd (ho?. 
Or art thou hir'd to kill'me? 

Pon. Both, 

Aecius. Then cjo it. 

Pon. Is that alii . 

Aecius. Yes. 

Pon. Would yi^u not live? *. 

Aecius. Whjf Bioald I, 
To tl^nk thflc for rpy Life ? 

Pon. Yes, if I J^aVe it. 

yfirm. Be not deceivM, I was not made to thank 
For any Courtefie, but killing me, 
A Fellow of thy Fortune ; do thy Duty. 

Pon. Do not you fear pic ? 

Aecius. No. 

Pon. Nor love m« far it ? 

Aecius. That's |is <bou doft ^y Bulinefs. 

Pon. When you are dead,. 
Your Place is mine^ Aecius. ^ 

Aecius. Now I fear thee, 
Aod not alone .thee Pi^//»i, but the Empii'e, 

Pan. Why y IcaogQvern, Sir, 

Aecius. I would thou could'ft. 
And firft thyielf : Thou canft fight well, and bravely, 
Thoa cai^ endure all Danger^?, Heats, Colds, Hungers 1 

?eav'n'^ angry Fi^fhes are not fuddenar, 
han I havefeen thee.execuce; nor^oix mortal; 
The winged Feet of flying Enemies 
I've ftoo^^and yiewM thee mow away like Ruihes, 
And ftill kill the Killer : Were thy ^4ii«l 
But half fo i^weet in Peace, as cou^ in Dagger;, 
I dy*d to ]smt a happy Heir behind me > 

y'4 cooic 
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Come ftrike, and be a General. 

Pd?». * Prepare then : 
And for i fee your Honour cannot leflcn. 
And 'twere a Ihame for me to ftfike a dead Man, • >- 
Fight your fliort Span oiir. 

Aicius. No, thou know'ft I muft not, 
I dare not give thee fo much ^Vantage of me, 
A« Difobedience. 

Von. Dare ye not defend ye, • 

Againft your Enemy ? . ' ' 

A'e'cius. Not lent from Cafar^ 
I have no Power to make fuch Enemies j - 
For as I am condemn'd, my naked Sword 
Stands but a Hatchment by me ; only held 
To fliQw I was a Soldier. Had not Cafar 
ChainM all Defence in this Doom. Let him i//>, 
pld as I am, and quench'd with Scars, and Sorrows, 
Yet would I make this withered Arni do Wonders, 
And open in an Enemy fuch Wounds 
Mercy would w^ep to look on. 

Pon. Then have at ye,* 
And look upon me, and be fure ye fear not : 
Remember who you are, and why you live. 
And what I have been to you': Cry not hold. 
Nor think it bafc Injuftice I fliould kill ye. 

j^ecius. I am prepared for all. 

Pon. For now, Aicius^ 
Thou (halt behold and find I was no Traitor, 
And as I do it, blefs me ; die as I do. [Pon. kills Inmfiif:; 

Jecius. Thou haft deceiv'd me, Pontiusj and I thank 
thee; 
By all my hopes in Heav'n, thou art a Roman. 

Pon. To mew you what you ought to do. Ma is not •,. 
For flanders felf would Ihame to find you Coward, 
Or willing to out-live your Honefty : 
But noble Sir, ye have been jealous of me, ' 
And held me in the Ranks of dangerous Perfons, 
And I muft dying fay it was but Juftice, 
Ye caft me from my Credit \ yet believe me. 
For there is nothing now but Truth to lave mc, 

An4 
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AvA your Forgivenefs, though y6 held me hainous, . 

And of a troubkd Spirit, that like Fire 

Turns all to Flames it meets with, ye miftoqk me ; . 

If I were Foe to any thing, 'twas Eafe, 

Want of the Soldiers Due, the Enemy; 

The Nakednefs we found at home, and Scorn, 

Children of Peace, and Pleafures ; no regard . . 

JNor comfortTor our Scars, but hp\y v^e got 'cm. 

To rufty Time, that eat our Bodies up, ;. > 

And even began to prey upon our Honours, 

To Wants at home, and more than Wants, Abufcs ; 

To them, that when the Enemy invaded 

Made us their Saints, but now the Sores of Rome\ > 

f3 1 ) To filken Flattery, and Pride plum'd over. 

Forgetting with what Wind their Feathers fail. 

And under whofe Protedion their foft Pleafures 

Grow full and numberlefs : To this I*m Foe, 

Not to the'State, or any point of Dutyi 

And let me fpeak but what a Soldier may^ 

Truly I ought to be fo ; yet I err'd, 

Becaufe i far more nobje: Sufferer • 

She w*d. me the way to Patience,' and I loll it: 

This is the end I die. Sir; to livebafcly. 

And not the Follower of him that bred jpe. 

In full account and Virtue, P(?»/m dare not. 
Much lefs to out-live what is good, and flatter. 

Aicius, I want a Name to give thy Virtue, SoWier, „ . -i 
For only Good is far below thee, rontius^ 
The Gods fhall find thee one ; thou'ft fafliion'd Deathy ' 
In fuch an Excellent and Beauteous manner, 
I wondei' Men can live : Canft thou fpeak once more. 
For thy Words^re fuch Harmony, a SouJ 
Would choofc to fly to Heaven in. 

(3 ^ JiJken Flattery^ and Pride plain'd av/r, 

Forgetting njcith what Wind their Feathers fail,'] The' Pridg 

flain^d over is a juft Metaphor, taken fmgly, yet plum* d \x\vig near 

the Trace of the Letters, lefs vulgar, anid perfectly confident with 

the Context, which the other is not, I hope the Reader will permit 

fke Infer cion of it in the Text, as mod probably the true Reading. 
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Pon^ ( ji) Faceircl : • 

Good noble General yoitf Handy forgive oftCt 
And tl^^nk wbu ever was difpkadng yOu, 
Was none o£ mine : Ye jctonot Jive, 

Aicius. I will not : 
Yet one Word more. 

Pon. Die noUv : Rof$i faicwel : 
And VaUtUiniM tall, (53) thou'il broke thy "fyi^. 
\ In joy yeVe given wc a quiet Deaths 
I would ilrike moce Wounds* if I had mor^ %99th, 

Jecius. Is there An hour of Goodncft beyoad t^i^ ? 
Or any «Maii would out-Jive fuch a dyjing, ' 
Would C^!5&r douWe aU my HonoMrs 00 m^^ 
And (lick npe o*cr with Favours, iike a Mijftr^lif 5 
Yet would I grow to this Man : I hftv« lov'-d> 
But never dotted on a Face 'till now : 
O Death thou'rt more than Beauty, and %hy Pkl^Hi^ 
Beyond Pofterity : €ome FrkftdS^nd kUJ m%i 
Cefar be kind, and fcQd a thou&nd SwQrd9, 
The more, the greater is my faH : .Why ftay y» I 
Come, and Pll kils your Weapons : Fear nje not. 
By all the Gods VW honour ye for killing ; 
Appear, or thrpugh the Coqrt, ajid World, Pll ft ^«ch ye : 
My Sword is gone ; ye're Txaitors if ye fpare iae« 
And C(Bfar m\xk coofiime ye i all baie Cowards ? 
ril follow ye, and ere I cUc proclaim ye. 
The Weeds of hdy ; the Drofs of Nature. 
Where are ye, Villains, Traitors, Slaves ? {,£§Ati 

, JE»//?r Proculus, and three others running over the^^ta^e. 

Pro I knew 
H*ad killed the Captain, * 

(32) A FareiJoelA flic Ch^ng^ of this Subftandve loto^ Verb, 
{etam pot oply tp m^^e it 9iore n^tarsily but would give infinic^y more 
BigVity in tke A{Uoo. 

(33) thou haH hr9k£ thy\»if^!\ Thas tbe firft and I^ Editiont. 

I had altered it to the dn^alar Number, which confined it to Auiui m 
the IBtafis who alone had lupfx>rted Val$ntiMian: And in tibiis .Corr 
rc£Uon I find myfclf prcvenied by the fecond Folio. 

I Here*s 
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I Here's his Sword. 
' Pro. Let it alone, 'cwill ftgbt kfctf eJfe j Friends^- 
An hundmi Men arle fiot tnough to do k^ 
ril to the Emperor, and get mone Aid. 

Mcius. None ftrike a poorwndemn'd Martf [ff^tMn. 

Pro. He is mad : 
Shift for yourfelves, my Moftew. [Exeuf^Y 

Enter hlcm. 

pectus, Thtn AediitSj . • ^ 

See what thou djir'ft thyfelf ; bold my good Sward, 
Thou haft been kept fi^m Bkx>d too Jong, PH kiU chei^ 
For thou art more th^ Fi^ieixJ now, my P«fetvcr> 
Shew me the way to Happjnefi, 1 fedc k: 
And all you great ones, that have falt^n M f d^^ 
To keep your Memorie5 and Honours living. 
Be prefcnt in your Virtues, and aflift me. 
That like ftrong CaiPj I may putaifay 
All ProQiifes, but w>hai: &all tro#» My Afiiesi 
^ome^hnthmmdl: Stand k^rtg,iu)dlli: now MtOn^t]^ 
Whilft there is People, and A'fllbk^oii : 
Now ft)r a Stroke fiiaii turn mt fp a Sefti-i 
I come ye bleffed Spiria^ anike me room 
To live for ever ixxEiyfitm: [KMs hikf^. 

Do Men fear this ? O thk Pbfterity 
Could learn from him "but this, f bat loves tiis Wocmd, 
Inhere is i)o Pain at 4ll in dying #d}| 
Nor none are loft, but thofe that ^Ake^ii^'Hell. [DU/^ 

Enter Proculus ani Jwo other i. 

I \Wtthfn.'\ He's dead, d«w io tfce Gwrd again. 

Pro* He'*s dead indoed> 
And I am ^l^d he'^ gone ^ fat Wis a beril : 
His Body^ifhisEuMcbs come, ii theirs; 
The Emperor, «ut of tit Love fo Virtue, 
Has given '<em that : Let no Man ;ftojp their dntrance* 

Tenter Phidiw »»^ Aretqs. 
jPib;, Q my moft oikUc L^id ! JU)oI( iiere /^^i/j. 



/ 
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Here's a fad Sight. 

Are. O Cruelty f O C^farl ■/- 

O Times that briog forth nothing but Deftrudlon, 
And Overflows of Blood ! Why waft thou killed ? 
Is it to be a juft Man now again, . 
(As when 7i^m«i and wild JV"^r(?Teign'd) ^ 

Only afliirance of his Overthrow ? 

Phi. It is Aretus : 'He that would live now, 
Muft, like the Toad, feed only oh Corruptions, ' 
And grow with thofe to Greatnefs : Honeft Virtue, 
And the true jR^w»tf» Honour,, Faith and Valour, 
Tl?%t have bejen all the Riches bf the Empire, 
Now like the fearful Tokens of the Plague, 
Are mecr fore-runners of their ends that owe 'em. 

Are. Never enough lamented Lord : Dear Mafter. 

Enter Maximus. • . 

Of whom now fliall we learn to live like Men ? 
From whom draw out our Adlions juft and worthy ? 
Oh thou art gone, and gone with thee all Goodnels, 
The great Example of all Equity, , 

thou alone a Romany thou art perifli'd. 
Faith, Fortitude, and conftantNpblencls; 
Weep*i2(?w^^ weep Italy j weep all that knew him, . 
And you that fear'd hina as a ftdble Foe, 

(If Enepiicsi h^ye honourable Tears ) 

Weep this decayed A'^ius fall'nj and fcatterM-^— ^ 

By foul and bafe Suggeftion. 

Phi. O Lord Maximus^ 
This was your worthy Friend. 

Max. The Qo^s.fc^give me :. ' 
Think not the worfe, my Friend?, I ihed not Tears, 
Great Griefs lament within ; yet now 1 have found 'em : ' 
Would I had never known the World, nor Women, 
Nor what that curfed Name of Honour was. 
So this were once again Aeeius : _ . 
But I am deflin'd to a mighty Adion, 
And beg thy pardon. Friend, my Vengeance taken, 

1 will not be long from thee : Ye've a great lofs. 
But bear it patiently, yet to fay Truth, 

In 



i 



7%e Tragedy of Valentinian. 349 

In Juftice 'tis riot fuflFcrablc : I am next. 
And were it now, 1 would be glad on'c : Friends, , 
Who' (hall preferve you now ? 
jire. Nay, we are loft too. 

Max. I fear ye arc, for likely fuch as love ■ 

The Man ^at's falPn, and have been nourifti'd by him, 
(34) Do not ftay long behind : *Tis held no Wifdom. 
I knoww.hat I muft do, O my Aecius^ 
Canft thpu thus pcrifti, pluck'd up by the Roots, 
And no Man feel thy Worthinefs ? From Boys 
He bred you both, I think. 
Phi. And from thepooreft, 
Max. And lov*d ye as his own. 
Are. We found it. Sir. 
Max. Is not this a lo(s then ? 
Phi. O, a lofs of lofles 5 
Our Lives, and ruins of our Families, 
The utter being nothing of our Names, 
Were nothing near it. . 

Max. As I take it too. 
He put ye to the Emperon - 
Are. He did fo. 

Max. And kept ye ftill in Credit. 
Phi. *Tis moft true. Sir. 

Max. He fed your Fathers too, and made them Means, 
Your Sifters he preferM to noble Wedlocks, 
Did he not. Friends ? 
Are. O yes. Sir. 

Max. As I take it ^ 

This worthy Man would not be now forgotten, 
I tell ye to my Grief, h* was baiely murdered ; • 
And fomething would be done, by thofe that lov'd him : 
And fomething may be ; Pray ftand oflF a little. 
Let me bewail him private.-^ — O my deareft. 

(34) Do not ftay long Behind: ] Mr. Sympfin would read 

Dare not ftay ■-- As if Maximus had afTerted, thac. all thac lov'd 

A'cctus difrft not live after fo great a Lofs, But the old Reading im- 
plies the Danger they were all in, as being fufpcfted by the Emperor \ 
and this is ufed as a Motive to pcri'uadc the two brave Eunuchs to un- 
dertake the Etnpefur's Death. 

Pbu 
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Phi. Aretus^ if w€ be not Aaciden) he pus-do^ Of^ 
I know he poinds at V^geancse ^ we are cx)Jd^ . 
And bafe ungrateful Wretches, if we ^fli'im '% : 
Are we to hope for more Rewards or Greatn^fij^ 
Or any thing but I^sach^ now ^ is dead I 

\^r^, Tm perfea:* 

C35) PK Thea Jikr Flowers 
That gr^^w logether ftiiJ, we'll ^all to^&tber,^ 
And rait wi(h tb^ thac bore mx When 'dsdene^ 
The World (hall ftile us twa deferring Serv»tfi; 
I. fear he'll be before us. 

Jre. This Night, PhiMai, 

Phi. No more. 

Max. Now worthy Friends {^vedone my i»oui»ip^s. 
Let's burn this noble Body : Sweets as maf)y 
As Sun-burnt Meroi breeds^ TJJ oj^ke a Flame cjf 
Shall reach his Soul in Heav'i^; Heibat IbaU Uv^ 
Ten Ages hence, but to rehcarle this Story^ 
Shall with the fad Difcourfe on'iE Marked Hfeay'n, 
And force the painful Burden^ ii«m the Womba 
Conceived a-new, with Sorrow : Ev*n theGriKie 
Where mighty Sylla jfleeps Ihatl read afiin^ 
And give her Shadow up, tq-came aiid groan • 
About our Piles, which will be xiK>re, and glQiter 
Than green Olyn^us^ Ida^ or odd Latmu$ 
Can feed with Cedar, or the Eaft widi Qufiis^ 
Gr^^r^ with her Wines, or Thejfaly wich Flowers, 
Or willing Heav'n can weep for in her Showers. {£s9eunf. 

(35) Phi. "Then iike Tlovurs 

. ^kofgrtnxjtdgtt^riLW^eUl fall together ^ 

mean only fkdir ^wn D«»^9« withqiK % Jitndtron nrkli I^/iMtimst 
indead of all IrtadJUlL The lailXiDe feems to be muc(i mprc ,c»r- 
r«fpt. They fky» that that bore them (hcKiId fall with them ; But 
J'ecius was already fallen , and they would not call VaUntinian the 
Rwt or ^tafk that bore them. This Ch^ra£fcer oiily belongs to Aiciu$, 
I fuppofe a Monofyllabk loft ifi Che Ufanufcript, and tl^t thv line 
there Hood thus ; ' ' 

And <with tb^t that hori us,: 

In corre4l4Dg thit^ I foppofe, the Editors to ht^ve repeate4 tl^e irx, 
when they (houldhave repeated thc/«// from ihcVormer -Lkie. 

ACT 
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A C T V. S E N E I. 

EnUr l^hklias with bis Dagg^ m k$h^ W AxiCtus 

pifottd. 

ufr^. 'LJ E has hb laA. 

-t^ Pbi. Then come the worfi of Ganger, 
JeciuSj to thy Soul we give a Cffar ; 
How longis't fmce ye^ve it him? 

jire» An hour, 
Mine own two hours before hi^ }* How k boils me ! 

Phi. It was not to be cur'd, 1 hope. • . 

Jre. No, PbidiaSf 
I dealt above his Antidotes : Phylicians 
May fittd the <2aufe, but where the Care ? 

Phi. Ddrtebtavely, 

We're got before his Tyranny, Amn^. 

Are. We'd loft our wofthidltnd elfc, Phidias. 

Phi. Canft thou hold out a while ? 

Are. To torture him 
Anger wouM giire tttt leave, to IWc to Age ytt^ 
That Man is poorly fpiriccd* whofc LJfe 
Runs in his Blood alone, arid ndt m's WiflpttL 
And yA I ftsiefl ittd burn like flaming j£ttfa, 
A thoufand new found Fires are kindled in i!n^. 
But yet I muft not die thefe four Hours, Phidias. 

Phi. Remember who dies with thee, and del|rfrc fieaxh. 

Are. I need no Exhortation 5 the Jtty hi me. 
Of what Pve done, and why, makc^ Poifon ttcafiire, 
Arid tijytttoftkiflitig Torments, MHhtife, 
For how can he have time to die, or pleafufe. 
That falls as Fool^ unfatiified, and Gmplef 

Phi. This that confomcs my Lffc, yet keeps tt "hi iro. 
Nor do I feel the danger of a dying, 
And if I but endure to hear the Curfes 
Of this fell Tyrant dead, I've half my Heav'n. 

Are. Hold thy Soul faft but four hours, Phidias^ 
And chau (halt fee to Wilhes beyond ours. 

Nay 
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Nay more, beyond our Meanings, 

Phi. Thou haft fteePd me : 
Farewel Aretus^ and the SouU of good Meri, 
That as ours do, have left their Roman Bodies 
In brave Revenge for Virtue, guide our Shadow's* 
I would not faint yet. 

jlre. Farewfl, Phidias^ 
And as we have, done nobly, Gods look on us. 

. . [Exeunt fever ally. 

S C E N * E IL 

Enter Lycias, and Proculus. 

Lye. Sicker and ficker, Proculus ? 

Pro, O LiciaSy 
What fhall become of us ? Would we had dy*d 
With happy ChilaXi or with Balbus Bed-rid, - ; 

And made too lame for Juftice, 

/ Enter Licinius. 

> 

Lfn». The foft Mufick ; 
And let one fing to faften Sleep upon him : 
Oh Friends, the Emperor ! 

Pro. What fay the l!)o6tor5 ? 

Licin. For us a moft fad faying, he is poi(bn*d,' 
Beyond all Cure too, 

Zyr. Who? . . 

Licin. The Wretch Aretus^ 
That moft unhappy Villain. ." 

Lyc^ How do you know it ? * 

Licin. He gave him drink laft : Let^s difperic and 
find him; ;. 

And lince he'as openM Mifery to all, 
Let it begin with him fir ft : Softly, he (lumbers^ 
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Enttr Emptor ^k in aCMir^ with Eudoxii, tbi 
Emprefs^ Pbyjiaans^ and AttendanUk 

MuGck and Song. 

^ Car^'charmlng Sleeps thou Eafer of^ aU fFm^ 
^ (^6) Brother to. Deatb^ Jw€^tfy thy Life difpofi 
On this affliSled Prince^ -fall like a Cloud 
Ingentk Shower Sj giv^ noihi^ that is loud i 
Or painful to Ins Slumbers \ tafte^ fweet^ 
And as a purling Stream^ thou Son of JNight^ 
Pafs by bis troubled Senfes ; fwg bis Pain 
Like hollow murmuring fFindj orftlver Rmn, 
Info this PHnce gently^ ob gently flide^ 
Andkifs him into Slumbers like a Bride^ 

Empi Oh t Gods^ Gods^ Gods : Drink, Drink, DHnl^ 
colder, colder 
Than Snow on Scythian Mountains : my Hearc^flfidgs! 

Eud. How does your Grace ? 

Phyf The Emprefs fpeaks, Sin 

Emp. Dyingj 
Dying,. £«ie>*w, dying* 

Phyf Good Sir, Patients. 

Eud. What haVe ye ^iven him ? 

Phyf. Precious Things, dear Lady, 
We hope ihall comfort him* 

Emp. flaftei-ed Fool, 
Sec what ithy God-head*^ tomt to i Oh, Eudoxia/ 

(36) Srothtr to Death fweettf thy tAkdiJ^oft 

' i3ht thir ajffliAed Prtnce^'"^^ Both Mr. 5jy«?J&^;k and Mr. Ww* 
bald rejedt the Word Life here, tju^ former would faisfftitute/^^, and 
the latter Gift inftead of it : But as Sleep is the great Reftorer of 
Health and Pr^ferver of Life> Poetr/ mav call its falutary Effeds 
its Life, Befide, the Poets feerti here to defign an Antithefis, 'vivt. 
Tho* Sleep is the Brother of Death> it is alfo the Giver of Life* 
y\fter I had wrote this, a Confirmation of my Interpretation occurred 
in the very fiext Play^ MonHear Thomas, in the third Adt, {ftsking 
of the Bottle, ^ys, 

there be as many Li'Ves in^t, us a Cat carries. 

Vol. IV. 2 Enter 
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EnUr Prociilus, Licinius witb Arctus. 

Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. 

Emp. Danubius 
V\\ have brought through my Body. 

Eud. Gods givp Comfort. 

Evtp. And yolga^ on whofc Face the North Wiml 
freezes, 
f 37) I am an hundred Hells, an hundred Pilcl 
Already to my Funerals are flaming, 
Shall I not drink? 

Pfyf. You muft not. Sir. 

Emp. By Heaven 
ril let my Breath out that (hall burn ye all 
If ye c!cny me longer % Tcmpeft blow me. 
And Inundations that have drunk up Kingdoms 
Flow over me, and quench mc : Where's the Villain ? 
Am I immortal oow, ye Slaves ? by Numa 
Ifhedo'icape: Oh! oh! 

£U Dear Sir. 

Emp. Like AVrv, 
But tiir moit terrible, and full of flaughter, 
Pth' fiudft of dl my Flames PlI fire the Empire : 
A thouCuid F411S, a thouiand Fans to oool me : 
luvkc the gentle Winds, Ejkdsxzs. 

JK>\^ Oh do not Eitter me, I am bat FIcfli, 
A Ni^H « mortal Mao: Drink, drak, ye Dances ; 
AViut CM your DoJes now da» and yoor Scrapings, 
Ywr Oib, and Mkhridws ? Ifldodk, 
VoM QiOy W(^ of HoaU^ and Names of SUu^ 
KktKt^ M «rue DutJiie in M&a bat Moaj, 
1\h tjuk >f\^yrfe^fvs beo Rrfttoes» oh ! 
Axl tft yi.>y k: ! TCttt Piswxs, beggar •cm. 



V^^' «^iMt ^«»W>.W^I9ht^} Tilt ^ Mb 
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I 

Enter ProcUlus mtb Aretu$» 

Pro. The Villain, Sir j 
The mod acxrurfcd Wretch, 

Emp. Be gone, my Quccn^ 
This is no (ight for chee : Go to the Veftals^ 
Call hoJy Incenfc in the Fire^ and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy C^tfar^ 

Pro. Go, go, and be happy, {Exit Eudoxia, 

Ar$. Go, but give no Eafe^ 
The Gods have fct thy laft Hour, Palentman^ 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaft^ 
And like a fenfual bloody Thing thou died* 

Pro. Oh — ^ Traitor! 

Are. Gurfe yourfdves^ ye Flattercl'S, 
And howl your Miferies to come ye Wretches^ 
You taught him to be poifon'd. • 

Emp. Yet no Comfort ? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Priefts, nor Pothecaries, 
They cannot help thee : Thou haft now to live 
A ihort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes : 
I gave thee Poifon for Aecius fake* 
Such a deftroying Poifon would kill Nature ; 
And for thou (halt not die alone, I took it. 
If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder^ 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, Reafon loft. 
In what I had attempted ; yet, O Cafar^ 
To purchafe fair Revenge, Td poifon'd them too, 

Emp. Oh Villain t 1 grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Yes; / 
But not near my Heat y«t ; what thou feel'ft now, 
Mark me with horror Cc^far^ are but Embers 
Of Luft and Lechery thou haft committed : 
But there be Flames of Murder. 

Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

jtre. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, 1*11 love thee : 
Thy Tortures to what now I fufFcr, Cafar^ 
At which thou muft arrive too, ere tht)u dy'ft. 
Are lighter, and more full of Mirch thaa Laughter. 

Z 2 Emp. 
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( 

Enter Proculus, Licinius with Aretus. 

Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. 
Emp. Danubius - ■ . 

IMl have brought through my Body. 

Eud. Gods givp Comfort. 

' Emp. And f^olga^ on whofe Face the North Wind 
freezes. 
C37) I am an hundred Hells, an hundred Pilcl 
Already to my Funerals are flaming, 
Shall I not drink ? 

Phyf. You muft not. Sir. 

Emp. By Heav'n 
ril let my Breath out that fliall burn ye all ^ . 

If ye deny me longer 5 Tempeft blow me. 
And Inundations that h^ve drunk up Kingdoms^ 
Flow over me, and quench me : Where's the Villain ? 
Am I immortal now, ye Slaves ? by Nutna 
Ifhedo*fcape: Ohloh! 

Eud. Dear Sir; 

Emp. Like Nero^ 
But fyv more terrible, and full of flaughtdr, 
Ftb* midft of all my Flames 1*11 fire the Empire: 
A thoufand Fans, a thoufand Fans to cool me : 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudpxia, 

Eud. Sir. 

Emp. Oh do not flatter me, I am but Flefli^ 
A Man, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces 5 
What Can your Doles now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates ? If I do die. 
You only Words of Health, and Names of Sicknefs, 
Finding no true Difeafe in Man but Mony, 
That talk y6urfclves into Revenues, oh ! 
And ere you kill your Patients, beggar *em, 
I'll have ye flea*d, and dry'd. 

* 

. (37) / find an hundred Hells;] The o!d Folio reaife 

/ and an hundred Hells^ — 

The late Editions cbang'd this into good Senfc ; but feem to have fallcB 
jnuch fhort of the Spirit and Energy of the uue Reading. 
I am g« hundred Htlli, »■ ■ ■ 

Enter 
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Enter ProcUlus wtib Aretu$» 

Pro. The Villain, Sir j 
The moft acxrurfcd Wretch, 

Emp. Be gone, my Quccn^ 
This is no fight for thee : Go to the Veftals^ 
Caft hoJy Incenfe in the FirCj and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy defar^ 

Pro. Go, go, and be happy, \^Exit Eudoxia, 

An. Go, but give no Eafe^ 
The Gods have fct thy laft Hour, Palentinian^ 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beall, 
And like a fenfual bloody Thing thou dieft* 

Pro. Oh — ^ Traitor! 

Are. Curfc yourfdves^ ye FTatterel'S, 
And howl your Mifcries to come ye Wretches^ 
You taught him to be poifon'd. • 

Emp. Yet no Comfort ? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Priefts, nor Pothecaries, 
They cannot help thee : Thou haft now to live 
A ihort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes : 
I gave thee Poifon for Ae'cius fake* 
Such a deftroying Poifon would kill Nature ; 
And for thou (halt not die alone, I took it. 
If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder^ 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, Reafon loft. 
In what I had attempted ; yet, O Cafar^ 
To purchafe fair Revenge, Td poifon'd them too, 

Emp. Oh Villain t 1 grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Yes; ^ 
But not near my Heat yet ; what thou feel'ft now, 
Mark me with horror Ccpfar^ are but Embers 
Of Luft and Lechery thou haft committed : 
But there be Flames of Murder. 

Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, V\\ love thee : 
Thy Tortures to what now I fuffcr, Cafar^ 
At which thou muft arrive too, ere tht)u dy'ft. 
Are lighter, and more full of Mirch thaa Laughter. 

Z 2 Emp. 
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f 

Enter Proculus, Licinius with Arctus, 

Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. 
Entp. Danubius - 

ni have brought through my Body. 

Eud. Gods givp Comfort. 

' Emp. And f^olga^ on whofe Face the North Wind 
freezes. 
C37) I am an hundred Hells, an hundred Pilcl 
Already to my Funerals arc flaming, 
Shall I not drink ? 

Phyf* You muft not. Sir. 

Emp. By Heav'n 
ril let my Breath out that fliall burn ye all 
If ye deny me longer 5 Tempeft blow me, 
And Inundations that h^ve drunk up Kingdoms^ 
Flow over me, and quench me : Where's the Villain? 
Am I immortal now, ye Slaves ? by Nutna 
Ifhedo*fcape: Ohloh! 

Eud. Dear Sir; 

Emp. Like Nero^ 
But fyx more terrible, and full of flaughtdr, 
Ftb* midft of all my Flames 1*11 fire the Empire: 
A thoufand Fans, a thoufand Fans (o cool me : 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudgxia, 

Eud, Sir. 

Emp. Oh do not flatter me, I am but Flelh, 
A Man, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces; 
What Can your Doles now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates ? If I do die. 
You only Words of Health, and Names of Sickncfs, 
Finding no true Difeafe in Man but Mony, 
That talk y6urfclves into Revenues, oh ! 
And ere you kill your Patients, beggar *em, 
I'll have ye flea'd, and dry'd. 

. (37). / find an hundred Hells,^ The o!d Folio reaife 

/and an hundred Hells^ 
The late Editions cbang'd this into good Senfc ; but feem to have fallcB 
jnuch fhort of the Spirit and Energy of the uue Reading* 

1 am g« hundred Hells, »■ ■ ■ - 

Enter 
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I 

J 

Enter ProcUlus wtb Aretu$» 

Pro. The Villain, Sir ^ 
The mod acxrurfcd Wretch, 

Emp. Be gone, my Quccn^ 
This is no (ight for chee : Go to the Veftals^ 
Call hoJy Inccnfe in the Fire^ and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy C^fark 

Pro. Go, go, and be happy, {Exit Eudoxia. 

An. Go, but give no Eafc^ 
The Gods have fct thy laft Hour, Palestinian^ 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaft, 
And like a fenfual bloody Thing thou died* 

Pro. Oh — Traitor! 

jfre, Gurfe yourfdves^ ye FTattcrcl'S, 
And howl your Mifcries to come ye Wretches^ 
You taught him to be poifon'd. • 

£mp. Yet no Comfort ? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Priefts, nor Pothecaries, 
They cannot help thee : Thou haft now to live 
A ihort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes : 
I gave thee Poifon for j&'cius fake* 
Such a deftroying Poifon would kill Nature ; 
And for thou (halt not die alone, I took it. 
If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder^ 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, Reafon loft. 
In what I had attempted ; yet, O dejar^ 
To purchafe fair Revenge, Td poifon'd them too, 

Emp. Oh Villain t 1 grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Yes; j 
But not near my Heat yet ; what thou feel'ft now, 
Mark nlc with horror Coifarj are but Embers 
Of Luft and Lechery thou haft committed : 
But there be Flames of Murder. 

Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, Til love thee : 
Thy Tortures to what now I fufFcr, C^far^ 
At which thou muft arrive too, ere tht)u dy'ft. 
Are lighter, and more full of Mirch thaa Laughter. 

Z 2 Emp. 
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f" 

Enter Proculus, Licinius ivitb Aretu9. 

Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir, 
Emp. Danubius - 

ril have brought through my Body. 
Eud. Gods givp Comfort. 

Emp. And f^olga^ on whofe Face the North Wind 
freezes. 
C37) I am an hundred Hells^ an hundred Pilcl 
Already to my Funerals are flaming, 
Shall I not drink ? 

Phyf. Youmuftnot, Sir. 

Emp. By Heav'n 
Fll let my Breath out that flial! burn ye all 
If ye deny me longer 5 Tempeft blow me, 
And inundations that h^ve drunk up Kingdoms 
Flow over me, and quench nne : Where's the Villain? 
Am 1 immortal now, ye Slaves ? by Nutna 
Ifhedo*fcape: Oh! oh! 

Eud. Dear Sir; 

Emp. Like Nero^ 
But fyiv more terrible, and full of flaughter, 
Ftb' midft of all my Flames 1*11 fire the Empire: 
A thoufand Fans, a thoufand Fans (o cool me : 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudpxia, 

Eud. Sir. 

Emp. Oh do not flatter me, I am but Flelh^ 
A Man, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces j 
What Can your Doles now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates ? If I do die. 
You only Words of Health, and Names of Sicknefs, 
Finding no true Difeale in Man but Mony, 
That talk y6urfclves into Revenues, oh ! 
And ere you kill your Patients, beggar *em, 
I'll have ye flea'd, and dry'd. 

. (37). / find an hundred Hells,'\ The o!d Folio reaife 

/and an hundred Hells^ 
The late Editions cbang'd this into good Senfc ; but feem to have fall« 
jnuch fhort of the Spirit and Energy of the true Rcadipg, 

I am an hundred Helh^ - . ■ - 
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t 

Enter Proculus mtb Aretu$» 

Pro. The Villain, Sirj 
The mod acxrurfcd Wretch, 

£»ip. Be gone, my Queen, 
This is no fight for thee : Go to the Veftals^ 
Caft hoJy inccnfe in theFirej and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy C^tfar^ 

Pro. Go, go, and be happy. {Exit Eudoxia. 

An. Go, but give no Eafe^ 
The Gods have fct thy laft Hour, Valentiman^ 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaft^ 
And like a fenfual bloody Thing thou died* 

Pro. Oh — Traitor! 

Are. Curfe yourfclves^ ye FTatterel'S, 
And howl your Miferies to come ye Wretches^ 
You taught him to be poifbnM. • 

Emf. Yet no Comfort ? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Priefts, nor Pothecaries, 
They cannot help thee : Thou haft now to live 
A ihort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes : 
I gave thee Poifon for Aedus fake^ 
Such a deftroying Poifon would kill Nature ; 
And for thou (halt not die alone, I took it. 
If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder^ 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, Reafon loft. 
In what I had attempted ; yet, O Cafar^ 
To purchafe fair Revenge, I'd poifon'd them too, 

Emp. Oh Villain t 1 grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Yes; j 
But not near my Heat yet ; what thou feel'ft now, 
Mark mfe with horror Cc^far^ are but Embers 
Of Luft and Lechery thou haft committed : 
But there be Flames of Murder. 

Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, V\\ love thee : 
Thy Tortures to what now I fuflir, Cafarj 
At which thou muft arrive too, ere tht)u dy'ft. 
Are lighter, and more full of Mirch thaa Laughter. 

Z 2 Emp. 



Shall I'not drink? 

Phff. You muft not. Sir. 

Emp. By Heav'n 
I'll lee my Breach out that fhall burn ye all 
If ye denyme longer ; Tcmpeft blow me. 
And Inundations that h^ve drunk up Kingdoms^ 
Flow over me, and quench me: Where's the Villain? 
Ami immortal now, ye Slaves ? by Numa 
Ifhcdo'fcape: Oh! oh! 

Eud. Dear Sir; 

Emp. Like Nero, 
But {ar more terrible, and full of flaught(!r, 
Tib' midft of all my Flames I'll Bre the Empire: 
A thoufind Fans, a thoufand Fans (o cool me : 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudoxia. ' 

Eud. Sir. 

Emp. Oh do not flauer me, I am but Flcfli, 
A Man, a monal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces i 
"What Can your Dofes now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridatcs ? If I do die, 
Vou only Words of Health, and Names of Sicknefi, 
Finding no true Difeale in Man but Mony, 
That talk yOurfclves into Revenues, oh ! 
And ere you kill your Patients, beggar *em| 

Til KaV.. Vf Abm'H nryA ,^rvM 
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/ • 

/ 

Enier ProcUlus wifb Aretu$» 

Pro. The Villain, Sirj 
The mod acxrurfcd Wretch, 

Emp.^ Be gone, my Quccn^ 
This is no (ight for chee : Go to the Veftals^ 
Caft hoJy Inccnfe in the FirCj and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy d^fatk 

Pro. Go, go, and be happy, [^Exii Eudoxia. 

Jr0. Go, but give no Eafc^ 
The Gods have fct thy laft Hour, Palentinian^ 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaft, 
And like a fenfual bloody Thing thou died* 

Pro. Oh— Traitor! 

Are. Gurfc yourfclves^ ye Flattercl'S, 
And howl your Mifcries to come ye Wretches^ 
You taught him to be poifon'd. • 

Emp. Yet no Comfort ? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Priefts, nor Pothecaries, 
They cannot help thee: Thou haft now to live 
A ihort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes : 
I gave thee Poifon for Aecius fake* 
Such a deftroying Poifon would kill Nature ; 
And for thou (halt not die alone, I took it. 
If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder^ 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, Reafon loft. 
In what I had attempted ; yet, O C<efar^ 
To purchafe fair Revenge, Td poifon'd them too, 

Emp. Oh Villain t 1 grow hotter, hotter. 

jtre. Yes; j 
But not near my Heat yet ; what thou feel'ft now, 
Mark mfe with horror Coifar^ are but Embers 
Of Luft and Lechery thou haft committed : 
But there be Flames of Murder. 

Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are. Do, and Til flatter thee, nay more, Til love thee : 
Thy Tortures to what now I fufFcr, Cafa/j 
At which thou muft arrive too, ere tht)u dy'ft. 
Are lighter, and more full of Mirch thaa Laughter. 

Z 2 Emp. 
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Emp. Let 'em alpne : I muft drink. 

Are. Now be nt^c! \ 
But not near me yet. 

Emp. Hold me, hold me, hold me, . 
Hold me i or I fhall burft elfe. 

Are. See me Qefofy 
And fee to what thou muft come for thy Murder % 
Millions of Womens Labour9« all Diisafes. 

EfHp^ Oh my afflided Soul too ! 1 

^r^.. Womens Fears, E^rrors, 
Defpairs, and all the ?l^gue» the |iot Sun brtcd s ^ i '? 

Etnp. Aecius^ O Aietus I O iMcina ! 

Are. Arc but my Torments ShaAws f 

Emp, Hide me Mountains ; il 

The Gods have found my Sins : 
Now break. 

Are. Not yet, Sir; • 
Thou haft a pull beyond all thefe*, 

Emf. Oh Hell! 
Oh Villain, curfed Villain J 

Are. O brave Villain, 
My Poifon dances in nie at this deed; 
•Now defar^ now bchoki me, this is Torment, 
And this is thine before thou dieft, I am Wildfire : 
The brazen Bull of Pbalaris wa? feign'd, 
The miferies of Souls defpifing Heav'q, 
But Emblems of my Twrnents. 

Emp. Oh ! Quench me, quench mc, qu^Kh me« 

Are. Fire a Flattery 5 
And all the Poet's Tales of iad AverntUj 
To my Pains lefs than Fiftions : Yet to fhew thee 
What conftant Love I bore my murder'd Mafter; 
Like a South-wind, I've fung through all theie Tempefo 
My Heart, my withered Heart, fear^ fear thou Monftcr^ 
Fear the juft Gods, I have my Peace — — £/fe dUi^ 

Emp. More Drink, 
A thoufand April Showers fall in my Boibm : 
How dare ye let me be tormented thus ? 
Away with that prodigious Body, Gods, 
Cods, kt me ask ye what I am, ye lay 
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All your infliftiojis on me ; hear me, hear nae ; 

I do cohfcfi I am a Ravilhcr, 

A Murderer, a hated C^far 5 oh ! 

Are there not Vows enough, and flaming Alears, 

The Pat of all the World for Sacrifice, 

And where that fails, the Blood of thoufand Captive^J 

To purge thofe Sins, buc I mud make the Incenfe ? 

I do defpife ye all, ye have po Mercy, 

And wanting that, ye are no Gods, your Parole 

Is only preach'd Abroad to make F!0Q)s fearful. 

And Women made of Awe, believe your Heav*,n : . 

Oh Torments, Torments, Torments, Pains above Pains, 

If ye be any thing but Dreams, and Ghofts, 

And truly hold ithe Guidance of Things mortal \ 

Have in yourfelvcs times paft, to come, and prefent, 

Faftiion the Souls of Men, and make Flelh for 'em. 

Weighing our Fates* a^id Fortunes beyond Reafoti, 

(38) Be more than all, ye Gods, great in Forgivencis ; 

Break not the goodly t^'rame ye build in Anger ^ 

For you are things. Men teach us, without Paflions ; 

Give m^ an hour to know ye in : Oh fave me j 

But fo much perfeft time ye make a Soul in. 

Take this DeArudion from me.-^o ye cannot, 

The more I would believe ye, more I fufFer, 

My Brains are Aihes, now my He^t, my Eyes, Friends, 

I go, I go, more Air, more Au* •, I am mortal. [,He dies. 

Pro. Take in the Body : Oh LidnmSy] 
The Mifcry that we are left to fuffcr •, 
No pity (hall find us. 

Licin. Our Lives dcfervc none : 
Would } were chainM again tp flavery. 
With any hope of Life. 

Pro. A quiet Grave, 
Or a Confumption now, Ucinius^ 

(38) Be more than all the Gods^ great in Torgivtnefs ; } If this he 
the true Reading th^ SenTe fcemt very obfewe i bat the flight C.iange 
I have made wiU clear it. 

M^ fiore than all^ ye Qadsy ■ 

5*. e. If yon are great in creating and governing u", be greater iUIl 
m forgiving us. 

Z 3 Thar 
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That wc might be too poor to kill, were fometbing, 

Licin. Let's make our beft ufe, we have Mony^ Prgculuu 
And if that cannot fave us, we have Sword^/ 

Pro. Yes, but we dare qbc dip. 

Licin^ I had forgot that : 
Thefc's other Countries then. 

Pro. But the fame hate flill. 
Of what we are. 

Licin, Think any thing, Pll follow. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Pro. How now, what News ? 

Mejf. Shift for yourfelves,. ye*re Joft elfe ; 
The Soldier is in Arms for great Aecius^ 
And their Lieutenant-General that ftop*d 'em^ 
Cut in a thouland pieces : They iparch hither r 
Bcfide, the Women of the Town have murder*4 
Pborha, and loofe Jrddiay defar^s She-Bawds. 

Ucin. Then here's no R^ying^ Proculus ? 

Pro. O Cafar^ 
That we had never known thy Lufts : Let's fly. 
And where we find no Woman's Man let's die. [Ep^eunt. 

s c EN E in. 

Enter Mzx\mw%. 

Max. Gods, what a Sluice of Blood have I let open! 
My happy Ends are corne to birth, he's dead. 
And I reveng'd ; the Empire's all a Fire, 
And Defolation every where inhabits : 
And fliall I live that am the Author of it. 
To know Rome from the Awe o^th ■ World, the Pity ? | 
My Friends are gone before too, of my fending. 
And (hall I ftay ? is ou^ht elfe to be liv'd for f \ 

Is there another Friend, another Wife, 
Or any thir<I holds half their Worthincfe, 
To linger here alive for ? Is not Virtue 
In their two everlafting Souls departed. 
And in their Bodies firft Flame fled to Heav'n ? 
C^n any Man dj/govcr this* and k)ve me f 

fr4» 
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For though my Juftice were as white as Truth, 

My way was crooked to it \ that condemns me : 

And now Aecius^ and my honour'd Lady, 

That were Preparers to my Reft and Quiet, 

The Lines to lead me to Elyfium ; 

You that but ftept before me, on Aflurance 

I would not leave your Friendfhip unrewarded, 

Firft fmile upon the Sacrifice I've fent ye. 

Then fee mc coming boldly. Stay, I am foolifh. 

Somewhat too fudden to mine own Deftrudion, 

This great End of my Vengeance may grow greater : 

Why may not I be Cefar ? * Yet no dying ; . 

Why (hould I not catch at it ? Fools and Children 

Have had that Strength before me, and obtained it. 

And as the Danger ftands, my Reafon bids m^, 

I will, I dare ; my dear Friends pardon me, 

I am not fit to die yet, if not Cefar ; 

I am fure the Soldier loves mc, and the People, 

And I will forward, and as goodly Cedars 

Rent from Oeta by a fweeping Tempeft • 

Jointed again, and mad^ tall Mafts, defy 

Thofe angry Winds that fplit *em, fo will | 

New-piece again, above the Fat^ qf Women, 

And made more perfefl: far, thai^ growing private. 

Stand and defy bad Fortunes :. Tf I rife. 

My Wife was ravifli'd well : If then I fall. 

My great Attempt honours my Funeral, [Exit. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter three Senators and Affranius. 

1 Sen. Guard all the Pofterns to the Camp, Affranius^ 
And fee 'em taft, we fhall be rifled elfe ; 

Thou art an honeft, and a worthy Captain. 

2 Sen. Promife the Soldier any thing. 

3 Sen. Speak gently, 

And tell *era we arc now in Council for 'tn^, 
Labouring to chufe a Cafar fit for them, 
-A Soldier, and a Giver. 

I S§n. Tell 'cm further, ' 

Z4 Their 
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Their iFrce and liberal Voices (hall go with U3. . 

2 Sen. Nay more, a Negative fiiy wis allow ^exq, 

3 Sett. And if pur Choice difpleafe 'em^ they fliall 

name him. . / 

1 Sen. Promife three Donatives, and large,, j^r^njfUh 

2 Sen. And C^far once elefted, prcfcnt Foeji 
"With Diftributiom of all Necefl&rics, 
Corn, Wine and Oil. 

3 Sen. New Garments, and new Arrns^ 
And equal Portions of the .Provinces 
To them* and to their Families for ever, 

1 Sen. And fee the City ftrengthncd. 
Jffrd. I fhall do it. [^Exit Affraniui. 
? Sen. SempTQnius^ thefe are woful Times, 
3 Sen. O Brutus, ! 

We want thy Honefty again ; thefe C^fars^ 
What noble Confuls got with Blood, in Blood 
Confume again, and icatter. 
X Sen, Which way ihall we ? 

2 Sen. Not an/ way of Safety I can t;hink on. 

3 Sen. Now go our Wives to 13ix\in^ and our Da^ghterSi 
And wc Beholders, Fulvius. * 

1 Sen. Evfl-y thing 
Is every Man*s that wj[lh 

2 Sen. The Veftals now » 
Muft only Feed the Soldier's Fire of Luft, 
And fenfual Gods be glutted with thofe Oi&rings^ 
(39) Age, like the hidden Bowels of the Earth, 

(39) ^^' ^'^^ '^' hidden Soive/j 0/ the Earthy 

Opened 'with Swords for Trea/ureJ] 1 (hould not have ex- 
plained this Pailage, but thsu it appears to Mr. Sympfou utterly incjc* 
plic^ble .; to me an extreme poetical Sentiment. The Bowels, of the 
Old Eartli arc often ript up (in the Language of Pqetry) for th? 
Tieafures hid in them. Thus Jlf/^tor-^r— 

Rifle the fofw/s of their Mfther Earth 

For T'reafures better hid* 
What, therefore, can be a more beautiful Sin^ile to the Soldiers forcing 
old Men to difcover their Wealth by Wounds and Cruelties f Peptic 
language ofi^n draws the Outlines of a Sentiment which the Reader*s 
own Imagination rouf^ Supply with iatermedia.te Idegs. It is ijbis 
that chiefly diilinguifhes it urom prof^ ; It fpriQS the y^xy r^erves an4 
§inews of Poetry,* 

Open'd 
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Open'd vjit]^ SwprdsJv Trcafure, ^9(;b 4^ikJ i»^,.V7 

We're Chaff Wqx^ th^ir pjiry cjfi?. * - > 

1 Sen. Away, ' ; 
Let*s to the Tcmpte. - :> 

i^jy^A5,-TotheC^pi<:Ql, ^^ 

•Tia' not a Time to priay now^ Jet's be (b:«^gthe«i'd* • 

£«/*r A#AnJus. ' ' 

3 iS^«. How now Affrunm .' What ^onl ^ews I \ 

Affra. A C<^r. . 

iSen. 0\i\ Who?/ ' . 

-/ijifrtf . Lord Maximus is with the Joldier, ; 

And all the Camp rings de/ar^ Qe/ar-^ C^fari / , 

He fdi^cM' the^ Em^refs With him for m6r<: fjonpur. 

2 Sen. A happy Choice :' Let's nx^et. feiai. 

3 Sen. Bleffed Fortune! « 
J Seu. Away, away, make Room ther^i Room there, 

' Room. [Exeunt Ssmtm. Fkurify. 

Within. Lx>rd Maximus i§ C^far^ C^dvp^ C^ejfar.i. 
Hail Cafar Maximus. 

Affra. O turning Peopfe ! 
Oh People excellent in War, and governed ^ • j 

In Peace more raging (40) than the furioW North. . 

. ; „ When 

(40) 4JXU i.u ■ ■■ ' . than the fur hut tUrtb^ 

When he ploughs up the J|^, f«/ ftf^lf^ him Irinf ;} Mr. 
Sympfon xtWs m^, that this. Pjii^ge |^^z!e4 h^n eyeA to V^^|l| 
and fomething like it happenM to mf . In Conclufion, we both r^^p 
the old Reading, bat differ toto caeh in the Explanation. He fa)^ 
^r/«^ in IJbe Saxqn figmfics iVrr, and allowing, thoiofore, its genuine 
Signification^ that the Sentiment is noble. 1 thinly ^s ^(j^tion cje- 
fr^in^ly ingenious, but thft our Authors would not ufe a common* 
Word and apply it to its common Subjefl j (as Brine was as much 
u(ed in th^ir Age for Sea- Water, as it is at prefent) and defign i^- to 
tie underfeood in its old and total ly-obfolete Signification. I theiefore, 
iho* perhaps from Self- Partiality, prefer the Solution which occur'd to 
me before I receiy'd this. Every one knows that the Spray of the 
Sea in ftormy Weather tinges the whole incumbent Atmofphere, and 
makes it tafie fait and briny. I fuppofe, therefore, the Poets by a 
fmall Grammatical Inaccuracy to have made the Relative him ia, the 
laft Line relate to the Nor/h fVinJ,.VLnd not to its immediate Antecedent 
the Sea ; fo that the Senfe will then be full as nervous and poetical. 
■ ■ 'Mart raging than the North-Wind^ nvhen he ploughs up the Sea^ 
HH^ turns himfelf and the ijubole Air into Brine. For how 90inmon 

" ■ m\ 
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When he ploughs up the Sea, and makes him Brine ; 
Or the loud Falls of Nile ; I muft give way. 
Although I neither love nor (\i) hoped this. ^ 
Or like a rotten Bridge that dares a Current, 
(42) When he is fwcU'd and high, crack and farewcl. , 
£i7/^r Maximus, Eudoxia, Senators and Soldiers. 

Sen. Room for the Emperor. 

Sold. Long Life to C/ffar. 

Affra. Hail Cafar Maximus. 

Etnp. Max. Your Hand, Afframm. 
Lead to the Palace, there my Thanks in general, 
ril (bower among ye all ; Gods give me Life, 
Firft to defend the Empire, (43 ) then you Fathers. 
And valiant triends, the Heirs of Strength and Virtue, 
The Rampires of old Romey of us the Refuge \ 
To you I open this Day all I have. 
Even all the Hazard that my Youth hath purchased. 
Ye are my Children, Family, and Friends, 
And ever fo refpeded fhall be. — Forward. 
(44) There's a Profcription, grave Sempronm^ 
*Gainft all the Flatterers, and lazy Bawds 
Led loofe-livM Falentinian to his Vices, 
See it efiefted. . {Flourijh. 

Sen. Honour wait on Cafar. 

Sold. Make room for Cafar ^cxt.\Exeunt allbuS Afira* 
. Affra. Thou haft my Fears, 
But Valentinian keeps my Vows : Oh Gods ! 
Why do we like to feed the greedy Ravin 
Of thefe bloWn Men, that muft before they ftand. 
And fix in Eminence, caft Life oji Life, 

And 

fuch fmall Grammatical Inaccuracies are to our Poets and to Shakt- 
Jhiar (and I inay here add, to almoft all EngUJh Writers whatever) 
iee a remarkable Inflance at Note \fi, in the Litili French Lawyer. 

(41) Hope />6/i,] Former Editions. 

(42) ■ ti^at dares a Current, 

When he h /nveltd and high cra6l» and farenvel.'] Former 
Editions. Mr. Theobald and Mi-. Sympfon both join'd With me in 
the Corredlion. 

(43) ■ ' ■ ' r then you Fathers^ 

And valiant Friends^ The Pointing of former Editions. 

(44) There's a Prefer iption,] Former Editions, corrcftcd by all 
the Three. 
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And trench their Safeties in with Wounds, and Bodies ? 

Well froward Rome, thou wilt grow weak with changing 

And die without an Heir, that lov'ft to breed 

Sons for the killing hate of Sons : For me, 

J only live to find an Enemy. [£«/. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Paulus, a Poet 5 and Licippus, a Gentkma^. ^ 

Pau. When is the Inauguration ? 

Licip. Why, To-morrow. 

Pau. 'Twill be fhort time. 

Liclp. Any Device that's handibm. 
A Cupid j or the God o* th* Place will do it. 
Where he muft take the Fafces. 

Pau. Or a Grace. 

Licip. A good Grace has no Fellow. 

Pau. I^etmc fee. 
Will not his Name yield fomething ? Maximus 
By th* way of Anagram ? I've found out Axis^, - 
You know he bears the Empire. 

Licip^ Get him Wheels too, 
*Twill be a cruel Carriage elfe. 

Pau. Some Songs too. 

Licip. By any means Ibme Songs : But very fhort ones, 
And honeft Language Paulus^ without burfting, 
The Air will fall the fweeter. 

Pau. A Grace muft do it. 

_ ■ » 

Licip. Why, let a Grace then— —— 

Pau. Yes, it muft be fo 5 
And in a Robe of Blue too, as I tak^ it. 

Licip. This Poet is a little Kin to th* Painter 
That could paint nothing but a ramping Lion, 
So all his learned Fancies are blue Graces. 

Pau. What think ye of a Sea-Nymph, and a Heav*n ? 

IJcip. Why what mould fhc do there, Man ? There's 
na Water. 

Pau. By th* Maft that's true, it muft be a Grace, and yet 
Methinks a Rain-bow. 

JLfVf^. And in Blue. 

Pau. 
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Pan. O yes ! 

Hanging in Arch above him, and i* th' middle. 

Ucip. A 'Shower of Rain. 

P^. No, no, 't muft be a Grace. 

Ucip. Why prithee Grace hina then, 

Pau. Or Orpheus^ 
G)ming from Hell. 

licip. In Blue top. 

Pau. *Tis;:hc better; 
Ahd as he rifes, fuH of Fires, 

Ucip. Now blefs us, >■ 

Will not that fpoil his Lute-ftringt, pjci/nx f ' 

Pau. Singing, 
And croffing of his Ai'Ois, 

Ucip. How can he play then ? 

Pau. *T (hall be a Grace, PU do it. 

Licip. Prithee do, 
(45) And with as good a Grace as thou . can'ft poffible. 
Good Fury Paulus: Be i* th' Morning with me. 
And pray take McaXure of his Mouth that ^ks it. 

lExiuia. 
SCENE VI. 

' • • • 

Enter Maximus and Eudoxia. 

Max. Come niy beft tov'd EuJoxta.^-^Let the Soldier 
Want neither Wine, nor any thing he calls for. 
And when the Senate's ready, give us Notice | 
In the mean time leave us.-— — 
O my dear fweet ! 

Eud. Is*t poflibic your Grace 
Should undertake fuch Dangers for my Beauty, 
If it were excellent ? 

Max. By Heav'n *tis all 
The World has left to bra^of. 

(45) Jn^ njttitb m goad Or^ce as UjphU j 

Good Fury Pau/us, be f th'* Morning luitb me.^ Mr. Tbe§' 
iaU changes Fmy Pauhs to Fairy Tauliis, Bat he feems to hav^ loft . 
the Aotitheiis between the Grace and Fnry^ which indeed the former 
Editions by wrong Points had before done.. As the Poet was fi> a|- 
mourM of a Grace, there is great Humour in caUii^ him ^ V^iy- 

Eud. 
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Eud. Can a JFacc ^ 

Long fince bequeathed to Wrinkles wicb my Sorrows, 
Long fincc raz*d out o* th' Book of Youth and PJcaW, 
Have Power to make the ftrongeft Man o* th* Empire^ 
Nay jthe moft lky'd» and knowing what is Womant . 
The gfeateft Aini of PerfeAnefs Men livM by. 
The moft true, ^conftant Lover of his Wedlock, 
Such a (tfl)-blowing Beauty Earth was proud of| 
Lofc fuch a noble Wife, and Wilfully^ 
Hinifelf prepare the way, nay make the Rape i 
bid ye not tell liie fo ? 

Max. *Tis true, Eudoxia. 

Eud, Lay defolate his deareft Piece of Friendfliip, 
Break the ftrong Helm he fteer'd by, fink that Virtue, 
That Valour, that even all the Gods Can give Us, 
Without whom he- was nothing, with whom wOrthieft ; 
Nay more, arrive at Cafar^ and kill him too. 
And for my fake ? Either ye love too dearly. 
Or deeply ye dilTemble, Sir ? 

Max. I do fo •, 
And *tlll I am more ftrengthen'd, ib I nrtuft do :. , 
Yet would my Joy, and Wine had fa(hion*d out 
Some fafer Lie. [Afide.l — Can thefc things be, Eudoxia^ 
And I diflemble ? Can there be but Goodnefs 
And only thine, d^ Lady, any End, 
Any Imagination but a loft one. 
Why I fhould run this Hazard ? O thou Virtue I 
Were it to do again, and Valentiniany . * ' i 

Once more to hold thee, finful Valentinian^ 
In whom thou were fet, as Pearls are in fak Oyfltrs^ 
As Rofes are in rank Weeds, I would find 
Yet to thy lacred felf a dearer Danger, 
The Gods know, how I honour thee, 

Eud. What Love, Sir, ^ 

Can I return for this, but my Obedience ? 
"My Life, if fo you pleafe, and *tis too little. 

Max. 'Tis too much to redeem the World. 

Eud. From this Hour, 
The Sorrows for my dead Lord, fare ye well,. 
My Jiving Lord has dry'd ye } and in Ti^en, 



As 



1 



366 Tie Tragedy of Valentini^. 

As Emperor this Pay I honour ye. 
And the great Cafter-new of all my Wifhcs^ 
The Wreath of living Laurel, that muft compafs 
That facred Head, Eudoxia makes for Cafar : 
I am, metbinks, too much in Love with Fortune) - 
But with you, ^ver Royal Sir, my Maker, 
The once more Summer of me, mecr ib Love, 
Is poor Expreflion of my Doting. 

Max. Swceteft/ 

Eud. Now of my Troth ye have bought me dear, Sir* 

Max. No, 
Had I at Lois of Mankind. 

ErUer a MeJJingen 

Eud, Now ye flatter. 

Mejf. The Senate waits your Grace. 

Max. Let *em come on, 
And in a full Form bring the Ceremony : 
This Day I am your Servant, Dear, and proudly 
1*11 wear your honoured Favour. 

Eud. May it prove fo. [ExeunL 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Paul us and Licippus. 

Ucip. Is your Grace done ? 

Pau. *Tis done. 

Udp. Who fpeaks ? 

Pau. A Boy. 

Licip. A-dainty blue Boy, Paulus ? 

Pau. Yes. 

Licip. Have ye viewM 
The Work above ? 

Pau, Yes, and all up, and ready. 

Licip. The Emprefs does you fimplc Honour, Paiituif 
The Wreath your blue Grace muft prcfent, fbe made. 
But hark ye, for the Soldiers ? 

Pau. That's done too : 
Pll bring 'em in, I warrant ye. 

Licip. A Grace too ? . 

Pau. 
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Pau. The fame Grace fo'vcs for both. 

Licip. About it then : 
I muft to the Cup board 5 and (46) be fure, good Paulus^ 
Your Grace be fading, that he may hang cleanly : 
If there ftiould need another Voice, what tten ? 

Pau. 1*11 hang another Grace in. 

Licip. Grace be with ye. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E VIIL 

Enter in State Maximus, Eudoxia, with Soldiers and 
Gentlemen of Rome, the Senators^ and Rods and Aces 
borne before them. 

A Synnet with J t fFitb a Banquet prepare with 

trumpets. > t Hautboys^ Mujick; Song^ breath. 

3 Sen. Hail to thy Imperial Honour facred defar^ 
And from the old Rome take thefc Wiflies ; 
You holy Gods, that hitherto have held, 
As Jufticc holds her Ballance equal pois'd. ' 

This Glory of our Nation, this full Roman^ 
And made him fit for what he is, confirm him : 
Look on this 5qn, O Jupiter^ our helper, 
And Romulusy thou Father of our Honour, 
Preferve him like thyfelf, Juft, Valiant, Noble, 
• A Lover and Increafcr of his People ; 
Let him begin with Numa^ ftand with Cato^ 
The firft five Years of Nero be his Wiflies, 
Give him the Age and Fortune of Emylius^ 
And his whole Reign, renew a Great Augujlus. 

(46) — ■ he fun. 

Tour Grate be fafting^ that he merf hang cleanly^ As the 
Grace was to fing, I at 6rft thought that hang cleanly fhould be twang 
cleanfyf or with a clear Voice. But f^om the Expreflion that follows, 
PIl hang another Grace in — the old Reading is probably right, 
and refers to a Cuftom of fufpending their Gods, Goddeffes, Graces, &f • 
in Ropes, which might make the Caution of being failing in order 
to heutg cleanly y perfedly neceiTary and very humorous. 

SONG 

♦4 
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SONG* 

Boy. Honour that.u ever livings 
' lionottrtbat is^er giving^ 

Honour that fees all and knows^ ^^ . 

jBrfi& /i&^ jEWj ^ Man and Flows j ^ 

Honour that rewards the befi^ 
Sends thee thy rich LaboUr^s Refi % 
Thou h(^ fiudied Jiill to pleafe ber^ 
^erefoYe now Jhe calls tbeeCs^hr \ 
Chorus. Hail^ bailj Casfar, bail and ftand^ 
And. tby j^ame out-li'de the Landi 
Nobk Fathers to bis BrozOSj 
Bind this fTreatb with thoufand Plows. 

, Jll. $tand to Eternity. . . 

Max. I thank ye. Fathers, 
And^as I ruje> iftay it ftill grow ot* wither : 
Now to the Q^nquet, ye arc all oiy Giieftsj 
This Day be Jibeml, Friends ; to Wine we gl^e It } 
And fmiling Pteafores : Sit, my Queen of Beauty 1 
Fathers, your .Places : Theft are fair Wars, SoldiejSi 
And thus I give the firft charge to ye all ; 
You are my Second, Sweet, to every: Cup^ 
1 add unto the SenaM, a new Honour, 
And to the Son^ of Mars a Donative. 

S O N G. 

Boy. God hycus ever youn^^ 

Ever hbnour^d^ ever fung j 
StaMd wUb Shod of lufty€rapes^ 
In a thoufand lufty Shapes^ 
Dance upon^ the .(47) Mazer's irim. 
In the Crimfon Liquor fwim ; 
From thy plenteous Hrnid Divine^ 
Let a River run with W^tne\ 
' God of Touthy let this Bay here 
Enter neither Care nor Fear. 

(^y) Mazer'i *r//»,] Maxtr fignifies the ok 

falluon flat filver Cup. 

Bo: 
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Boy. Bellona^s Seed, tb^ Glory; of old Rome^ 
Enf y of conquered Nations, nobly come 
And to the Fulqefs of your warlike Noiie 
Let your Feet move, make up this Hour of Joys ; 
Come, come I fay, range your fair Troop, at large. 
And. your high Meafure turn into a Charge. 

Semp. ThCsEmperor's grown heavy with his Wine. 

jiffra. The Senate (lays, Sir, for your Thanks. 

Semp. Great CaJaK 

Eud. I have my wiih. 

Affra. Wilt pleafe your Grace fpeak to him. 

Eud. Yes, but he will not hear, Lards. Semp. Stir 
him, Lums\ 
The Senate muft have Thanks. 2 Sen. Luc. Your 
Grace, Sir, Cafar. 

End. Did I not tell you he was well : He*s dead. 

Semp. Dead ? Treaibn, guard the Court, let no Man pafs i 
Soldiers, your C^r's murdered. ; 

Eud. Make no Tumuk, 
Nor arm the Court, ye have his iCiUcr with ye ; 
And the juft ICauie, if ye can i];^y the Hearing: 
I was his Deatli ; that Wreath that made him Caifar^ ' 
Has made him Eanh. .. t 

Soldf^ Cut her in thoufand Pieces. 

E'udl Wife Men would know the Realba firft : To die 
Is that I widi for, Romans^ C48) and your Swords, 
The re^dj^ft way of Death : Ypt Soldiers grant me, 
TQiat was your Emprefs once, and honoured by y^ 
But fo much time to tell ye why I kjjPd him, 
And weigh my Reafons well ; if Man be in you ^ 
Then if y6 dare, do cruelly condemn me. 

jfffra. Hear her, ye.noWc R(mans^ 'tis a Wokivj, . 
A Subjcft not for Swords, but Pity : Heaven, 

(48) !■■■ ;■ and your ^iM$rds 

The heavieft nvay of Death : — ■ ■■ ■ ] Mr. The^hdU flind 
Mr. Sympfiuhoi^ iagreewith me in diTcardtng this Word', the Content 
plainly requini^ a Won! of alicoft o(^fice Significadon 1 and we all 
JjFPfcx rndiefi as the bcft aoioogfl feveral Words th^t have occurM all 
' pretty near the Trace of the Letters, as eafiejl, bafpieji ; and Mr. 
Theehald adds heavinlieft. 

r Vol, IV. K% I 
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If (he bei^ilty of nfiklicmos Murder, . 
Has given us Laws to rhakc Exarhpie'bf her j 
If only of Revenge, and Blood Hid frotafi us. 
Let us confider firt%,' then execute. '^ ' ^ 
•Jafep. Speak, bloody Woman. ' 

Eud. Yes : This Maximus^ "' • 

That Was your Ciffarj Lords, and tidbit SoMiCrs, ^ - 
(And if I wrong the d^d,' Hcav*n perilh me i 
Or fpeak to win your Favours, but the Truthf) 
Was to his Country, to his Friends, and Q^, 
A moft malicious -Traitor. * 
• Semp. Take heed. Woman. 
Etid. 1 fpeak not for Compaflion. Brave jfeciuSf 
(Vfhok bleffed Sou!, Jf I lye, (hall afRitft me,) 
The Man that all the World lov*d, you adored. 
That was the Mafter-piece of Artns, and Bounty ; * 
Mine own Grief fhall come laft : This friend c* his, 
This Soldier, this your right Arm, noble R$mans^ 
By a bafe Letter to the Emperor, ^ ' 
StufFt full of Fears, and poor Suggefl:ionS| 
And by himfelf unto himfelf dircfted. 
Was ciit off bafeJy, bafeiy^ cruelly ; 
O Lofs, oh Ipnocent ! Can ye now kill me ? ^ 

And the poor Stale, 'mjr riobfe Lord,' that knew not 
More of this ViHaln, thah his forcfed Fears, 
Like one foreften to fatisfy, dy 'd for it : 
There was a Murder too, Rome would hdVd blafliM at 1 
WaB this Worth being Cafor f or my Patitocc ? hay— ^ 

his Wife, 
By Haav'n he told it me in Wine, and Joy, 
And fworc it deeply, he himfelf prepared 
To be abosy. — How ? let me grieve, not tell ye 5 
And weep the Sins that did it : And his End 
Was only me, and C4efar ; But me he ly'd in j 
Thefe arc my Rcafons, Romans^ and my Soul 
Tells me fufficient 5 and my Deed is Juftioe : 
Now as I have done wclJ, or ill, look on roc. 
Affra. What lefs could Nature do, mrhat Ids had We 
done, ' 

Had we known this before ? Romans^ {hc*s righteous ; 

'"' '■ .And 






Anil focH s Piece of JWlkx, Hsar'n jr.(rft:ftitk tm : ~_ 
. Bend ali joar SwcH'ds On me, if this difplcate ye. 
For I rnuft knee], and on this virtuous Hand 
SeAl if)]f nef Jjby aftdf^uln ; thou h4ft dcifc truly. 

^M^UpVim yoirArms,^flrilteaJkintelre,£Mjffj.' 
May'ft thou live ever fpoken our Protc«or : 
Rome yctJiaa many noble Heirs: Let's in 
And prky belbre we dhltie, then t^tnt ii."Ci^' 
Above the reach of Eftvy, Bibod, arid Mtird*. 
jiffra. Tekt ap the Body, noHy to his JM, 
And may our Sins and his cosher bum. 

■ iExtms. A itai MMb. 
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EPILOG U E. 

M^E wou^dfam pUafeyey and as fain hepUa^^i\ . 

*Th hui a Utile Likings both are eas^d : 
We bavej^r Atony ^ and you. have mf ff^are^ . 
Jnd to mr Underftanding good and fair • .^- . ^ u 
Far your own fFtfdom'sfak£y be notfo mad^ 
y** acknowledge ye have bought things dear and bad: 
Lit not a brack iUb* Stuffs or here and there 
^he fading GlofSj a general Lofs appear: 
We know ye take up worfe Commodities^ "" 
And dearer pay ^ yet think your Bargahfs wife i 
We know in Meat and Wine^ {4-9)y^Jli^g away 
More Time and Healthy which is but dearer pay^ 
And with the Reckoning all the Pleafure hfi. 
We bid ye not unto repenting Coft: 
The Price is eafie^ andfo light the Play^ • 
That ye may new digeji it every Day. 
Then noble Fgmds^ as ye would choofe a Mijlrefsy 
Onfy to pleafe the Eye a whiky atud kifs^ 
^Till a good Wife be got : So let^iins Play 
Hold ye a while ^ until a better may. 
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More Time and Wealth, 'which is bui dearer pay,"] The Change 
of a Letter feems here to have turn*d a beautiful Sentiment into the 
grofleft Tautology. As it has hitherto ftood, the Senfe muft be» Tom 
take up VHth luorfe Commodities^ and pay dearer for them ; /9r yms 
fpend more of your Time and more of your Wealth in Meat ana&'inkf 
and confequently ye pay dearer for them. How flat and unneceilimr 
is the Conclniion f fiut if we read Health inftead of Wealthy as I 
doubt not the Poets did, the Senfe will be perfect/ poetical : Tom 
not only fiing anvay more Time, hut even Health t§o on Meats emd 
Wine ; and this is a much dearer Pur chafe than that nuhichjou btff of 
us for a little Money. The Pleafure Eatahles git/e is loft the Mosment 
youarefltdi nvbereas the Food ive treat <with may te a thaesfemd 
times digejed, and 'will never load or difeafe the Mind. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 



MEN. 

TTAlentine a Gentleman latelf feturn^d fronP^a^k"^ 
^ Brother to Alice. 
Monfteur Thomas, his Felhtv-TrawUer. 
Sebaftian, Us Father. 

Franci^ '« Val^ine'i Scn^Un I^e m^b C^Ii^e. |^ 
Hylas, a general Lover. 
Sam, a Gentleman^ bis Friend. 
Launcelot, Monfteur Thomas bis Man. 
Midiael, a (^tleman^ yalentine|r^(f(g^i&^(n||^ «. 

TVi'ee Plyjicmnii' and an^Jfotbehi^. ^ ^ ' \ 



WOMEN. 



•• • 



Alice, ValentineV Sifter. 

Cellide, beloved by Valentixic, in Love with Francis. 

Mary^ Ipice toy ^cntm^ and Ali^ in Love mtb Mon- 

Jieur f)^om4, \ ^ ]/ i) [y 

VorothesLf Monfieur Thomas bis Si^itw^ - ^ 

Abbefs^ Maids ^ &c. 
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SCENE, FRANCE. 




MONSIEUR THOMAS. 




A C T I.* S C B^N E I. 

Enfer^ AVice, j»i/ Valentme. .. 

■ : : LA -L I e B. 

Sow dearly welcome you are ! '";; 

I ^Val. I know it, , > " . , .; 

I Ahd my"^ Siftei*, yoQlre as dear to tpjr figV^ 
j And pr^iv let this coqfiriA tt : How v gu'vc 
' govern *d 'W ' 

My poor St|te in my Abfence, how iiiy Servant^ ^ . ' 
I dare, and muft believe, fclfe j Ihoiild A^'rong ye) ; •; 
The beft and worihieft. .' / 

^Rce. As my Woman's Wit, Sir, \ " i 

Which is but weak and crazy. 

Val, But good ^(«, ' ' ■. 

Tell me how fares the gentle dilitfe^: , 
The Life of my AfFcftion, fmce tnj "fravel. 
My long andlazy Travel ? Is her Love ftill " T 
Upon the growing Hand ? Docs it not flop ,' . ', 

And wither at my Years f has fiie.^f v'cw'd ..~ ' - r. 
And entertain'd fome younger fmoottiBL-haviour, 
Some Youth but in his Bloflbm, as herfclf is? 
There lie my FeSrs. 

JFtee. They need not, for believe me • 
So well you've manag'd her, and won her Mind, 
Ev'n from her Hours of Childhood to this Rrpeneis j 
^And in your Abfcncc, that by me cnforc'd ftiJl) 

A a 4 So 
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So well diftiird your Gentkndlrinm hcT, ^ r 

Obfenr'dber, fed her Fancy, liv^d ftill in her/ 

An^ dx)ugh txve be a Boy, and €ver yoothfoU 

And yoang and beaticcous Objeds eirer ainn*d ac, ./ v 

Yet here ye Ve gone tjieyond IJMre, bccter'4^ NafupCt ^ ^7 

Made him appear in Years, in grey Years fiery. 

His Bow at fpll-bent ever ; fear not Brother, 

For (hough your Body ha3 been^r off* frbop Vr* 1 

Yet every Hour your Heart, which is your Goodne(% 

I-have -forced into her, won a Place-prepoi^d too. 

And willingly to give it ever harbour ; 

Believe lhe*s fo rtsqchyoues, and wqn by Mir^cle^ 

Whjf h is by Age ; fo deep a Scamp fet on her 

By your obfervanccs, fte cannot alter,. 

Were the Child living now ye toft at Sea 

Among the Genoa GalUes, what a Happioefs ! 

What a main Bl^fUng ! » 

yd. Of no more, good Sifter, : , ^ . 

Touch no n)ore that. String, *tis top harfli and jarrinfJ 
With that Child all my Hopes went, and you knotf 
The Root of all thofc Hopes, the Motlier too . " ^ 

Within few Days. 

jilicf. Tis too true, and too fatal, • 

But Peace be with their Souls. 

ral. For her Lofs. ; ^ 

I hope the beauteous Cdlide^ 
Alice. You may. Sir, 

For all (he is, is yoyrs. 
Val. For the podr Boy's lofs, 

Tve brought ^ noble Friend*. 1 found in Travel, 

A worthier Mind, and a more temperate Spifir, . ', i 

If I have fo much Judgment %o difpern 'em^ ^ , 

Man y^t was never Mafter of. . 
-^/iV(f . What is he f 
VaL A Gendertiah, I do aflUr6 myfeliF, 

And of a worthy Breeding, thoqgh be hide it ; 

J found him at Valentiay po6r and needy. 

Only his Mind the Matter of a Tfeafure, 

I fought Y\\% Friendfhip, won him by much Yioleiicei 

His Honefty and Modcjly (|iU fcving ^ 

Tq 
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To thruft a Chargfs upop mc ; how I love bfin,' ' 
He Ihall now kii6w^ #here Wanl aad he herder 
Shall be no mare Umttanioiis % ufrlte noUy^ 
It is my WilU §;oGd Sifter, all I have < : i 

I make hkii ffi^^mpifiion in, ami Partner, 
But pnly— ^ ,. r 

jSice, I obftrvc y«, h<dd your Right there. 
Love and hi^fl&ile ailcMrs no Rtvak^ BMtber» 
Ha (hall have &ir H^flard, and all Oblervanoa^ 

^)r/. You Ve welcome, noble Sh^i ' 

Val. What, Monficur /5^/irj/v • ^O 

rrngjad to fee ybijr inerry Bodj^ well yet. ' 
• ^. 'Faith y' ate wcltome-HiHnei, what Newi beyond 
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Seas?>^ 
Val. None, but new Men expected, fkcb as yoii ait^ 
To breed new Adihiratiofns ; ^ti* my Sifter, ^ v ^ 
^JPray y' know her, Sir. :: -^^^ 

Jffyl. With all my Heart s your leave. Lady ? 
^(fiw. You have tt. Sin ^ ^ r ^ - 
i^/. A Ihrewd fniact touch, whicb does pmgndftkale 
A Bqdy keen and a£kiv4s; fomewhac'' 6k]^ 
f| But that*s all one') Age brings Experienoe c 
And Knowlec^e to Ditpatch 1 1 muft be better. 
And nearer iiih my Sehrice, wkh your leave, 
To this fair Lady. «<^^i^ • ^x_ - _j 
Fal. ' W^ar, the old 'Squire of Dames ftilU- ^^ 
Hyl. Still the Admirer of their Goodnefis $ widi all mjF 
Heart now, 
I love a Woman of her Yev^ >a P^cer 
That lays . the Bridle in her Neck, will trav4 
F6ity ; and fomewbat fiilfome h a fine Di^. 
The^ yopng Colps are too skittiih. 

Enttr Mary. 

jBice. My Coufin Mary 
In all hi^r Joy, Sir, to congratulate 
lif our fall* return. 

VaU My loving and kind Coufin, 
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For your (afeVofi^, aind Return, .-. . .. .j^, ! ,, ^ ,^ ^ , 

VaL I thank ye r^*^fi } ;- ♦. - •v.v. .1 . .^ . , 

But ^)^txe%mf^&^^0Hn\^.^^^ Zi'^l 

In Vifitation. ^ ,.^... f ., j.,;! 

I left her j^n h«r; KpeC5» !«ha^ki!j&^^ I . ;, » 

With Teawapd J?W jers* Jh . ,! ^.;. :;^i Iv / 

^tf/. Ye have given nie jpo wucfi'ComlbrL 

Mary. She will not be 16Ag from ye. 

Hyl. Your fair Coqftf^^ic v.; ....v ,/ .^ ,,^ 

VaL It isfo, and aBauyou^c^niiftf; t^k^3i{i|» .^ <^ 
If your old Rule rc%n Jrv you, ye rr^aj^, Jf^jiQvv |jcif. 

The pooreft of your Servants vows his Dytjj ^^ _ 

Mtfry. O ;tit4Ki6,y«a would, fe^ ^, , ^,^; 
Take it, and tye your Tongue up. ^. var- * 7 *t 

Hyl. I'm grt Aft :..;.. : f, . .11; ; ,^ 

I do perceive now, a blind" Afs,^ a p^QQk(^e?^is^ ^. 
ibh1ihi^b;J^Mdl^ner9, . this lh|u;!tif|t; 4ipn ij$ 
Body and Bone? : C^m\m a j|i9HBN.^«^f^^ .5 ^. 
What Eyes an4 Iaw^ sffhzn every „ thing ^fepH| per ? ;; 
How likc^a Sww fee fwirp^ h^rjPv^,, a^ ^^ \i V 
Her fily«r Breafts i .This is^ the 'WQa?a,rH; ih^, -'^ *^ 
And only Ihe, that I will fo much hoi^it^ j ^ . ; 1 
As to think wpr(by of my^Lovip) 41 :lE^)dc£;jk|crfs^^^ 
i hmrtBjr abhtar, and^W to Gun'^^pder^ ^ ' y? ^ 
And all Complexions befides hers, toX^ypl^s.- /j ^^ ^ 

Enter, French at one 'Di0rj and CcVMe Mt anoimr^ i 

Fal. d niy .dear Life^^rty better ttearf, ;^lfi Danger^ [ 
Diftrefles in my Travei, ^U Misfortunes,> ' '.' 

Had they been end le(s like the Hours updrtihe^ ^ ^ 
In this Kifs had been buried m Oblivion ; 
How happy have ye made me, truly happy? 

{i) A hapfy ftockye MWi-> » * m } Thit is Jiia4e a €6iitteuid# 
of Valentine' ^ Speech, by aa Omii&on of Hjl<ki\ fi^mf^ in tbe |dr- 
iper Editions, 
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0^*My Joy has <9 mucSPvcr-maftewAc^^^ 
That in my Tears for your irwrn-^ — -- ' '^ 

r^/. Odcareft ; \ 

My noble Friend too! What a BleflcdneiTs 
Have I about me now ! How full 'my Wifhcs 
Are come again* a thcwftncj l^art^y Welcomes 
I apc& nwjTc lay upon ye ; all I have. 
The fair and liberal Ufc of all my Servants ^^^ ^ 

Ta be at fcuir Command, aqd a|l the Ute$ 
Of all within my Power. 

Fran. Ye're tog munificent, ? 

Nor am I able to conceive t^ofe Tbinjci, Sir^ - 

( 2 ) Fai' Ye wrong my tender Loye now. ^ Ifven mf 
Service, 
Nothing excepted, nothing ftuck between u? 
And our ip(?fe Aflfeaionsbut this Womaj^ ,J^ ; 
This I befecch ye Friend* ,, 

Fran. It is a Jewel,^ ^ ' , 

I do confefs, woijld makc^ 4 T^^^ .^^ WW 
Of him that's io much ^ours, and boo^ your^ 3ervMt 1 
That were a bafe IngratiiiKte;, ,. , > ,c. a 

r^. Ye are Noble, , , r - 

•Pray be acquainted with her j I^ ygun- fl^, 3WV 
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(2) Val. J9 '^ong m^$qn4er io*ife n9tA>^ iven mj i^rwie^^ 

ihi Mr iit§irt dffi&U9n bwt /i^# W9mmi\ • The firft 

Une 19 ^vflry flMcuTc : Whoever ponfid^rai cks Tum af tbi P<rud viu 
feelMitu^attab^JQiAeil^i^ (|i« fecoi^, <\s if h^MQ4^'WCNild 
not 9iii9f$x lu^ S^rfice. I^ is evident that the Word ac%eUtd \% a 
Corrttpmnr, ^nd* fhouM be excepted. T&erc are two Wayy cf folving 
the Difficttltyi oCihc firft Lmm; ^ either lif mafcuig k He^ moFe than 
&ying» ^^ fam^iir n^ Hmi^ Ufv^ md i^rvice. Bttft tkm tho 
enhancing Particle £<v<uir is. iMp^4uqiQ% I th«rpfore<iim this Pattide 
into a Verb, a^d rcarf, # ' 

^ oor^ff^ j92^ tender Love now. Even my Seriict^ 
Nothing excepted, fs^r. 



i. c. Thu Jhall be femtei equal 'wtib tnyfelfx or ixftB a Service 
€fm^ H ^ka$^fwbicb is p^'d to me. The Expreffion 11, I allow, ob* 
fcttre, but the bed Poets are not always free from Obfcurity ; Brevity 
is the Soul of Poetry, but it often begets Dif&cultki of Conftraaion. 

Mary. 
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3$o MoffJ^eiif^-Thomsii, 

IfJk ffff Mary. If aw thing in our poor Powers, i|ir ^y-, / 
^//•rfCr To render yc 'Content, and libera! W^lcooic- ^' /* 
; ^^ i^ii^May but appearr command it ^ ^ 

^'^•^ ir. YefliaUfindus._ ... . ^ .'/ 

Happy in our Perforipainw ^'^: '. * ^^<^*'i :> 
/?rtf». The poor ServaAt "/ ' ' * ' ' '^^'^^ '■ • 

Of both ybur Goodnefles prcfents his SerVfce>'^ * 
Val. Come, no more Cbttipliment ; Cuftop!! has tn^ it 

Pull, old, and tedious ; ye are once more wekrofnfe- 

As your own Thoughts caninafcc ye^ and tKe'feriie ever. 

And ft) we'll in to ratifie it. 

Jjs wild Oats yet come over? ' 
^ yal. Yes, with me. Sir; * y 
Mary. How does he bear himfclf ? 
VaL A great deal better ; ^'- c 

Why do you blu(h ? The Gentleman wUI d6 w^f^^ 
Jlfiiry. I ihould be glad on V Sir. , ^ * 

i^ii/. How does his Fatbcr ? , ',^: 

flyl. As hiaid a Worm as ^tt he wa4. . ; *^; ' ^ . 
' f^/. flooktfbPt: ^ ♦ ' .;: i . ; V 

Shall wc cn^y your Company ? ; /^' 

/(y/. JMl wait on ye : , - i ,. . 

OnlyaThought or twq. ^ ^ ^ ^ I -^ ^* . 

f"^/. We bar all Prayers. [Munt aUhi'W^ 

H^L This laft Wench! Ay, tbii'Jaft Wcndf ^ a 
fiair 9ne, - - . 

A dairtty W'w^hi ^ right one; a Devil ta^e ii. 
What dol 4ii ? To've fifteen now in likiog^.v 
Enough a Mail would think to ftay my Stomadi ? 
But whatV fifteen, or fifteen Score to my Tfiou^its? 
And wh^crefore are mine Eyes made, and hi^ve Lights, 
;But toencfcale my Obje6b ? This hllWeoch r^. 
'Sticks plaguy ck>fe to me, a huMred Pound 
i were ai dofc to her ; if I lov'd now. 
As many fooliih Mep do, I ihould ^un mad|.. 
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S C E N E If., 

Enter Old Sth^&.hn^ and Lf^iAcdoc. 

Seh. Sirrahf no more of your French Shrugs, 1 adtrife you. 
' If you be Ibufy, (hift yourfcll;. 

Laun. May it pleafe your Wor^iip. 
Seb. Only to fee my Son, my Son, good Lamcelpi ; 
Tour Matter and my Son -, Body O me. Sir, 
No Mony, no more Mony, MonGeur Launcelot^ 
Nor« Denier, fweet Signior ; bring the Peribnt 
The Perfon of my Boy, my Boy Tom^ Monficjar 'tbomets^ 
Or get you gone again, du gala wbecy Sir j 
Bdffa mi cuy good LaunceloU 'UMtoJe^ - 
My Boy or nothing. . 

Laun. Then to anfwer pundlually. 
Seb. I fay to th* purpole, 
Laun. Then I fay to th' purpofe, 
Becaufe your Worfliip*s vulgar Underftandfng / 
May meet me at the neareft ; your Son, jby IV^fter* 
Ot Monfieur fiomas^ ( for fo his Travel ftiles him ) 
Through many foreign Plots that Virtue meets with^ 
And Dangers (I befeech ye give Attention) 
Is at the laft arriy'd, to ask 
. (As th' B'encJbr Man calls it fwectly ) 
Your Bencdidlion de jour en jour. 

Seb. ^$irrah^ (3) don't conjure me with your French 

Juries. 
Laun. Cbeditfavou^ Monfieur. 
SA, Che d^a vouy Rafcal ; 
Leave me your rotten Language, and tell me plainly^ 
And quickly. Sirrah, left I ci^ck your French Crown. 
What your good Maftor means^ I have maintain*d 

(3) Jimy conjure «r> nvithyour f finch Ftfries. ] The old 

Man not undcrftinding the ExprcBion di j(nir-4n^J9uri repeats the 
Ettgiijh Words tktt are Acar^ it in Sound'i tM: in the old QuartP q£ 
thb Play, it is hard to diftinguilh whether the Uft fWord be Juriet. 
or Furies ; I prefer the Former, and think the Sitnililode of Sounds 
more in Charafter than any Allnfion betv^een the ruries and Con« 
juration. "* * . . . > 

You 




You and your Monfieur^ aapl take it, Launcelot^ 
Thcfc two Yars at your dniti vom^ your jours. 
Jour me n6 more, for not another Bumy 
Shall pafa iniji J%fe. r tr * ••- :, 

JL^iv/r. ' Your Wprfliip is erroneous. 
For as I told you, your Sop 7i^, br fbomusj 
My Maftcr and your Son is now arrivM 
To ask your (as our Language bcirs it nearcft) 
Quotidian Blcfling, and hc'^ liere in Pcrfon. ^ 

. Enter Thomas. , 

Seh What, Tern! Boy," welcome 1*ith all 'my Mttt, 
Boy ' * 

Welcome, 'faith thou haft gladded tne at 8«ul, Bby^ : 
Infinite glad I am. I have prayed too, Tthmas^ 
For you wild Thomas, "tom^ I thank thee heartily* '' 
For goming home. 

Tbo. Sir, I do find your Prayers 
Have much prevaird above my Sins. 

Seb. How s this ? 

Tho. Elfe cfcrtain I had ptrifliM with my rudencft^ 
Ere I had Won myfelf to that Dilbfetlori 
I hope you ihall hereafter find. 

Seb, Humh, huriih, i^ ' 

Difcrction ? Is it come to that ? I'he Boy's fpoird. . 

72v. Sirrah, you Rogue, look for*f, fori will mfakettio 
Tea times more mjfcrable than thou thought*!^ tbyfiSf ^ 
fiefore thou travelPdft ; thou h^lt tokl nty Fktt|QfS 
I know it, and I find it, all my Rogueries 
By meer way of prcventibn to undo me. 

Laun^ Sir^ a$ I fpeak eight Languages, I ohlf ^ 
Told him you came to ask hii B^n^di^ion^ ; "* 

De jour en jour. '^ / ^' 

^0. But that I niuft be civil, 
rd beat thee like a Dog. Sir, however .^ 
The Time I have nrirpent, may m^ke you doubtft^ 
Nay harden yow Belief 'gainft my <JonyerfiQn«~«^ 

Seb. A Pox o^ Travel, Ilay. 

Tbo. Yei^ dear Father, 
Your own Experieoce in my after Courfcs ■ 

# Ehtfi 









£»/^r Dorothea. 
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5^^. Prithee no more, 'tis feiirvf \ ih<^^s tfi/ Sittfc^— 
Undone 'wiAnut Rcdcmptfon 5 he eatr With Ffeks, 
Utterly fpofl'd, his Spirit b4ffled in him:"^ ; ' 
How have 1 fin'd that this Aflirft fen ' * . -r "- . 
Should light fo heavy on me ? iVe iid nfjore Softs; 
And this nd*lii**S-mitte own, no fpark of Nktuni 
Allows him mine now, he*S groWh Tailte ; my gfand Oirfir 
Hang o'er hb Head that thus transform'd thee :' Travel? 
Pll fend mj^ Horft to travel next y we'Monfieuf-^ ' 
No^ will itiy moft^attbnlcaFdcar Neighbburs ' ' ' 
Say, I have found my Son, and rqoyc^ with me; 
Beciufc he h«s meMTd Ms marf Tricks off: I know rtot; ' 
But I am^^toe this^Mohfieur, this fitic Gentleman 
Will never be in my Books* like mad fhomas^ 
I mtjft go feek an •Heir, for my IhReHtant^ 
Mufl: not turn Sec^ctiry ; my Name and Quality * 
Has kept my *Land thf ee hiimircd Ye^H in madneft, ' \ 
And it flip liow, mifi fink. ' , ' ' [ExU. 

Vm glad to fee fhe»%dl 5 but whcrc?i5 itiy Father ? ' 

Dor. GoneDifcontentj'll'ftemi • 

rii. He did HI in it. 
As he idpcs all ; for I was uttering " 

A hariaftJme-S^Kftffi'or tWQ, I hav6 fteen ftudylng 
E*er fince I came ifbth Piiris:^ Howglad tofcethec ! 

/)w<^^ *«f fehdAir "t5 fe with more Love too " 

I dare mainuin it, than my Fatfier's forry 
To fee (as he ^uppoles) your Converfion j 
And I am fiife hc^ vejtr, nay more. I knoWlt, 
H'a? prav*d againft it mainly ; but if app^ears, §ir> 
ToUMflftier blind him with that' poof Ooiniorf 
Than in yourfelf correfl: it : dcareft Brother^. * , 
Since there is jn our uniform RefcmbJantt, ', , 

N6 WiMt tft mhk%us two %\k our bar* Sexes ; ' ^ 

!llb^4lnirc one happy Birth prodqc'd ib hidier, > 
Let one more happy Mind-^— : ^ 

Tbo. It fttll be. Sifter, 
For I can do it when 1 lift 1 and yet, Wekb, " ^ ' 
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Be mad too when I pkaib ; I have the Trkk oa't : 
Beware a TraveUcr. * 
, J)fr* Leav« tha^ TricMpo. - ' 

^0. Not for che|W9rid -^ but whc|;eV||i|i^ Mifter^y 
And prithee ftiy how doa ^e ? I ^s^ to fo^ .s^jer^ > , 
And prefeiKly: I niuft away. 

Dor. Then do i% • , 

For o^ iny Faith fhe will not fee yoni ftrocber* 

fho. Not fee me ? ,PU-. ^ 

Dor. Now you play your true fclf.j ^ v; 

How would my Fatho" love thisf PllaflUrc foo » -' 
^he will not fee you. ; ihe iias heaid (and loudly) ^ . 
The GamboU that you playM fi^ce your departure. 
In every Town ye Came, your lev^ral Mifohiefs^ . - > 
Your Rowfe s an^ your Wienches ; *ail your Q^xtsk^ ; 
And the rro^caufe s of *?m > thefe,^ I t^ke it», " 

Although ITl^lUV^ ye well^ to modi^ &trs/ *^ 

To one that waited for your ReforaKKifi!^* s )\ 

To which end Travel was pr^^jounded by herXJiicle^^ ; ' 
Mud needs, and Reafm for k, be ex^iinedy 
And by her Modefty ; and ff ar'd tOQ^tg}^; to^ / ? ' 
To fyle with her Aflfefti^s j ye i^^ve loft her 
For any thii^ Ifee, escii'd ypurfelf, ^^, 

^Tbo. No more of that, fweet Dolly I will be^^ivih 
Dor. But how longi . %/ 

2i&^, Wouki'ft; thquTiave me lofe oty Birth-r^bt? 
Fpr yond old thing wil| disinherit me \ 

If I grow tDO demure *, ^^)Qd iwoet Z)^i» {>r ^ 

Prithee, dear Sifter, l^^tne fee her* ! _ tf*, ^;^j ; 
Dor. No. ; ^ ..^, ._ ■ irtTM 5*.ni 

^ho. Nay, I bcfcech thce,.by thistigni,. ^^ f> • 
Dor^ Ay, fwa^ger. . .; . .>• ^^-; 

7^(?. K lis me, :and be my Friend, Wj^^fwo frtfe Tw^b* 
And fliall we nc^^ grow jptrangm^ . . i . . t 

D^r. 'Tis no; nay Fault. ,, , u*. 

STi?^. Well, theje be other WQiiien|^and; r^meq^bcr, ,4 
You, you w?re the Caufc ofthis j thef cbe «jprc tiftd^tCH 
And better People in 'em^ fare ye well,,^ . -J 

And other Loves ; what Ihall bccj|me oijp^ . 
Aiid oi my Vanities^ begaufc they KSPK^ J^* rt J i ; f 
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tior. Come hither, come^ do you lee that Cloud that 
flics there ? , 
So light arc you, and blown with every Fancy : 
Will ye but make me hope ye may be divil ? 
I know your Nature's fweet enough, and tender. 
Not grated on, nor curbVi : P* you love your Miftrcfi ? 

^0. He lyes that fays I do noti 

Dor. Would ye fee her ? 

^ho. If you pleafe, for it muft be ib* 

Hor. And appear to her 
A Thing to be bclov*d \ 

Tho. Yes. 

Dor. Change then , , . 

A little of your Wildncls into Wifdomi 
And put on a more Smoothncls 1 
I'll do the bed I can to help ye, ]ret 
I do proteft fhe fwore^ and fwore it deeply, {now ? 

She would ne'er fee you more \ whcre's your Man's Heart 
What^ do you faint at this ? . 

^bo. She is a Woman : 
But him fhe entertains next for a Servant^ 
I fhall be bold to quarter, 
. Dor. No thought of Fighting ; 
Go in, and there we'll talk niore \ be but rui^d. 
And what lies in my Power, ye fhall be fure of* [Exeunt^ 

S C £ N E IIL • 

Enter Alice, and Mary^ 

J^ice. Fie cannot be fo wild flilL 

Marf. 'Tis moft certain^ 
Fve now heard all, and all the Truth. 

AUce. Grant all that ; ^ - 

Is he the firft that has been giv^n a loft Man, 
And yet cpirtc fairly home ? He's young and tender. 
And fit for diat Impreflion your AfFeftions 
Shall ftamp upon him. Age brings on Difcretion j 
A Year hence, thefe mad Toys that now pofTefs him 
Will fhew like Bugbears to him. Shapes .to fright him \ 
Marriage diflblvesall thefe like Mifti. 

Vo L. IV. B b Afiiny. 
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Mary. They're gtiWActed 
Hereditary in him, from his Father, , 
And to his Grave thej^Hf hauht him. 

jilice. *Tis^your Ft^r^ 
Which is a wife Part in yttu ; yet yt)Ur Love, 
liowcver you may fcctti Cd kffen it 
With thefe Diflikes, and cht^k it ^ith theft Errors, 
Do what you can, will break oUt to eSctufe him. 
Ye have him in your Heart, and planted, Cc^Iin, 
From whence the Power of Reafon, nor D^fcirecbn, 
Can ever root him. 

Mary. Planted in my Heart, Aunt ? 
Believe it no, I never was fo libera] ; 
What though he Ihew a fo^fo-comely J^felkw^ ' 

Which we call pretty ? Or fay it may be hatidfom? 
What though his Protiiifes may ftuttit!^ ^ 
i'he Power of Goodncfs m hitn, fottietitnts Ufe too? 

Aike. How williftgly thy Heart betrays thee ? Cbufini 
Cozen thyfelf no more i thoU'ft no mote Power 
To leave off loving him, than he that*s thirfty 
Has to abftain from Drink Handing before him ; 
(4) Hb Mind is not fo monftrous. For his Shapes 
If I have Eyes, I havfc not feen his better. 
A handfom brown Complexion. 

Mary. Reafonable, 
Inclining to a Tawny. 

Met. Had I faid fo 
You would have wilh^d my Tongue out v then his making^ 

Mary. Which may be mended j I have fccnLcgs ftiaigltter, 
•And cleaner made. 

Jlice. A Body too. 

Mary. Far neater^ 
And bttter fet together. 

jilice. God forgive tbee, 
For *gainft thy Gonfeiencef thou Jy*ft ftubbornly^ 

Mary. I gr^nt 'tift neat enoughs 

^w. *Ti3 excellent. 
And where the outward Fm» ard &ir and lovely, 

'(4) Jfi* Mind it not fi mnfirntf far kit Shape ;] Former Edition 

(Which 



liibnfieur Thomas/ 387; 

( Whfch a)rfe but Moukfe oW Mind) what muft tlie Soul be ? 
Put cafe Youth has his fwinge, and fitry Nature 
FJames to mad Ufes many times. 

Mar^. All this 
ifd^ tnly ule to mfake mef fiy I love Mm j 
I do confefs I do, but that my Fondne(s 
Should flifig itMf upon His defp6^ate Poflie^. 

jiUce. I do not counftl that, fee him fecfeini'd ftrft, ' 
Which wHl not proVtf a Mfracle, yit Mdftyi 
I am afraid *twill vex thee horribly 
To (lay fo long. 

Mary. No, no AiH^t, nbi hilicVd rtife. 

-^^Vr.What was your Dream to'l^igfe * F6^1 obferv^d jte 
Hugging of me, with good dea^ i^^tS/i tofn, 

Mary. Fie, Aunt, 
Upon my Confcience. '* 

Ma. On my Word 'tis true, Weiith i 
And then ye kifsM me, Mdry^ nWW eHart dhte t(fd^ 
And figh'd, and O fweet Tom again i niay, dd nOC Miifh, 
Ye have It at the Heart, Wenehu - "*• '^ '^ 

t . ' Majry, PH be hang*d ffrft, 
But you muft have your way* 

Enter Doro0hca« 

Alice. And fo will you too^ 
Or break down Hedges for it. 'bombi^y 
The Wdd6rti'ft Woman living i h^ir d^ds ehy Brother ? 
I hear hd's turAM a woncfro^ civ'it Oelitte^iain 
Since hii Ihort TfavtK 
' tibf. •Pray Hiav'n he ntek^ it gotid, Mce. 

Mary. How do ye Friend ? I have a quarrel to ye, 
Ye ftole away and left ray Company. 

Dor. O pardoA me,- dear Friend^ it was to wekx)me*^ 
A Brother that I have fome Caufe to love well, 
; iWJzry. Prithee how is he? Thou fpeak'ft Truth. 

Dor. JNot perfedl, 
I hope he will be. 

Mary. Never : H^as forgot iftc, 
I hear Wench, and his hot Lov6 too. 

Alice. Thou would'ft howl then. 

Bb 2 Mary. 






1 

388 Monjieur Thomas. 

• 

Mary, And I am glad it (hould be fo : his Travels 
Have yielded him variety of MiftrefleSy 
Fairer in his Eye far. 

AUce. O cogging Rafcal ! 

Mary. I was a Fool, but better Thou^ts, I thank 

Heaven. t 

Dor. 'Pray do not think fo, for he loves you. dearly. 
Upon my Troth moft firmly, would fain fee you. 
Mary, See me. Friend ! Do ypu think it fit? 
Dor. It may be, 1 

Without the lofs of Credit too ; he*s not 
Such a prodigious Thing, fo monftroust 
To fling from all Society. 

Mary. He's fo much contrary 
To my Defires, fuch an Antipathy, 
That I muft fooaer fee my Grave, 

Dor. Dear Friend, 
He was not fo before he went. 

Mary. I grant it, 
For then I daily hopM his fair Converfion. | 

Alice. Come, do not mask yourfelf, but fee him'fireely. 
Ye have a Mind. 

Mary. That Mind I'll mafter then. 
Dor. And is your Hate fo mortal ?. 
Mary. Not to his Perfpn, 
But to his Qualities, his Mad-cap Follies, 
Which ftill like Hydra*^ Heads grow thk:ker on hiai. 
I have a Credit, Friend, and Maids of my fort 
Love, where their Modefties may live untainted. 
Dor. I give up that hope then j 'pray for your Fricnd'i 
fake, . 
If I have any Interell within ye. 
Do but this Courtefie, accept this Letter. 
Mary. From him ? 

Dor. The fame 5 'tis but a Minute's reading. 
And as we look on Shapes of painted Devils, 
Which for the prefent may difturb our Fancy, 
Bat with the next new Objeft lofe *em, fo 
If this be foul, ye may forget k^ 'pray. 
Mary. Have ye fecn it, Friend ? 

Dor. 
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Bor. I will not lye ; I have not, 
But I pfrefume, fo much he hpnours you. 
The worft part of bimfclf was caft away 
>Vhcn to his beft Part he writ this. 

Mary. For your fake. 
Not that I any way fhall like his Scribling. 

jtUce^ A ihrewddiflembling Quean. 
^ Dor. I thank ye, dear Friend, 
I know (he loves him. 

4lice. Yes, and will not lofe him, 
Unlefs he leap into the Moon, believe that. 
And then flic'Jl fcramble tooj^ young Wenches Loves ' 
Are like the courfe of Quartans, they, may fhift 
And fecm to ce^fe fometimes, and yet we f(;e 
The lead Diftemper pulls 'em back again. 
And feats 'em in their old Courfe \ fear her not, 
Unlefs he be a Devil. 

Mar.' Now Hcav'iitblefs me. ^ 

. Dor. What has he writ ? 

Mary. Out, out upon himr 

Dor. Ha, what has the mad Man done? 

Mary. Worfe, worfe, and worfc ftill. • 

Jlice. Some Northern Toy, a little broad, 

Mary. Still fouler ? 
Hey^ hey Boysj goodnefs keep me ; Ob. 

Dor. What ail yc ? 

Mary. Here, take yourSpell again, it burns my Fingers. 
Was ever Lover writ fo fwect a Letter, 
So elegant a Stile ? Pray look upon'tj 
The rarcft Inventory of rank Oaths 
That ever Cut-purfc caft. 

jilice. What a mad Boy is this ? 

Mdry. Only I'th' bottom 
A little Julip gently fprinkled over 
To cool his Mouth, left it break ourin Blifters, 
Indeed laWy Xpursfor ever. 

Dor. I am forry. 

Mary. You (hall be welcome to me, come when you 
. pleafe. 
And ever may command me vcrtuoufly •, 

B b 3 . Bu5 
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But for your Brother, yoM muft pardon me, 

'Till I am of his Nature, no Accefs^ Frieivl, 

No word of Vifitatioti, as ye iov/e me. 

And fo for now 1*11 leave yc. {Edl. 

Jlice What a Letter 
Has this thing. wriKco, how k roars like TJiunder ? 
With what a State h^ eooers into Stile I 
Dear Miftrefs. I 

Dor. Out upon him, Bedlapi. 

Alice. Well, there be ways Co reach her yet: Such 
likenefs 
Aa you two carry, mediinks. 

Dor. I am mad too, 
jAind yet can apprehend ye : Fare ye well. 
The Fool Ihall now fiCh for himfclf. 

jUice. Be fure then 
His tewgh be tith and (Irong : And next no fweariAg, 
He'll catch no Fifli elfe : Farewel,«I>pA 

Dor. Farewel, Alice. [E^ctunti 



ACT II SCENE I 

£;7/^r Valentine, Alice, WCellide. 

Ccl T Ndeed he is much changed, extremely altered, 
X ^^^ Colour faded flrangely too. 

Vat. The Air, 
The fharp and nipping Air of our new Climate 
I hope is all, which will as well reftore 
To Heakh again th* affe<aed Body by k, 
And make it ftronger far, as leave it dangerous ; 
How does my Sweet, our bkffcd hour comes on now 
Apace my Cellide^ it knocks at Door ; 
In which our Loves, and long Defires like Rivers 
Rifing afundcr far, (hall fell together. 
Within thefe two Days, Dear. 

Cel, When Heav'n, and you. Sir, . i. - 
Shall think it fit : For by your Wills Tm govcrn*d. 

Alice. 'Twcre good fome Fi-eparation. 

Enter 



Enter Francis. 

Val. AlH that maybe: 
It (hall be no blind Wedding : APid 'all the Joy 
Of all our Friends I hope : Hft looks woj?(e hourly ; 
How docs my Friend, myfelf? He fweats too coldly^ 
His Pulfe, like t)\% flow droppwg pf a( Spour, * . 
Scarce gives hisFundtioo: J^ow is't Man.? Alas, Sir, 
You look extreme ill : Is it ;|ny q\^ ^ripf, 
The weight of vsth^hTrrr-- 

Tran. None, gentle. Sir, th^X^txi^ 
Your Love is too too tendct, ' 

Nay, believe, Sir. 

Cel. You cannot be the Matter of ypu^ Heajth* 
Either fbme Fever lies in wait tp c^t^ih, ye. 
Whole Harhing(^a already in yp^r ^ace 
We fee preparing : Or fome Di^cjofitenFi^ 
Which if it lie in this Houfe, I darti l^y 
Both for this noble Gentleman, and s^L 
That live within it, (hall as readily 
fie purg'd away, and with as much caife^ fbfcea'4» 
And where the Caufe is. \ 

Fran. •Tis a Joy to be ill, 
Where fuch ^ v,i«tuou$ fair Ehyfigi^n 
Is ready to relieve : Youi; ripbt Qfls;^ * 
I muft, and ever fhall be thaijjf ((^ foif, 
y^nd would my Service-- (^ ^aXfe; n9t look upon her) 
But be np^ £^^9, I feel npthing dangerous, 
A grudging caus'd by th* Alteration 
Of Air, may hang upon me : My Heart's whole, 
( I would it ^e^). 

VaL I knew the Caufe to be fo. 

Fran. No, you fhall ne^er koaw it. 

Alice^ SQ^}t ^2fn\ Brojchs 
To purge the 91f>9d,^ and keeg ipMX Bed a Day, Sir, 
And fweat it out. 

Cel. I ha\;e fu^^i Cordials^ 
That if you \yill but promile me |p ^ake *em. 
Indeed you {hall be well, ^d, very (quickly, 
rU be your Dq^o/j^ yop (haH ^e how ^ncly 

. Bb4 ru 
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JMl* fetch yc up again, a \.,/: , 

Val. He fweats extremely : , . 

Hot, very hot:. His Fulfe beats like a Drum now, 
* Feel Sifter, feel, feel Sweety 

Fran. How that touch ftung me ? 

Val. My Gown there. 

Cel. And thofe Julips in the Window, 

jllice. Some fee his 3ed made, 

Val. This is moft unhappy, 
^ake courage Man, 'tis nothing but an A^e, 

Cel. And this (hall be the laft Fit. 

Fran. Not by Thouiands : 
Now what 'tis to be truly ^)iierab]e, 
I feel at full Experience. 

Alke. He grows fainter. 

Val. Come, lead him in, he fhall to Bed : A Vomif, 
V\\ have a Vomit for hin^. 

Mce. A Purge firft. 
And if he breathed a Vein. 

VaL 1^0, no, no Bleeding, 
A.Clyfter will cool all. • 

Cel Ete of good chear. Sir. 

Jlice. He's loth to fpeak, 

Cil. How har^ he holds my Hand, Aunt ? 

Jlice. I do not like that Sign. 
V(il. Away to^s Chamber, 
Softly, he's full of Pain, be dilijgent 
With all the Care ye have : Wpuld I had 'fcuaM him. 

[Exeunt^ 

' S d E N E II. 

Enter Dorothea, and Thomas^ 

I)or. Why do you rail at me ? Do I dwell in her 
To force her to do this or that ? Your Letter, 
A Wild-fire on your Letter j your fweet Letter ; 
You are fo leariied in your Writs : Ye ftand now 
As if y* had worried Sheep : You muft turn T^PP^i 
And fuddeniy, and truly, and diferectly 
f^t pn the ShaTC of Order and Ifumanity^ 

Of 
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Or you muft marry Malkyn the May Lady : 
You muft, de^r Brother: Do you make me Carrier 
Of your Confound-me's, and your Culvcrings ?' 
Am I a feehiily Agent for your Oaths ? ' . 
Who would have writ fuch a debofh'd ? 

Tho. Yoyr Patience, 
May not a Man profefs his ^Love t 

Dor. In Blafphemics ? 
Rack a Maid's tender Ears^ wkh Pams and D.evils ? 
( 5O Out, out upoa thee. . ] 

7i&^. How would ye have me write ? 
Begin- — mtb my Lovefremifed ? furelyp 
jind by niy truly ^ Miftrefs. 

Dor. Take your own courfe. 
For I fee all PerfuaGon's loft upon ye : 
Humanity, all drown'd : From this Hour fairly • 
ril wafli my Hands of all ye do: Farcwcl, Sir. 

7i&^. Thou art not mad ? 

Dor. No, if I were, dear Brother, 
I would ke^p you Company : Get a new Miftreft, / 
(6J Some Suburb Saint, that Six-pence and fbme O^tfis 
Will draw to parley : Carowfe her Health in Cans 
And Candles Ends, and quarrel for her Beauty, 
Such a Sweetheart n^uft fcrve your turn ; your old Lovq 
Releafes ye of all your Ties, difclaims ye, 
And utterly abjures your Memory 
*Tili Time has better manag'd ye^, will ye command me—* 

TZ^a. What, bobb'd of all fides? 

Dor. Any worthy Service 
Unto my Father, Sir, that I may tell him. 
Even to his peace of Heart, and much rejoicing, 
Yc arc his true Son Tom ftill ? will it pleafe ye 

(^) Tho. Q»/, out upon ibie!] This fepms the Conclufion of /?^r#- 
fbeas Speech, not the fiegiiaiiiiig of Tbomaj^s, whofp Stiiq wide|/ 
(differs from this. 

(6) Some Sttbur If Saints tbaf Six-pence and fame others 

Will dram) to parley : ] The NecefTity of reading Oatbs 

bere inftead of others is too evident to need a Proof. The Miilakepro- 
Jiably arofe from fpelling Oaths with an Othes,, which I have often 
9iet \yith in our Authors, a&d in other Writings of their Age. 

Tp 
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To beat fome half ^ Qozen of bi$ Seri^^nts prefentl^^ 
That I may tcftifie you hav^ brought the fame F^th 
Unblcmifb^d home* yc carriecj oyt ?. Or if it Jilfc you, 
Thert be two Chambermaids withiq, yoking Wcnchejj, 
Handfom and apt for Exercife : Vqu h^vc been gpod^ ^ir^ 
And Charitable, though I fay it. Seigneur, 
To fuch poor Orphans i Aqd now, by th' way I thipk on't 
Your young Rear Admiral, I mean your laft Baftard 
Don Jobn^ ye had by Lady Bkncb the Dairy Maic^ 
Is by an Academy of learned Gypfie^, 
Forefecing fome ftrange Wpndcr in the Infant, 
Stoln from the Nyrfe, knd wander? with thpfc Prophets. 
There is Plate in the Parlour, and ^ood ftore, S\Xy 
(7) When you want, fliajl fupply it. So rpoft huinbly 
(Firft rendring my. due Service) I take Iqaye, Sir. E^^i. 
Tbo. Why DoU^ why Boll I fay ; My Letter fub|^'^ too^ 
And noafxefs without I na^d mv^ni^ers? 
All my Defigns in Limbo? I will have her. 
Yes, I will have her^ thougji.the pevil roar. 
I am refolv^d that, if (he*live abovp (ground, 
1*11 not be bob*d ?th* Nofe wjth ;ev(?ry Bpbtail : 
I will be civil too, now I think bettfrs. 
Exceeding civil, ..wpndrous fine] j( q^rried : 
And yet be mad upon occaQon, 
And ftark mad too, and fave mjf l^and : My Fathers 
I!ll have my Will of him, bow e*er my Weach gpcs. 

Enter Sebaftian, and Launcelot. 

Seh: Sirrah, I fay ftill you have ^M your Matter : h»vc 
your Stitches : 
I fay thou haft fpoil'd thy M^fter. 

Laun. I fay how. Sir? 

Sob. Marry thou'ft taught him like an arrant Rafcal, 
Firft to read perfedly : Which on my Blefling 
I warn'd him from ; for I knew if he read once. 
He was a loft Man. Secondly, Sir Launcelot^ 
Sir lowfie Launcelot^ ye have fufFcr'd him 
Againft my Power firft, then againft my Precept, 

(7) Wbea your Vt^U/^al/fuffff if,} Former Editions, 

To 
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To keep that fimpering hn of People company, 
That fobcr Men call civil : Mark yc f hat, Sir ? 

Laun. Antft plealc your Worship. 

Seb. It docs npt pleafe my Worfliip, 
^for fliall npt pleafe my Wor(hip : Thifdly and laftfy^ 
"Which if the JL^w i^^re here, I woijld hang thise ibr^^ 
(However I will lanie thee) like a Vill^ip, ^ 
Thou haft wrought him 

lE^kan to forget whac 'fis to dp a M^fchief, r 

A handfom Mifchief, fuch as thou knew'ft \ \pfd well. 
My Servanifivall are found now, n^y Prink fowr'd. 
Not a Horfe pawn'd, nor play'd ^w?y • No Warrants 
Come for the Breach of Peace. 
Men travel with their Mony, and notj^jfig mqecs *em: 
I was accurs*d to fend thee, thoii wer^ em 
Leaning to JUazinefs, and lofs of Spirit, 
T|iou ilept'ft <lill like ^ Cork upon tfje Watp??. 

Laun. Your Worfhip knows, I fsvpr was accoi^n^ed 
The moft debofh'd, and pleafe you to remep)bcr. 
Every Day drunk tpo, for ypjjr Wpffhip'? Credit, 
1 broke the Butler's Head too. 

Seb. No, (8) bafe Pall^ard, 
I do remrmber yet th«: Onflaught, ?h9H waft bea^n, 
And flcd^ft before the putlpr ; ^ ^jac)c Jacfc 
Playing upon th^e furjpufly, } i^w it : 
J fa w xbee icauer'd Rpgue, bchp}d (hy M^^r^ 

Enter Thomas, with a Book. 

. TTbo. What fweet Content dwells here ! 
. Laun. Put up your Book, Sir, 
'W^ arc all undone elfe. 

Seb. 7om^ when is the Horfe-race ? 

^0. I know i)Ot, Sir. 

Sek You will be there? 

Tho. Npt |, Sir, 
I have fergot thofc Journeys. . 

Seb. Spoil'd for ever. 
The Cocking holcjs at Derby, and there will be 

(8) Ba/e Palliard.] Palliurd, a Debauchee, z^Wbort-jmaieri 
from il^i^ French, Skinner^ 

Jack 
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Jack mid'Oats^ and mil Purfer. 

Tifli. I am forry. Sir, 
They fhould employ their Time fo flcnderly. 
Their Underftandings will bear better Gourlcs. 

Seb. Yes, I will marry again : But Monfieur Thomas^ 
What (ay ye to the Gentleman that challengM ye 
Before he went, and the Fellow ye fell out with ? 

fbo. O good Sir, 
Remember not thofe Follies ; where I have wrongM, Sir, 
(So much I've now learned to difcern myfelf ) 
My Means, and xny Repentance fhall make even, 
Nor do I think it any Imputation 
To let the Law perfuade me, 

Seb, Any Woman : • 
I care not of what Colour, or Complexion, 
Any that can bear Children : Reft ye merry. [fia^. 

JLaun. Ye have utterly undone, clean difchargM me, 
Pm for the ragged Regiment, 
^ Tho. Eight Languages, 
And wither at an old Man's Words ? 

Laun. O Pardon me. 
I know him but too well : Eightfcore I take it 
Will not keep me from beating, if not killing : 
I'll give him leave to break a Leg, and thank him : 
You might have fav'd all this, and fworn a little : 
What had an Oath or two been ? Or a Head broke. 
Though 'thad been mine, to have fatisfied the old Man? 

^bo. V\\ break it yet. 

Lfiun. Now 'tis too late, I take it : 
Will ye be drunk to Night, (a lefs Intreaty 
Has ferv'd your turn ) and fave all yet ? Not mad -drunk, 
For then ye are the Devil, yet the drunker. 
The better for your Father ftill : Your State is delperatc. 
And wkh a defperate Cure ye muft recover it: 
Do fomething, ^do Sir : Do fome drunken Thing, 
Some mad Thing, dr fome any Thing to help us. 

"Tbo. Go for a Fidler then : The poor old Fidler 
That fays his Songs : But firft where lies my Miftrefs, 
Did ye enquire out that i 

Laun. 
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Laun. Teh* Lodge, alone Sir, 
None but her own Attendants. 

I'bo. *Tis the happier : 
Away then, find this Fidler» and do not mifs me 
By oine a Clock. 

Lat^n. Via. {Exit. 

TjHf, My Father*s mad now. 
And ten to one will difinheric me : 
I'll put him to his plunge, and yet be merry. 
What, Ribabald? 

Enter Hylas and Sam. 

Hyl, Don thomafto. 
De bene venew. 

fbo. I do embrace your Body : 
How do'ft thou, Sam ? • 

Sam. The fame Sam ftill : Your Friend, Sir. ' 

^bo. And how is't, bouncing Boys? 

Hyl. Thou art not altered, 
They faid thou wert all Mmfieur. 

no. O believe it, 
I am much alcer'd, much another way : 
The civirft Gentleman in all yopr Country : 
Do not ye fee me altered ?. Tea and nay^ Gientlemen, 
A much converted Man : Where's the beft Wine, Boys? 

Hjl. A found Convcrtite. 

^bo. What, haft thou riwde up Twenty yet ? 

Hyl. By'r Lady, 
I've giv'n a (hrewd pufh at it, for as I take it» 
The laft I fell in Love with, fc6r'd fixtcen. 

^bo. Look to your Skin, Rambaldo^ the ileeping Giant 
Will rowze and rend thee piece-meaL 

Sam. He ne'er perceives 'em 
Longer than looking on. 

Tho. Thou never meaneft then 
To marry any that thou lov*ft ? 

Hyl. No furely> - 

Nor any wife Man I think; Marriage? 
Would you have me now begin to be a Prentice, 
And learn to cobble other Mens old Boots? 

• Sxim. 



\ 



398 Monfieuf^ Thcteia*. 

Sam. Why, you may take a ^aid. 

Hyl. Where ? Can you tell me ? 
Or if 'twere poffible I might get a MdJ<l, 
To what Ufe fliould I put her? Look li^fl befy 
Dandle her upon my Knee, and give her Sug^r^i(j|M ? 
An tHe new Gowns i'th' Parifli will not ple^ h*^ 
If (he be high bred, for th^^'s the 9^^ M Am iti 
>Ior all the Feathers in the Fryars. 

7'bo. Then»take a Widow, 
A good ftanch Wench, that's titb. 

Hyl. And begin a nejiv Order, 
Live in a dead Man's Monument ; not I, Stir, 
IMl keep mine own Road, a true Mendicant^ 
What Pleafure this Day yields mc, I ne'er ^v<ft 
To lay up for the Morrow ; arid methftifcs e^ 
Another Man'5 Cook dreffes my Diet heaffeft. 

Tbo. Thou wiarf Worn to love c9d Wotadi, fit and 
' flat-nos'd. 
And thou would'ft fay they kifs'd like FtoundersV flat 
All the Face over. 

Hyl. I have had fuch Damfcls 
I muft confefs. 

7lo. Thouf hatft bben a precious Rogtie. 
-Sam. Only his' Eyes ; ^ndo* my Coriftidncc * 

The^Jr lie With half the Kingdom. ^• 

Mmer wer tte Stage^ Pbyfteians and ollms. 

Tbo. What's the matter ? 
Whither go all thefe IHen-mtndersy thrfft PHyficftte? 
Whofe Dogs lies fick o^^h' MuUigrobi f 

Sam. O, the Gctttlemart, 
The young fmug Seignior, Mz^tr Fdl^ntke 
Brought out of Travel with him, as I hear. 
Is fain (ick o'th fudden, defperate fiek ; 
And Hkely they go thither. 

Tbo. Who? youT\% Frank? 
The only tempered Spirit, Scholar, SofdJer, 
Courtier i and all in one. Piece? 'tis not poffible. 



Enter 
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Enter Alice. 

. Sam. There*s one can better. fatisfie ^6\h 

Tbo. Miftrcfi AHet^ 
I joy to fee you. Lady. . 

JOice. Good Monfieur ^omas^ 
You're welcotne fronv your Travelj 1 ^ hlfty, 
A Gentleman lies fick. Sir. 

no. And how tioft thbu ? 
I muil know, and I will know. 
• jJJfrtf. Excellent well, 
As well as may bc» thank.ye. 

Tbo. lam gladton't, ; 
And prithee hark. 

jUice. I cannot ftay. 

Tho. A while, Alice. 

Sam. Ne'er look fo narrowly, th* liiark^s i* hit Mouth' 
ftill. ^ 

Hyl. Vrti looking at her Legs, pfilhte be quiet. 

Alice. I cannot ftay . 

Tbo. O fwefct AHce.^ 

Hyl. A clean Inftep, 
( 9 ) And that I love as Life, I did HOC In^rk 
This Woman half fo well tatfore^ hlw ^uick 
And nimble like a Shadow^ thett hef Leg Aew'd ; ' 
By th' Ma& a neat one, thi colour of her Stockings 
A much invking Colour. 

Alice. My gMd MonfieUr, 
I hav6 no time to talk now. 
, Hyl. Pretty Breeches, 
Finely becoming too. 

Jbo. By Heav'n. , . 

Alice. She will not, 
I can affure ye that, and fo. 

Tbo. But this Word. 

( 9 ) And that I kvi a £^#y«-<^] I don't jifcird tbit «s Nonienfe, 
tiZi/ff fpr a J/ my Lift hng^ or for a great dim^g night poiDbly be 
admitted ; but 'tis meSt probtble that the Authors made afe of a com* 
mon Expreflkm rather than fo abftrufe a oae, uttleft ther latter hap' 
pqied to be a Phrafe of that Age now become obfolete. 
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Alice. I cannot, nor I will not— good Lord. .. [-E^i/i 
Hyl. Well, you fliall hear mofe from me. 

^bo. We'll go vifit, 
*Tis Charity \ bcfidcs, I know fhe is there ; 
And under Vifitation I fhall fee her ; 
Will ye along ? 

Hyl. By any Mean$. 

Tho. Be furc then 
I be a civil Man : IVe fport in hand. Boys, 
Shall make Mirth for a Marriage-day. 

Hyl. Away then. [Exm^* 

S C E N E m. 

Enter three Pbyjtcians with an UrinaL 

« 

I Pb% A Pleurifie, I fee it. 

zPhy. I rather hold it 
For tremor Cordis. 

3 Pby. t)o you mark the Faces ? 
'Tis a moft peftilent contagious Fever, 
A Surfeit, a plaguy Surfeit s he muft bleed. 

I Phy. By no means. 

3 Phy. I fay bleed. 

1 Pbf. I fay 'tis dangerous ; , 

The Perfon being fpent fp much before-hand. 
And Nature drawn To low, Clyfters, cool ClyftcT!!. 

2 Phy. Now with your Favours, I fhould think a Vomit \ 
For take away the Caufe, the £^<5t muft follow. 

The Stomach's foul and furr*d, .(lo) the Pot's undcan'd yet* 

3 Pby. No, no, we'll refliify that Part by mild Means, 
Nature fo. funk muft find no Violence.* 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Will't pleafe ye draw near ? the weak Gentleman 
Grows worfe and worfe ftill. 

• * ■ - 

(lo) ilfe Ptf/'/unflamMj£/.] The Stomach by a coarfe 

Metaphor is here call'd the Pot, but miflam^d (hould either bo enflam'i 
or unclean' d ; the farmer is nearer the Trace of the Letters, the latter 
onakes the Metaphor more conMent, and is the more common Expref- 
ifion. I prefer the latter, but think it not material which takes place. 

I Pby. 
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1 Pby. Come, .we will attend him. 

2 Phy. He flialJ do well, my Friend. 
Serv. My Matter's Love, Sir. 

I Phy. Excellent well I warrant thee, right and (Iraigbfii 
Friend. 

3 Pi&y. There's no doubt in him, none at all,nc^er fear him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Valentine, and Michael. 

Mich. That he is defperate fick I do believe well, 
And that without a fpeedy Cure it kills him ; 
But that it lies within/ the help of Phyfick 
Now IX) reftpre his Heajth, or Art to cure him^ 
Believe it you are cozen'd i clean befide it. 
Pd tell ye the true Caufe too, but 'twould vex ye. 
Nay, run yc mad. 

FaL May all I haw reftore him ? 
So dearly and fp tenderly I love him, 
I do not know the Caufe why, yea my Life too. 

2^cb^ Now I perceive ye (q well fet, TU tell you, 
Hei mibi quod nullis Amor eft medicabtlis berbis. 

FaL jJTwas that I only fear'd : Good Friend go from me, 
I find my Heart too full for further Conference j 
You are affpr^d of this ? 

Mic^. 'Twill prove too certain. 
But "bear it nobly, Sir, Youth hath his Errors. 

FaL I Ihall do, and I thank ye-, 'pray yc no Words on*t. 

Micb. I do not ufe to talk. Sir. [£;fi/, 

FaL Ye are welcome : 
Is there no Conftancy in earthly Things, 
No Happinefs in us, but what mud alter i 
No Life without the heavy Load of Fortune ? 
What Miferies we are, and to purielves, 
Ev*n then when full Content feems to fit by us. 
What daily Sores and Sorrows ? 

Enter Alice. 

yllice. O dear Brother, 

Vol. IV. Cc The 
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The Gentleman if eVer ycJtt mw fee hiA ' ' 

Alive, as I think. 

Enter Cellidc. 

ft 

Cef. O he faints, for Heav*n*s fake, 
Foi- tiea^v'n's fake. Sir. 

Fal. (Jo comfort him, dear Sifter. {_Emt Alice. 

And one Word, Sweety with you : Then yircUl go to him. 
What think you of thii Gentleman r 

CeL My Pity thinks, Sir, 
*Tis great Misfortune that he fliould thus peHlh. 

Fai It is indeed^ bbt Celtide, he muft dife. 

Cel. That were ^ Crufelty, ^hert Care may cur« hihi. 
Why do you weep fo, Sir ? He niiHy recover* 

Val. Hfe may, but ivith mach cknger j my (Wi»t Cdliiii^ 
You have a powerful Tdttg*. 

01 T6 66 you Service. 

Val. I will betray his Grief;, he bves a C^tkWoM&iH 
A Friend of yours, whoft Heart andtftet* h^ld^ 
He knows it too; yet fuc^ a IWy bihid t'a^f. 
And his not daring to deliver it^ 
Have wbn upon him, that they muft UriddhUb: 
Never fo howfiil and fo fvWet ^ Spirit 
Misfortune fell fo foiij oh. 

Cel Sure (he's h*^9.heartedi 
That can look on and not relent, and (See^Tyi 
At fuch a Mifery ^ (he is not Vnarried ? 

Vd. Not yet. 

C^/. IS(^or near it ? 
• Val. When flic pleafe^ 

i2eL And pray. Sir, 
Does he defer ye her truly, thaEt flie loves fo? 

Val Hi§ Love may mdrft Aiuch, his Per&n Ihtlfe, 
For there tlie Match Kes tAangled. 

Cel Is he your Friend .? 

Fal He mould be, for fe is neair me. 

Cel Will not he die thefi. 
When th* other fhall recover ? 

^^/. Ye have pos*d me. 

Cel Mcthinks he Ihould go near it, if he ibve hers 

If 
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If ihe love him. 

Vol. She does, and would do equal. ■ ^ 

CeL *Tis a hard cask you put me; ytt for ^our &ke 
I will fpeak to her, all the Art I hftve> 
My beft Endeavours ; all his Youth and Perfbn, 
His Mind more full of Beauty ; all his Hopes i 
The Memory of fuch a fad Example, 
111 fpoken of, and never old i the Curies 
Of loving Maids, and what may be alledg^d, 
I'll lay before her : What's her Name ? Pm ready. 

Fal. But f^ill you deal effedually ? 

Cel, Mofttrulyj 
Nay, were it I iViyftlf, at your Entreaty. 

FaL And could ye be fo pkiful f 

CeL Sodutifuh ' 

Bccaufe you urge it, Sir. 

f^al. It may be then 
It is yourfelf. 

CeL It IS indeed, I know It, 
And now know how ye k)vc me. 

FaL O my Dearcft, 
Let but your Goodnefs judge ; your own part*$ Pity i 
Set but your Eyes on his Affli6tions ; 
He's mine, and fo beoomes your Charge : But think 
What Ruin Nature liifitrs in this young Man, 
What Lofs Humanity, and noble Manhood ; 
Take to your better Judgment my declining. 
My Age hung full of Impotence, and Ills^ 
My Body budding now no more : Seer Winter 
Hath leal*d that Sap up^ at the beft and happioft 
I can but be your Infant, you my Nurfc, 
And how unequal, Deareft 5 where his Teari, 
His Sweetncfs, and his ever Spring of Goodncfs, 
My Fortunes gro wtng in hitin, and myfdf too, 
Which makes him aU yoKir old Love ; mifcoaceive sot, 
I fay not this as weary of my Bondage, 
Or ready to infringe my Faith ; bear witnefs, 
Thofe Eyes that I adore ftiU, thofe Lamps that light nie|» , 
To all the Joy I have. 

€eL Vou've faid (nought Sir, 

C c a And, 
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And more than e'er I thought that Tongue could utter^ 
But you^re a Man, a falfe Man too. 

Val. Dear CeUide. 

Cel. And now, to ihew you that I. am a Woman 
Robb*d of her Reft, and fool'd out of her Fondnefs, 
The Gentleman (hall live, and if he love me. 
Ye (hall be both my Triumph$ \ I will to him. 
And as you carelefly fling off your Fortune, 
And now grow weary of my eafie winning. 
So will I lofe the Name of VaUniinej 
From henceforth all his Flatteries, and believe it. 
Since ye've ib flightly parted with Affcftion, 
And that AfFeftion you have pawn*d your Faith for ; 
From this Hour no Repentance, Vows nor Prayers 
Shall pluck me back again ; what I (hall do, 
(Yet I will undertake his Cure, ^xpedt it) 
Shall minifter no Comfort, no Content 
To either of ye, but hourly more Vexations. 

Val. Why, let him die then. 

CeL No, fo much I have loved 
To be commanded by you, that ev'n now, 
Ev'n in my Hate, I will obey your Wilhct. 

Val. What (hall I do? 

Cel. Die like a Fool unforrow'd, 
A banlcrupt Fool, that flings away his Treafiire; 
I muft begin my Cure. 

Val. And I my Croffes. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. S C EN E I. 

Enter Francis/^*, Phyficiam, and an Apothecary. 

I Pby. r^ L A P on the Cataplafm. 

, . VJ ^^^»* Good Gentlemen, 
Good learned Gentlemen. 

2 Pby. And fee thefc Broths there. 
Ready within this Hour ; pray keep your Arms in, 
The Air is raw, and minifters much evil. 

Fran. Pray leave me j I bcfcech ye leave me, Gentlemen,. 

I 
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I have no other Sicknefs but your Prcfcnce ; 
Convey your Cataplafms to thofe that need 'eoit 
Your Vomits, and your CJyftcrs. 
3 Phy. Pray be rurd. Sir. 

1 Fhy. Bring in the Lettice Cap ; you muft be (hav*d, Sir,' 
And then how fuddenly we'll make you fleep ! 

Fran. 'Till Dooms-day: What unneccflary Nothings 
Are thefe about a wounded Mind ? 

2 Phy. How do ye ? 

Fran. What Queftions they propound too ! how do 
you, Sir? 
I am glad to fee you wel). 

3 Fhy. A great Diftemper, it grows hotter ftill. 
I Fby. Open your Mouth, I pray. Sir. 

Fran. And can you tell me 
How old I am then ? there's my Hand, pray (hew mc 
How many broken Shins within this two Year. 
' Who would be thus in Fetters ? Good matter Dodor, 
And you dear Doftor, and the third fweet Doftor, 
And precious mafter Apothecary, I do pray ye 
To give me leave to live a little longer, 
Ye (land before me like my Blacks. 

z Fhy. •Tis dangerous, 
For now his Fancy turns too. 

Enter Ccllide. 

Cel. By your leave, Gentlemen: 
' And pray ye yqur leave a while too, I have fometfiing 
Of fccret to impart unto the Patient. 

I Pby. With all our Hearts. 

3 Phy. Ay marry, fuch a Phyfick 
May chance to find the Humour : Be not long, Lady, 
For we muft minifter within this half Hour. 

{Exeunt Pbyftcians^ 
Cel. You (hall not ftay for me. 
Fran. Would you were all rotten. 
That ye might onl* intend one anothers Itches : 
Or would the Gentlemen with one confcnt 
Would drink fmall Beer but feycn Years, and abolifli 
That Wild-fire of the Blood, unfetiate Wenching, 

C c 3 ^ That 
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That your two Indies:^ Spritigs and Falls might &il yc % 
What Torments thcfe Intruders in«> Bodies—-** 

CeL How do you, worthy Sir f 

Fran. Blefs me, what Beams 
Flew frcrh thcfe Angel Eyes \ O what a Mi]fery» 
What a moft ftudied Torment *ris to me taow 
To be an honeft Man1 Dare ye fit by me ? 

Cel. Yes, and do more than that too : Comfort f^^ 
I fee yeVe need, 

Fran. You 'are a feir Ehyficfan : 
ypu bring no Bitternefs gilt o'er, to gull ws, 
JSTo Daqger in your Looks, yet there my Dcatth liet, 

Cel. I Wotrld be fetry, Sir^ my Charity 
And my good wiftcs for your fieal A Aould merk 
So ftubborn a Conftruftion : Wifl tt pleafe yc 
Tt) taftc a Rttic oi this Corcfial. 

£»/^r Valentin?. 

For this i iMdlc muft cuHie yie. 

Fran. Of wlikh> L&dy^ 
Sure flie iias foun^ i»y Grief: W^ (to yw bliifli fo? 

Ce/. Doyounotua<ierftittd? of|d|ii$,thj$CS(miJ4l. 

Val. O my afflidted Heart : She is gone f^r cwr. 

/^r^;?. What Heav'n ha* ye -brpught lac^ Lady ? 

C^/. Do not wonder : 
For *tis no Impudence, iior ^ant of Honour 
Makes me do this : Bat ijoVc ito fave ydur jLHe^ Sir» 
Ydur L^ too eiccellent to lofe m Wilhes^ 
Love, virtuous Love. 

Fran^ A virtuous Bleflirag oiowii ye^ 
O goodly Sweet, can i^r^e^ ib miu^hiChanitqr, 
So noble a CompaiBon in uhot Heaft 
That's filPd up wkh Moiber^s fisir Afid^ioosE' 
Can Mercy drop from thofe Eyes ? 
Can Miracles be wrought upon a deftdiNIaa, 
( 1 1) When all the Power ye faave,Mhf8 




( 1 1 ) when alt the fonxjerye bwue^ TtsAferfeS OijeB 

Lies in an0th^"s L^g^tf — ] The laYtBrJbtcioPtbeArft Iii» 
{bemi to haT€ a very £aeThottglit ^evy ^i% eacpnefsM. J JatiVt VCQ- 
turM therefore upon the Chaibge of a MonofyUaBlc which I hope will 
^i^^cjr it clear^ and was probaol^ the Orij^inal, 

Lies 



Lies in another's Light, and his defervjes it ? 

Cel. Do not dcfpair : Nor do not think too boldly, 
I dare abufc my Plroipife, 'twas yoiif Friend's, 
And fo faft tyed, I thoujghc np Time could ruin : 
But (b much has your linger, apd that Spell, 
The powerful Name of l^riend, prcvailM above Jiim 
To whom I ever o<ve Obediefice, 
That here I am, by his Coniiniand to cure ye. 
Nay more for ever, by his i^^ Refignmeot , 
And williijgly I ratifie it. 

Fran. Hold for ^eav*n ^ke. 
Mull my Friend's Mifcry make me a Triumph? 
Bear I that noble Name, to be a Tractor ? 
O virtuous Goodnefs, keep tbyfdf untainted : 
You have no Power to yield, nor he to render^ 
Nor I to take : | airi refolv'd to 4ie firft. 

Val. Ha! ifav'ft thou fo ? Naythen thou (halt not perifh, 

Fran. And thpugh I love y * abpve the Light (hincs on mCt 
(12) Beyond the Wealth oF Kingdoms ; free, cdntcnt. 
Sooner would fnatch at fuch i^ Bleffing offer'd 
Than at my pardon'd Life by the Law forfeited, 
Yet, yetO noble Beauty, yet O Paradife, ^ 
For you ^e all the Wonder reycal'd of it^ 
Yet is a Gratitude to be pre|erv'd, 
A worthy Gratitude to one nioft worthy 
The Name, an<^ noblencfs pf Friends. 

CeL Pray tell me. 
If I had never known that Gentleman, 
Would not you willingly embrace my Offer? 

Fran. D' you make a ^oubt ? 

Cel. And can ye be uawi^lling. 
He beipg Old and Impotent ? His A,im too 
Lcvcird ait you, for your §ood ? pot conftrain'd, 

(12) Beyond the Wealth of Kingdoms^ fru Content,] If Content 
teaSubftaative it feem^ aanec^iTAry, aod an Anticlimax : For tho* 
Cwtentbc Philofophi^ally preicraWc.to the Wealth of Kingdoms, it 
wiU not bp allowM fo in Poetry, as it is not in common Life. The 
old Quarto reads content with a fmall c ; I therefore make it an 
Adjefiive, taken as the .former Adverbially, and connect it with tt^e 
ioUosving Sentence. / avouU /reefy and contentedly fooner fnatch at 
fucb a Blejpng, 

C c 4 But 
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But out of Cure, and Council ? Alas, confider. 
Play but the Woman with me, and confider 
As he himfelf does, and I now dire fee it. 
Truly confider. Sir, what Mifery- . 

Fran. For Virtue's fake take heed. 
Cel What lofs of Youth, • 

What everlafting Banilhment from that 
Our Years do only covet to arrive at, 
(13) Equal Affeftions, and fhot .up together : 
What living Name can dead Age leave behind him. 
What art of Memory, but fruitlcfs Dotting ? 
Fran. This gapnot be. * 

Cel. To you, unlefs ye apply it , 

With more and firmer Faith, and fo digeft it j 
I fpeak but of things poffible, not done, . 
Nor like to be -, a Foflet cures your Sicknefs, 
And yet I know ye grieve this 5 and howfoever 
The worthinefs of Fnend may make ye ftagger^ 
Which is a fair thing in ye, yet my Patient, 
My gentle Patient, 1 would fann fay more, 
Jf you would underftand. 
VaL O cruel Woman. ' 

CeU Yet fure your Sicknefs is not fo forgetful, 
Nor you fo willing to be loft. 

Fran. Pray ftay there : 
Methinks you are not fair now ; methinks more^ 
That modeft Virtue, Men deliver*d of you. 
Shews but l|ke Shadow to me, thin and fading. 
VaL Excellent Friend ! 
Fran. Ye have no (hare in Gpodnefs \ 
Ye are bclyed > you are not Cellidey 
( 1 4) The modeft, the immaculate : Who are ye ? 
For I will know ; What Devil, to do mifchief 

' (15) Egaal Jfe^Ipns, and fliot tc^cthcr : ] Shot together fcems a 
ftrange Expreflion. The old Quarto has a large Vcid in this Line, 
which ftems to imply fome Error or other in the firll Impre£ion. It 
runs thijs ; 

Equal Affe^ion$ and Jhot together, 

- \ take the, common Metaphor of Trees growing ox Jhooting up together 
jo be intended here. 
( 1 4) The modeft. Immaculate : 1 Former Editions. 

^ • • Unto 
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Unto my virtuous Friend, hath (hifted ihapcs 

With that unblemifli'd Beauty ? 

""'" Cel. Do not rave. Sir, 

Nor let the violence of Thoughts diftraft ye, 

You (hall enjoy me ; I am yours, I pity. 

By thofe fair Eyes I do. 

Fran. O double hearted ! 
O Woman, perfeft Woman ! what diftraftion 
Was meant to Mankind when thou'aft made a Devil ? 
What an inviting Hell invented ? tell me, 
And if you yet remember what is Goodncfs, 
Tell me by that, and Truth, can one fo cherifli*d. 
So fainted in the Soul of him, whofe Service 
Is almoft turn'd to Siiperftition, 
Whofe every day '^Endeavours and Defires 
Offer themfelves like Incenfe on your Altar, 
Whofe Heart holds no Intelligence, but holy 
And mod religious with his Love ; whofe Life 
(And let it ever be remembred. Lady) 
\s drawn out only for your ends. 

Val. O Miracle! 

Fran. (15) Whofe all, and every part of Man (pray 
marie me) 
Like ready Pages wait upon your Pleafures 5 
Whofe Breath is but your Bubble. Can ye, dare yc, 
Muft ye caft off this Man, (though he were willing. 
Though in a noblenefs, to crofs my Danger, 
His Friendfliip durft confirm it) without bafencfs. 
Without the ftain of Honour ? Shall not People 
Say liberally hereafter, there's the Lady 
That loft her Father, Friend, herfelf, her Faith too. 
To fawn upon a Stranger, for ought you know 
As faithlefs as yourfelf, in Love as fruitlefs. 

(15) Whofe allf and it/ety part of Many Pray make me 

Like ready Pages ivait upon your Pleafures ; ] Make for mark 
in tbe firft Line, togeier with the falfe Points, was io grofs a Miilake, 
that I wonder it efcap'd even the Setters of the Prefs. I need not in- 
form the Reader of Tafte, what noble Flights of Poetry fhine forth in 
aln^oft ever J Sentence iathis Scene, 

Fal. 
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Val Take her with ali my H^rt, thpy art ^ hpp?# 
That 'tis mbft ncccflary I be undone. C^WviiL 

(i6) With all my Soul poilefs her. 

O/. 'TiU this Min«|tc, . 
I fcom'd, and hated ye» and cape ^o cozep ye ; 
Uttcr'd thofc things might draw a wppder pn me. 
To make ye mad. 

Fran. Good Heaven, i^hat 15 this Wpipap ? 

Cd. JJbr d^ your Danger, but in C}i»rii^, 
Move me a whit ; nor you appeajr ijiqto me 
More than a cx)mflaiOH Objeft ; Yet now truly. 
Truly, ^d nobly I do |oye ye dearly. 
And from this liour you are the ^an I hopQijir, 
You arc the Man, the Excellence, the Honcfty, 
The only Friepd ;, apd I am glad your Sicknefe 
Fell fo mod hajopjjy at t;his time on y^ 
To make thi^ Jrwfh the World'?. 

Fran. Whither d* you drive mc ? 

Cel. Back to yo,ur Honefty, jijajce that good eyer, 
'Tis like a ftrong-built Cattle^ fe^j;ed k^^T ' 
That draws on all Ambitions ; ftill rep;ur it, 
^uU fortifte it : Thffc are thou^nd JFqes^ 
Bcfides the Tyrant Beauty, will aflail it: 
Ix>ok to your ^[HCtUJi^^ls Xb^t w«f^^ 
Your Eye?, Jet lih^m not winder. 

Frm* h 4u? kH(m ? 

Or does Ihe j^ay JftiU with me ? 

Cel X^ yQVf ^5, ' 

The two ffiain Pqrts xh^ inay bctr;^y ye, flrp^^ 
From light belief ^icft, ^Jien J&pm F^ttery, 
Efpew^Uy whae "Woip^ bc^tsiihe parley : 
The body ,Qf .your Strength,, your noble t^ts^ 
From ever yielding Jtp dKhoneft ends, 
Ridg'd round about with Virtue, that no-Breaches, 
(1 7) No fy^^ Wi«cs jj9ay .njij^t ye. 

(16) Cel. Wi*h ail m^ Soul fofefi W.} The^vin|;.thisAHC^ifrji 
■«io^r very srofs Erior which ^hasnui thvoHgh ail wthefidtliofis. 

'(17) NafiSttUMvBaSiSM^mutyt.l Mifids JSot Muus w^a MXMiei 
gro(s Miftake that ftrack meat fidt j|teadiDg» «idli$2u%d koalytbc 
^or of the late Ediuons. The old Fdio has it right. 1 

Fran. 
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Fran. How like the Sun 
Labouring in his Edipfe, dark, and prodigious* 
Shefhcw'd •till now? When having woo his waKt 
How full of wonder he breaks out again. 
And fheds his virtuous Beams. Excellanl: Angela 
For fio iels can that heav'nly Mind proclaim ctiCQ» 
Honour of z\\ thy Sex, let it be lawliil^ 
And like a Pilgrim thus I kneel to b^ k^ 
Not with prophane Lips now, nor jburnt hStQ^%p { 
But, reconcird to Faith, with holy Wilhes, 
T0 kift that Vii^in Hand. 

CeL Take your defire. Sir, 
And in a nobler way, for I dare trufl: ye. 
No other Fruit my Love muft ever yield ye, 
I fear no more : Yet your tnoft oooftanf Memory 
(So ixnach Pm wedded to that vorthinefs) 
Shall ever be my Friend, Companion, Hutbanci. 
Farewel, and fairly ^vern your Afie^ions, 
Stand, aikj deceive me not : O noble yoang Man^ 
I love thee with my Soul, but dare joot f^y it : 
Once moxt fareivel, and pro^. \Exit^ 

Fran. Goodneft guide chee : , 

^y Wonder, like to fearful Shapes in JQreano^y v 

Has wakened me ojut of my fit of Folly, 
But not to fhake it off : A Spell dweUa in 01^9 
A hidden Charm ihot from this beauteous WQjmaf3« . 
That Fate can ne'er avoid, dot Phyfick find. 
And by her Counfel ftrer^johen*d : OnJy\thii^ 
Is all the help I have, I love £tir Yiftiie. 
Weil, (bmething I muft d<^ to i3ea F/ieo^, 
Yet I am poor, and (acdy : Something for hsx iQCb 
Though I can never reach her Excellence, 
Yet but CO give m ^r at a Gveacnelf. 

Enter Valentine, Thomas, Hylas, and &m. 

Val Be not uncivil, Tom^ a,nd takle your }))eafurc. 
Stv. D*you4^inkl'iaQmad? Tou'jUg^V^ineJ^vp 
To try her fairly ? 
Val. Do your ;befl:. 
JkQ, Why there ^oy. 

Bat 
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But whereas the (ick Man ? 

Hyl. Where arc the Gentlewomen 
That (hould attend him ? There's the Patient. 
Mcthinks thcfe Women -— ; 

^0. Thou think'ff nothing elfe. 

VaU Go to him» Friend, and comfort him : Til lead yt. 

my beft Jo^, my worthieft Friend, pray pardon me, 

1 am fo over-joy'd I want Expreffion : 

I may live to be thankful : Bid your Friends welcome. * 

[Exit Val. 
Vibo. How doft thou, Trank ? How doft thou. Boy ? bear 
up Man : 
What, (brink i*th* Sinews for a little Sickncfs ? 
Deavolo morte. 
Fran. 1 am o'th' mending hand, [Man f 

^bo. How like a Flute thou fpeak*ft : o'tb* mending bandj 
Cogs bores Pm tvellj fpcak like a Man of Worfhip. 
Fran. Thou art a mad Companion 5 never ftaid, Tom f 
Tbo. (18) Let Rogues be ftaid that have an Habitation, 
A Gendcman may wander : Sit thee down, Franks 
And fee what I have brought thee : Come difcover. 
Open the Scene, and let the work appear. 
A Friend, at need, you Rogue is worth a Million. 
Fran. What haft thou there, a Julip ? 
liyL He muft not touch it, 
*Tis prefent Death. 

Tbo. Ye are an Afs, a twirepipe, 
A Jefery John bopeepe. — Thou Mimifter ? 
Thou mend a left-handed pack-faddle. Out, Puppy, . 
My Friend, Franks but a very foolilh Fellow : 
Do*ft thou fee that Bottle ? view it well. 
Fran. I do, T'om. 

Tbo. There be as many Lives in*t» as a Cat carries^ 
'Tisevcrlafting Liquor. 
Fran. What? 
Tbo. Old Sack, Boy, 
Old reverend Sack, which for ought that I can read yet, 

(18) Lei Rogues he fiaid that ha*oe no Hahitatien,'] The Nega- 
tive, here, is certainly put inftead of ita Reverfe, but it has run through 
ail the Editions, though it quite fpoiisthe Humour of the PaHage 

Was 
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Was that Philofopher's Stone the wife King Ptolomeus 
Did all his Wonders by. * 

Fran. I fee no harm, STi/w, 
Drink with a Moderation. 

Tbo. Drink with Sugar, 
Which I have ready here, and here a Glafs, Boy. 
Take me without my Tools ? 

Sam, Pray Sir be temperate. 
You know your own State beft. 

Fran. Sir, I much thank ye. 
And fhall be carefiil : Yet a Glafs or two ' 
So fit I find my Body, and that fo needful. 

Tbo. Fill it, and leave your fooling : Thou fay'ft true, 
Frank. 

Hyl. Where are thefe Women, I fay ? 

fho. *Tis mofi ncceflary. 
Hang up your Julips and your Portugal Poflets, 
Your Barley Broths, and (i^) Sorrel Sops, they're mangy. 
And breed the Scratches only : Give me Sack : 
I wonder where this Wench is tho* ; Have at thee. 

HyL So long, and yet no bolting ? 

Fran. Do, Pll pledge thee. [man 

Tbo. Take it off thrice, and then cry heigh like a Huntf- 
With a clear Heart, and no more Fits I warrant thee. 
The only Cordial, Frank. [Pbyf ^dServ. mtUn. 

I Phy. Are the things ready ? 
And is the Barber come ? 

Serv. An hour ago. Sir. 

I Phy. Bring out the Oils then. 

Fran. Now or never, Gendemen, 
Do me a kindnefs, and deliver me. 

no. From whom. Boy ? 

Fran. From thefe Things, that talk within there, 
Phyficians, "fom^ Phyficians, Sco wring-flicks. 
They mean to read upon me. 

(19) '•''^•'Strrel Sops^-'^} Thefe are now the green Sauce ufed (• 
ffreen Geefe ; bat as this Ejcpreffion eften occurs iq our Authors fb^ 
tome Liqaor drunk ia Sicknefs, it was probably a Cuftom to Oike 4 
Sort of T(ea of Sorrel in feveriih Diforderi. 

Ent(K 
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Enter tbtei Pbyficiam^ Apothecary and Barter. 

Hyl. Let Vm enter. 

Jbo. And be thou confident, we will deliver thee. - 
For look ye Doftor, fay the Devil were, fick now, 
His Horns Taw'd Off, and his Head bound with a BiggiOi 
Sick of a Calenture, taken by a. Surfeit 
Of {linking Souls (20) at Jiis Nephew's at St. Dut^ans^ 
What would you minifter upon the fudden ? 
Your Judgment ftiort and found* 
I Piy. A Fool's Head. 
7^0. No, Sit, 
It mud be a Phyfictan^s for three Cauies ; 
The firft be^ufe it is a bald-head, likely. 
Which will doT^n ealUy without Apptepap. 
3 Pby. A main Caufe. 
Tho. So it is, and well confider'd. 
The fccond, for *tis fiH'd with broken Greek^ Sir^ 
Which will fo tumble in his Stomach, Do&or, 
And work ypon the Crudities, concdve me. 
The Fears and the Fiddk-ftrings within it» 
That thofe damn'd Souls nHift difembogue again* 
Hyl. Or meedng with the Stygian Hmnour. 
STiiv. Right, Sir. 

iJyL Fonc*d with a Cataplafm of Cradcers. 
7%o. Ever. 

Ifyl. Scour all before him, like a Scavtnger/ 
Tern. Satisfecifti domine^ my Jaft Caufe, 
My laft is, and not Icaft, moft leattnod Dodors, 
Becaufe in mod PhyQcians Heads ( I mom tbofe 
That are moft excellent, and old withaJ, 
And angry, tho* a Patient fay liis Pnq^rs, 
And Paracelfians that do trade with Poifims, 
We have it by Tradition of great Writers) 
There is a kind of Toad-fl:QDei)i«d, whofe yittiie» 
The Doctor being dry'd. 
I Fhy. We are abus'd. Sirs. 
Byl. 1 take it fo^ or fliall be 5 for fay die BcHy-ake 

(20) at bis Nephews^ and St. Dunftans,] The Ncccffity rf 

1^ flight Change made here muft appear to every Reader. 

Caus'd 



CausM hf zH liftiladttidll Of Pfetf<spCMTidge^ 
Are we therefore to open the Port Veini 
Or the Port Efquiline i 

Sad. A learned QjK^ion : 
Or grant the Diaphragiiiii by a Rupture, 
The Sign bding tlli^ii in the Head of Capruom^^ 

^bo. Meet with the Paffidn Hufircb^nMdca^ 
And fo caufe a Carnofity in the Kidneys. 
Muft not the Brains, being buttered with thitt Humour—^ 
Anfwer me that. 

Sam. MoA: ^xiitikBdLy arjpM^ 

2 Pby. The next Fit you will hvft^ my Mdft fine Scholars 
Bedlam fhall find a Salve for : Fare ye weU, Sfo*, 

We came to do you ^dod, but Ihele yiHing Do&ora 
It fpUtts liaVt ftor'd Our Nofes. 

3 Pty. Drilik hard, tiendemens 

And get unwholfom Drabs : 'Tis teA to one then 
We wall hear further from ye, yMr Nor altered. 

Tho. And wilt thou he gone J fi0fs me f 
Hyk ^vklt ibm he gume^ fi^ 4^^b9rf 

Tbo. Then take the odd Crown 
To mend thy old Gown. 
Sam. jM w^Q be gone all togetberr- 
Fran. My learned Tom* 

Enter Servant. 

* . • 

Serv. Sir, the ^o^ng Gentlewomen 
Sent me to fee what Company ye had With ye, 
The^ nfiich d»fire «A viflt ye, 

Fran. Pray ye thank 'em, 
%hd't^ ^em nfiy 'm>k Sickneft is dUir Abfaice : 
Ye fee my Company. 

'H^o. Come hither. Crab, 
What 'Gentle Wtftti^ara fhcie ? my^ M^lrcft f 

Serv. Yesj fer. 

Hyl. And who dfe ? 

Serv. Miftrels Alice. 

Hyl. Oh} 
, tbo. Hark ye, Sirrah, 
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— » 

No Word of my being here» unle^ (he know il« 

Serv. I do not think flie does. . ■ 

^0. Taketh^t, and mum then. ':'-*' j 

Serv. You've ty*d my Tongue up. L^^i^* 

^0. Sit you down good ir«;7ai. 
And not a Word of me till ye hear from me ; 
And as you find my Humour, follow it : \ 

You two come hither, and ftand clofe, unfeen Boys* 
And do as I (hall. tutor ye. 

Fran. What, new Work ? 

Tbo. Prithee no more, but help me now. 
. iFiT)^/. I would fsiift talk 
Wi*th* Gentlewomen. 

Sl)o. Talk wi'th* Gentlewomen ? 
Of what forfooth ! Whofe Maiden-head the laft Mask 
Suffered Impreflion? Or wb<^ Clyfter wroi^ht befl ? 
Take me as I fhall tell thee. . . 

HyL To what end ? , 
What other end came we along ? 

Sam. Be rul*d though. 

Tbo. Your wcafel Face muft n^eds be Ferreting • 
About the Farthingal j , 

Do as Ibid ye, 
Or by this Lights— — 

HyL Come then. 

Too. Stand clofe and mark me, 

Fran. All this forc*d Foolery will never do it. 

Enter Alice and Mary. 

Alice, I hope we bring ye Health, Sir ? How is it 
with ye ? . . . 

Mary. You took far better, truft mp, the frefli Cplour 
Creeps now again into his Cheeks.. 

Mce. Your Enemy 
J fee has done his word. Come, we muft have ye 
Lufty again, and frolick, Man ; leavp thinking. 

Mary. Indeed it does ye harm, Sir. 

Fran. My beft Vifitants, 
I fhall be governed by ye. 

Alice. You fhall be well then. 

And 
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And iuddenly, and foundly well. 

Mary. This Air, Sir, 
l|[avtng now Icafon'd ye, will keep ye ever. 

^tbo. No, no, I have no hope % nor is it fit, Friemis, 
JMy Life has been fo Jewd, my looie Condition, 
Which I repent too late, fo lamentable. 
That any thing but Curfes light upon me. 
Exorbitant in all my ways. ' 

Alice. Who*s that, Sir, 
Another fick Man ? 

Mary. Sure I know that Voice well. 

Tbo. In all tty Courfes, carelefs J>iibbedience. 

Fran. What a ftrange Fellow*s this ? ' 

y^. No coiinfel Friends, 
No look before I leapt. . " 

Alice, jy you know the Voice, Sir ? 

Fran. Yes, 'ds a Gentleman^s that's much affli£led 
In*s Mind : Great pity. Ladies. 

Alice. Now Hcav'n help him^ 

Fran. He came to me, to ask free Pardon of me. 
For foHK things done long (ince, which his Diftemper 
Made to appear like Wrong, but *twas not fo. 

Mary. O that this could be Truth. 

Hyl. Perfwade yourfelf. 

no: (2 1 ) To what end. Gentlemen, when all is perifhM ? 
Upon a Wreck is there a Hope remaining 
The Sea, that ne'er knew Sorrow, may be pitiful i 
My Credit's fjplit, and funk, nor is k pofiible. 
Were my Life lengthened out as long as * 

Mary. I like this well. 

Sam. Your Mind is too miftruftful. 

Tbo. I have a virtuous Sifter, but I feorn'd her. 
A Miftrefs too, a noble Gentlewoman^ 
For Gocidnefs all out-going—— 

Alice. Now I know him. 

(21) To*what endt GentUmen^ mshen all is ferijh^ i 
Upon a tVrec1t\ is ihertn Hope remaining ? 
7be Sea, that ufer kne'w Sorrow^ may he fitifuL'\ Thf Poind- 
ing of former Editions. 

Vol. IV. Dd *[h9. 
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Tho. (22) Which thcfc Eyet, Friehdi, my'E^ds hmft 

never fee more. 
jtlice. This h ftn* your fekt^ Mary : Take Jiccd^ Gcmfi% 
A Man is not fo foon mack. 

77?o. Oroy Fortune! , 
But ic is juft, I be defj^s'd and batied^ 

Hyl. Defpair not, 'cis not manly : OnB Hour^ QoodQcii 
Strikes off an infinite of Ills. 

jilice. Weep truly 
And with Companion, Coufin. 

Fran. How exadly 
This cunning yotng Thiif pbys hb P^rt ! 

Mary. Well, Tvm^ 
My 7J?;7J again, if this be Truths 
Hyl. She weeps, Boy. 
Tho. Oh I (hall di^. 
Mary. Now Heaven ^fcnd, 
Sam. Thou haft her. 

Tho. Come lead me to my Friend to tike hk Farewel, 
And then t)rhat Fottime fliail befall me, wckotne. 
H<>w4p^ it (how? 
Hyl. Orattty welK 
ikforj?. Say you fo, Sir ? 

Fran. O ye grand Afs. - 

Mary. And are ye there, nfiy Jitter ? 
Away, wearenbusM) ifftc^* / 

Jlici. £*ool be with thee* {E^mmt Mary and Alice. 
Iho. Where is fte? 
^ Fran. Gone ; flie found you out ; and finely 
In your own Noofe (he haker'd ye t You muft be wbi^^ring 
To know how Thihgs fli^W^ % not Content toTare well 
But you hiuft mar 6ut Roaft-meat : 'TilUhatSufpicion, 
You carry'd it moft neatly, fhe bcticv'd too. 
And wept moft tenderly ; had you continu'd^ 
Without doubt you had brought her oC 
y2?(?. This was thy Roguing, 

(22) With thefi Eyes, Frhnds^y ] I take nutth^ here> to have 

hetti fVLiiot.fwh^Tnt otiAjbicb. The farmer is more corft€t Eng/ijb, 
the latter nearer the Trace of the Letters ; and the old Eng/rJbWn^^ 
aa often apply which to Men and Wumen as to inanimate Things. 

For 
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For thou wert ever whifpering : Fk upon thee. 
Now could I br(^ak thy Head. 

HyU Yod fpokc to mc firft. 
^ 7ho. Do not anger me, 

!For by this Hand PJl beat the Buzzard blind then. 
She fhall not 'ibape me thus : Faurewei for this ticne^ 

Fran. Good-nighr, •cis almoft JBed-tinac: Yet no Sleep 
Muft enter thefe Eyes, 'till I w(^k a Wonder. \Kxit. 

tbo. Thou flialt along top, for I mt^w to pJagut thet 
For this Night's Sins, 1*11 ne'er leave Walking of tti^c 
•rill I have wora tbce out. 

Hyh Your will be done. Sir. 

^bo. You will not leave me, Sam. \ 

Sam. Not I. 

T!bo. Away tbea: TU be your Guide flow. If my Mail 
be trufty. 
My fpightful Dame, V\\ pipe ye fuch a Hutntfup 
Shall make ye danoe a /i^^^j. Keep clofe to mc. 

' S C E .N £ II. 

Ef^r Sebaftian, ani Dorothy. 

Seh. Never pcrfuade me, I will maffy ikgfiin^ 
W hat fliould I leaVc mv State to, JPins and Poakingnftickl, 
To Farthingals, and Flownccs? (23) To Four Horfes, 
And an old Leather Bawdy-houfe behind *em, 
To thee? 

Dor. You have a Son, Sir. 

Seh. Where, what is he ? 
Who is he like ? 

Dor. Your felf. 

Seh. Thou lyeft, thou'ft nMttfd feim, 
Thou, and thy Prayer-books: I dodifcltim hrm: 
Did nt?t I take him finging yefternight 
A godly Ballad, to a godly Tune too, 

(23) 7g Fore- horfes, 

Ani an eld Leather Bawdy-houfe behind 'em,] I read 
^our Har/sy, <vi%. To a Coach and Four. Calling the former a 



ka»hern Bawdy* houfc is quite in Charadler. 

D d 3 And 
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And bad a Catechifm in's Pocket, Damfel ? 

One of your dear Diiciples, I perceive it. 

When did he ride abroad fmce he came over ? 

What Tavern has he us*d to ? What Things done 

That (hews a Man, and Mettle ? When was my Houfe 

At fuch a Shame before, to creep to Bed 

At ten a Clock, and twelve, for want of Company ? 

No fingins, nor no dancing, nor no drinking ? 

Thou thinK*ft not of thefe Scandals ; when, and where 

Has he but fliew'd his Sword of late ? 
Ddf. Defpairnot, 

I do befeech vou. Sir, nor tempt your Weaknefi^ 

For if you like it fo, I can aiTore you 
He is the lame Man ftill. 

Seb. Would thou wert Aflies 

O.i that condition ; but bdieve it, GofBp, 
You (hall know you have wronged. 

Dor. You never. Sir, 
So well I know my Duty ; and for Heav*n &ke. 
Take but this Counfel with ye ere you marry, ♦ 
You were wont to hear me: Take him, and confefs him. 
Search him to the qtiick, and if you find him falfe,. 
Do as you pleafe*, a Mother's Name I honour, 

Seb. He's loft and fpoiPd, I am refolv'd my Roof 
Shall never harbour him ; and for you, Minion, 
J*ll keep you clofe enough, left you break Ioo(e, 
And do more Mifchicf s get ye in. Who waits ? 

[£xi/ Dorothy. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Do you call. Sir ? 

Seb. Seek the Boy, and bid him wait 
My Pleafure in the Morning : Mark what Houfe 
He is in, and what he does % and truly tell me. 

Serv. I will not fail. Sir. 

Seb. If ye do, I'll hang ye. [Exeunt. 
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S C E N E III. 

£»/i?r Thomas, Hylas, ani^m\. 

Tbo. Keep you the Back-door there, and be furc 
None of her Servants enter, or go out. 
If any Wonum pals, (he's lawful Prize, Boys, 
Cut off* all Convoys. 

Hyl. Who fliall anfwer this? 

^0. Why, I Ihall anfwer it, you fearful Widgeon, 
I ihall appear to th* Aftion. 

Hyl. May we di(cour(e too. 
On honourable Terms ? ' 

Tbo. With any Gentlewoman 
That Ihall app^ at Window : Ye may Khearfc too 
By your Commiflion fafely, fomc fweet Parcels 
Ol Poetry to a Chamber-maid, 

Hyl. May we fing too ? 
For there's my Mafter-piece. 

Tho. By no means, no Boys, 
I am the Man refcrv*d for Air, *tis my part. 
And if ihe be pot Rock^ rhy Voice fhall reach her t 
Ye may record a little, or ye n»y wfaiftle. 
As Time Ihall minifter, but for main fmging, 
^ray y* fatisfie yourfelvcs : Away, be careful. 

HyL But hark ye, one Word, ^om^ we may be beaten.' 

^&. That's as ye think good yourfelvcs : . If you de* 
ferve it. 
Why 'tis the eaficft. thing to compafs : Beaten ? 
What Bugbears dwell in thy Brains ?^ Who (hould beat 
thee? 

IhL She 'as Men' enough. 

3w. Art not thou Man enough too ? 
Thou haft Flcfli enough about thee : If all that Mafs 
Will not maintain a little Spirit, hang it. 
And dry it too for Dogs-meat: Get you gone; 
I have things of moment in my Mind : That Door, 
Keep it as thou wouldft keep thy Wife from a Servingnian. 
No more I fay : Away, Sam^ 

Sam. At your will. Sir. {Exiunt Hylas and Sam. 

D d 3 Entir 
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Enter Launecloe, and Fi^lar. 

Laun. I have him here, a rare' Rogue, good fwcet 
- Matter, * 
Do fomeduag^Qf ktm fi^voor fuddcDly^ 
That we may cat, and live : I ^m almpft ftw'v^'d, 
(24) No point mameury no foim dfveiH^ m Siffiiaarf * 
Not by the virtue of my Languages, 
Nothing at my old Maftcr^ to be hop^d fof, 
O Signhur Dieu, i^othmg to line my Lift ivysht * 
But cold Pies with a Cudgel, *tiW you kt\p m. 

^ho. Nothing but Famine frighta thee i Cdme kitkef* 
Fidler, 
What Ballads are you feen in beft ? Be ftioBt, Sir. 

Fid. Under your Ma:ftc|fl»ip*s Correftiwi, I caci (ing ♦ 
The Duke of Norfolk^ or the merry B^lliid 
Of Diverus aiid Lazarus^ the Ro/e Of England^ .• - . 
In Greet when Dedimus firft began, 
Jonas his crying out againft Qm$ntry. 

^0. Excellent, 
Rare Matters all ": 

Tid. MawdliH the Mercbani*) Daughter, 
fbe Devik and y^ d^nty Damfs. 

tho. Rare ft ill. i 

Fid, The landii^ of th^ Spaniards at Bow^ 
*With the bloody Battel at Afii^-^W. ; 

No Tuning as ye love me; let thy Fiddle 
Speak Wefch, or any thing that's out of all Tuav 
The vilder ftill the bfctteri like thyfelf. 
For I prefump thy Voice will make no Trees dam^e. 
Ftd. Nay truly, ye Ihall haVe it cv*n as homely- 
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Tbo. Keep ye i(^ that key ; are they all a«bed trow? 
Laun, I hear no ftirring any where, no Light 
In any Window, 'cis a Night for the nonce. Sir. 

(24) No point manuur, ^0 p^int dtnjdnt »a S^aiiur, ] UnleA 
Launceht may be here fyppofcd to fpeak Z^ fprt qf Li^f^ua FraHcm^ or 
Medley of Languages ; thefe Words are fo ill wro(e, that it may be 
diiBiculc to teU what was the QriginaL 

^0. 
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Ttho. Come ftrike up then : And fay the M<;rchant's 
Daughter, 
We'll bear the Burthen: Proceed to Incifiof), Fidler. 

S p N G- 

%• • • 
Enter Sirvant^ okdM. 

Serv. Who's there? What NoifeistWs? W*tat Rogue 
At thefe Hours? 

Tbo, what u tbift foym^ my Fool? 
O what is that to you. 
Pluck in your Face you bawling Afs^ 
Or I will break jour JSrow. bey ^otvp^ tfown^ down. 

A new B^kllad, anew, anew. 

Fid. The twelfth of /tprily on Ufay Day, 
My Houfe and Goods were burnt away, (sff. 

Maid, [/ibove.] Why who is this ? 

Laun. O Damfel dear. 
Open the Door, and 4| fhall appear, 
Open the Ddor, 
O gentle Squire. 

Maid. Vll fee t%ee hanj^'d firft ; farewd my Dear, 
'Tis Matter Thomas^ there he ftands, 

' • Enter .yii^y ahiiep . 

Mary. 'Tis ftrange 
That nothing can redeem bim : Rail him hence, ^ 

Or ling him out ih*s own Way, any thing 
To be delivered of him. 

Maid. Then have at hi m : 
My Man Thomas did me promife^ 
He would viftt me this Night f^ « 

Tho. / am here Love^ tell me dear Lsv^^ 
How I may obtain 4hy Jigbt. 

Maid* Cme t^t^my ff^ndm Love^ cmne^ eme^ come, ^ 
Come to my Window my Dear j 
The fFind nor the RainJhcdliroMi thee again^ 
But thofi fi)aU he lodged hpe. ' 

Tho. And art jthou (trong enough ? 

Laun. Up, up, I warrant ye. 

D d 4 Afary. 
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Mary. What do* ft thou mead to do ? '. 

Matd, Good MiftrefS) Peace, 
ril warrant ye we'll cool him. Madge, 

Madge. [Above. 1 I am ready. 

Tfao. The Love of GxttQt^ and it thkled himfo^ 
nat be devised a fFay to go. 
Now (ing the Duke of Northumberland. 

Fid. Jtnd dimbing to Promotiony 
He fell down fuddenly. 

[Madge, with a DevtPs Vizard rodring^ offers to kiji 
bim^ and he falls down. 

Maid. Farewcl, Sir. 

Mary. What haft thou done? thou'ftbrok^ his Kcdf, 

Matd, Not hurt him. 
He pitched upon his Legs like a Cat. 

7bo. O woman! 
O miferable. Woman ! I am fpoiJ'd ! 
My Legf my Leg, my Leg, oh lapth my Legs! 

Mary. I told thee what thou^ft done, Mlfchief go 
with thee. 

^0. O I am lamM for ever ! O my Leg, 
Broken in twenty Places : O take heed, 7 

Take heed of Women, Fidler : Oh a Surgeon, 
A Surgeon, or I die : Oh my good People,* 
No charitable People all defpightful. 
Oh what a Mifery am I in ! Oh my Leg! 

Laun. Be patient, Sh*, be patient t L^t me bind it. 

Enter Samuel, and Hylsswitb bis Head broken. 

^0. Oh do not touch it. Rogue, 

Hyl. My Head, my Head, 
Oh my Head> killU 

Sam. You muft be courting Wenches 
Thro* Key-holes, Captain A^y/^/, com* and be comforted. 
The Skin is fcarce broke. 

Sr&^. O my Leg. Sam. How do ye. Sir ? 

^0. Oh maim'd for ever with a Fall, he's /po^l'd too, 
J^ice his Brains, 

Jiyl 
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Hyl. Away with mc for Cod's fake, 
A Surgeon. * 

Sam. Her^*s a Night indeed. 
Hyl. A Surgeon. [EsieUnt allhUtFidUr. 

Enter Mary and Servant belpw. 
Afiir> Go run for Help. 

Mary. Run all, and all too little, 

mxUA B^S: that hurt htm, run, run, ilye. 
He will be dead elfe* 

^bo. Oh. . 

Mary. Good Friend ga you too. 
Fid. Wh«» pays me for my Mufick ? 
Mary. Pox o* your Mufick, 
There's twelve Pence for ye. 

Fid. There's two Groats again, Forfboth, 

1 never take above, and reft ye merry. \Exit. 
Mfiry. A Grcafe-pot gild your, Fiddle-ftrings ; How 

do you. 
How is my Dear? 

^bo. Why well I thank ye, fwect Heart, 
Shall we walk in^ for now there's none to trouble tis i • 

Mary. Are ye fo crafty. Sir? 1 fhall meet with ye, 
I knew your Trick, and I was willing, my ^om^ 
Mine own l^om^ now to fatisfie thee, welcome, welcome^ 
Welcome my beft Friend to me, all my Deareft. 

^bo. Now ye're my noble Miftrefs-, we fofe time,^ Sw9et« 

Mary. I think they arc all gone. 

^Ibo. All, ye did wifely. 

Mary. And you as craftily. 

J^bo. We're well met, Miftrefi. 

Mary. Come, let's go in then lovingly : O my Scarf, ^om. 
I loft it thereabout, find it, and wear it 
As your poor Miftrefs Favour. \Ex%U 

^bo. I am made now, 
(25) I fee no Venture, nothing have : I have it. 

How 

(25) Ifet no Venture is in no handt— -] This fcarcdy fecms in- 
telligible. 7om is triumphing with the Thoughts of his Succefs ; I 
J^lieve therefore that' the common Proverb, Nothing <v§nture^ nothing 

have^ 
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How now ? The Door lock'd, 4nd &e in b^for^t? 
Am I fo trim'd ? 

Maty. One-parting Word, fweef ^qfMs i ^ 
Tho* t* feve your Credit, I difcharg'd yoqr Ficjier,, 
I muft not fatisfie your Folly too. Sir : 
Y'are fubtlc, but believe it Fox, 4*11 find ye. 
The Surgeons will be here flxaiglit, roar again Boy, 
And break thy Legs for fhame, thou wilt be fport clfc : 
Good Night. 

7bo. She fays moft true, I amft not ftay : (Ke^s bob^ m^ 
Which if I live Til rccompence, and fliortly. 
Now for a Ballad to bring me off again. ' 

All young Men be warned by me^ how you do go a^^mt^oing \ 
Seek not to climb^ for fear ye /ally thereby fomes your Un- 
doings Sec. lExeuii. 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Valentine, Alice, and Servant. 



VaU 



HE cannot go and take no farewel of m^. 
Can he be fo unkind ? He's but r^tir'd 
Into the Garden or the Orchard ; fee. Sirs. 
JUke^ He would not jride there certain, t^fc were 
planted 
Only for Walks, I take it, 

VaL Ride ? Nay then : Had he a Horfc out ? 
Serv. So the Groom delivers. 
Somewhat before theJSreak of Day. 

Val He's gone, 
(26) My heft Friend's goM.-^ jlke^ IVe loft the nobleft, 

The 

l^aifft was all that was intended here, and hare vtntur'd to change die 
Words to it » tho' not without Apprehcnfioiis W being tkoight to have 
taken unwarramabllb Liberties. 

(26) My htfi Friend's gone^ Alice : Fve loji the nohleft,'] I (hould 
not make a Note on the Change of Points whkh fcarce gives zxky Alee- j 
^ratios to the Senfe, but that, here, the Reader may try whether helm j 
a good Ear for Englijb Verfe. Without dus^ChaDge of Poiats it is a very 1 



unmuiical 
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rhe trued, and the tooft Mm I t'er fouod yet* -^ 

JlUe. Indeed Sir, hedc&rve^all Fraife, 

Val. All, Siacr, " 
AH, all, and all too little : O t^t Honefty, 
That Ermine Honefty, unfpQt^ed ever. 
That perfcd Goodnefs. ' 

Mce, Sure he will return, Sir> 
He cannot be fo harfh- 

Val. O never, n?vcr. 
Never return, thou know^ not where the Cauib lief* 

Alice. He was the wortbieft welcome, 

Fal. tie defcrv'd k* ; 

Alice. Nor wanted, to our Knowledge. 

Val. ^will tell thee, • 

Within this Hour, thingSr that ihalj ftartle tbaCi 
He never niufl: return. 

Enkr Michael. 

Mich. Good morrow, Sigi^'eui^ 

Val. Good morrow,, Matter Michael. 

Mich. My good Neighbow,. 
(27) Mediinks you*re ftiri:iaft early ; fince yoar Trarrft 
YouVe learnt the rule of Health, Sir ; where*^ your 

Miftrefs? 
She keeps her warm, I warrant ye, I'Bed yet? 

Val. 1- think ihe docs, 

Alice. 'T4s not her Hour of waking, 
c Micb. Did you He with her, l^ady} 

Alice.^ NottoNigh^ Sir, 
Nor any Night this Week elfe. 

Micb. W hen laft faw ye her ? 

Alice. Late yefternight. 

Micb. Was (h! a-bri then I 

Alice. No, Sir, 

nnmufical Line ; with the Change a very maAcal one. As this Par- 
ticularity of the Englijh Meafure, has efqcpld mo0» and, I believe, all 
the Writers upon it, I hare at Note the 5th in Wh wtbouf Mxmey ex- 
plai;i*d it at Iar{e> and laid 4own the graHunatical Rule for k. 

(27) Methtnh yn^rt fiirring early fina your Travel, ] The Pointing 
of former Editions. 



42$ MonJUur Thomas* 

I left her at her Prayers r Why do ye ask me ? 

Mich. I have been ftrangely haqjited with a Dream 
All this long Night, and atter nuiny wakings. 
The fame Dream (till ; methought I met young Celliii 
Juft at St. Caibarw^s Gate the Nunnery. 

Val. Ha ? 

Mub. Her Face (lubber*d o'er with Tears and Troublcsi 
Methought fhe cry*d unto the Lady Abbefs, 
For Charity receive me holy Woman, 
A Maid thlt has forgot the World's AffWlions, 
Into thy Virgin Order : Methought fhe took her, 
Ptit on a Stole, and facred Robe upon her. 
And there I left her. Fal. Dream ? 

Micb. Good Miftrefs yfAV^, 
Do me the Favour (yet to iktisfie me) 
To ftep but up, and fee. 

j^lice. I know fhe's there, Sir, 
And all this but a Dream. 

Mcb. You khpw not my Dreams, 
They are unhappy ones, and often Truths, 
But this I hope, yet. jiHce. I will fatisfie ye. [Exit. 

Mcb. Neighbour, how does the Gentleman ? 

VaU I know not : 
Dream of a Nunnery ? 

Micb. How found ye my Words 
About the Nature of his Sickne(s, Valentine ? 

Vd. Did (he not cry out, 'twas my Folly too 
That forced her to this Nunnery ? Did (he not curie me ? 
For God fake fpeak : Did you not dream of me too. 
How bafely, poorly, tamely, like a Fool, 
Tir'd with his Joys ? 

Micb. Alas poor Gentleman, 
Ye promised me. Sir, to bear all thefe Cro(Jcs. 

Val. I bear 'em 'till I break again. 

Micb. But nobly. 
Truly to weigh. 

Val. Good Neighbour, no more of it. 
Ye do Jbut fluig Flax on my Fire ; Where is (he ? 



Enttf 
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Enter Alice, 

Mc€. Not yonder. Sir, nor has noi this Night cert^ 
Been in her Bed. 

Mcb. It muft be Truth fhe tells ye. 
And now TJl fhcw ye why I came : This Mornii^ 
A Man of mine being employed 'bout Bufinefs ^ 
Came early home, who at St. Catharine's Nunnery, 
About Day peep, told me he met your Miftrefs, 
And as I fpoke it in a Dream, fp troubled. 
And fo received by th* Abbefs, did he fee her; 
*rhe \yonder made me rife, and hafte unto ye 
To know the Caufc. 

Vdl. Farewel, I cannot fpeak it. l^ExU Val. 

Jlice. For Heav*n fake leave him not. 

Mich. I will not, Lady. 

jilke. Alas, he's much afilided. ' 

MicL We (ball know Shortly more ; apply yoor own 
Care 
At home good Jlice^ *nd truft him to my Counfel ; 
Nay, do not weep, all (hall be well, deipair not. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E 11. 

Enter Sebaftian, and a Servant. 

$eb. At ralentine^s Houie fo merry ? 
Serv. As a Pye, Sir. 
Seb. So ganlefom doft thou iay ? 
Serv. Tm fare I heard it. 
Seb. Ballads, and Fiddles too ? 
Serv. No, but one Fiddle j 
But twenty Noifes. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Seh, Did he do Devifes ? . 

Serv, The beft Devifes, Sir : here's my Fellow Lamcelot^ 
He can inform ye all : He was among 'em, 
A luad Thing too : I ftood but in a Corner. 

Seb. Come, Sir, what can you fay ? Is there any Hope yet 
Your Matter may return ? 

Laun. 
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Laun. He went far elfe, 
I will affurc your Worlhip on my Credit, 
Blpttie Fakh of a Travtlla', and a Gedtiemati, 
Your Son is found again, the Son, the 9l?w. 
Seh. Is he the old f^m f 
Laun. The old Tom. 
Seb. Go forward. 

Laun^ Next, to confider how he is the old T»m. 
Seb. Handle me that. 
Laun. I would y' had feen k handled 
Laft Night, Sir, as we handled k.-^Cap i pie f 
Footra (28) for Leers and Leerkigs 9 O the Noife, 
The Noife we made. 
^k Good, good. 
Laun. The Windows ckmring, 
And all the Chambermaids in fuch a Whobob, 
One with her Smock half off*, anothi^r in t^fte 
With a Serving- msui'a Hofefipon her Head. 
Seb. Good ftill. 

Laun. A Felkw tailing out of a Loop- hole there, 
And his Mout^ flopc with Dire. 
Seb. V faith a fine Boy. 
Laun. Here one of our Heads broke. 
Seb. Excellent good ftill. 

Laun. The Gendeman himfelf, young Mr. Tbofnas^ 
Inviron'd with his furtoiis Mpmidons, 
The fiery Fidler, and myfelr ; now finging, 
Now beating at the Door, there parlying, 
Courting at that Window, at die other fcaling. 
And all thefe fevcral Noifcs to two Trenchers, 
Strung with a bottom of brown Thrcadi whicli fton 
admirable. 
Seb. There eat, and grow again^ I am pleased. 
Laun. Not here. Sir, 
Gave we the Frolick'over : Though at length 
We quit Ae Lady^s Skonce on Compofition j 

(28) — /*r Leers and Letrings ; — — ] I caaoot find in any G 
fary a Meaning to Leers that will fait the Qmcexi here. La-ws • 
Laixyers ts the moil probable Conjedure that at preleat occurs, 
1 ihan*c vcRiar^ it into the Text. 
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But to the filent Streets we turn'd our Furies : 
A flecping Watchman here we ftole the Shooes from. 
There made a Noife, at which he wak^i^ and l^toM : 
The Streets are dirty, takes. a ^eenrbhb Cok]| 
Hard Cheefe and that choaks hint o' Monday next : 
Windows and Signs we fcnt to Erebus % 
A cruc of bawling Curs we entcrtain'd brft, 
N When having let the Pi^ loofe in Out-PariAdt 
O the brave cry we made as high as Ak^i^e / 
Down comes a Conftabtei and the Sow his Sifter 
Moft traiteroufly tramples upon Authoritv* 
There a whole ftand of rug Gowns roatea manly. 
And the King's P^ce put to flight: A purblind Pig here 
Runs me his Head (55) into the Admiral's Lantbom, 
put goes the Light, and all turns to ConfuQon : 
A Potter rifes, to enquire this Paffion, 
A Boar imjboft t{ikes Sanftuary in his Shop, 
When twenty Dogs nifli after, we ftiH cheering, 
Down go the Pots, and Pfpkm), down the Pudding-pans^ 
The Cream-bolls cry Revenge here, there ttie Candk- 
fticks. 
Seb. If this be true^ /&w Utile tiney P^e^ ^ 

y&j Tale that thou teWfi mi^ 

Then on thy Back will I prefently bang^ 

A bandfom new Lit^ry : 

But if this hefalfe^ ib^u liuU Umy Page, 
s Jsfalfe it well may bi^ 

Then ivftbn Cudgel of four Fm kng 

(56) ril heat thee from Cap a pie. 

■ • 

{55) ^--^ Into the admiral h LantbarHt] FcAiner EdjbOM. 

(56) 77/ beat thee from Head to Toe] UtiieTt the ftict» herede- 
fign*d on parpofe to difappoiat the Readers of a Rhine, we moft 
look on this as a Corruption, and thea a very humourous E3q)reflioa 
may (uppiy its Place. Launceht in his Aftcdlation of talking French 
had us'd the Word:% Cap a pie juft before. The old Man therefore 
may here repeat it with ^eat hutaoixt-^nileat thee from Cap a pie. 
But the Tranfcriber feeing what the Senfc Ihould be, and not know- 
ing that this exprefs'd it, chofe to put the UngUfh without regard 
to the Rhixne. I hope therefore 1 do no more than reHore it. 
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Seh. Will the Boy come ? 
^frv. He wilf. Sir. 

jB///^r Thomas. 

Seh Time tries all then. 

JLaun. Here he comes now himfidf) Sir, 

Seb. To be ihort Tix^mas^ 
Becaufe I* feel a Scruple in my Confcience 
Concerning thy Demeanour, and a main one^ 
And therefore like a Father would be fatisfy'd. 
Get up to that Window there, and prefently 
Like a mod compleat Gentleman, come from Tr^ofy-^ 

Tbo. Good Lord Sir, how afe you mif-led>: What 
Fancies 
(Fitter for idle Boys and. Drunkards, let me fpcak^t,^ 
And with a little Wonder I befeech you) 
Choak up your noble JudgiHent ? 

Seb. You Rogue, Launcelot^ / 

You lying Rafcal. 

La^. Will ye fpoil all agaiiif Sir? 
Why, what a Devil do you mean i 

Tbo. Away, Knave, 
Ye keep a Company of fancy Fellows^ 
Peboih'd, and daily Drunkards, to devour ye. 
Things, whofe dull Souls tend to the Cellar only, 
Ye*re ill advis*d Sir, to commit your Credits— 

Seb. Sirrah, Sirrah. 

Lctun. Let me ne*er eat again, Sir, 
Nor feel the bleffing of another^lue-coat. 
If this young Gentleman, fweet Mafter ^bomas^ 
Be not as mad as Heart can wifli : Your Heart, Sir 5, 
If yefternight's Difcourfe — ^ Speak fellow Robin^ 
And if thou fpeakeft lefs than Truth 

I'ho. *Tis ftrange thefc Varlets - 

Serv* By thefc ten Bones Sir, if thefc Eyes and Earr 
Can hear and fee. 

Tho. Extream ftrange, fhould thus boldly 
Bud in your fight, unto your Son. 

Laun. 
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Laun. O Dieu guarde ! s^ 

Can ^e deny, ye beat a Conftable 
Laft Night ? 

Tho. I touch Authority^ ye Rafcal ? 
I violate the Law ? 

Laun. Good Mafter fhomas. [too^ 

Serv. Did you not take two Wenches from the Watch 
And put *em into Pudc&tig'lane P 

Laun. We mean not 
Thofe civil Things you did at Mr. Vakntm% 
The Fiddle, and the fa'las. 

Tbo. O ftrange Impudence ! 
I do befeech you Sir, give no fuch Licence 
To Knaves and Drunkards, to abufe your Son thus t 
Be wife in time, and turn 'em off: We live. Sir, 
In a State governed civilly, and foberly, 
Where each Man's Anions fhould confirm the Law, 
Not crack, and cancel it. 

Seb. Launceht du Lake^ 
Get you upon Adventures : Caft your Coat> 
And make your Exit 

LauH4 Pour r amour de D$eu. 

Seb. Pur me no purs: But^r at that Door, out' Sirrah^ 
rU beat ye Purblind elfe, out ye eight Languages. 

Laun. My Blood upon your Head. {£^^ Laun« 

72^. Purge me 'em all. Sir* 

Seb. And you tbo prefently^i 

Tbo. Even as you pleafe. Sir. 

Seb. (31) Bid my Maid Servants come^ and bring rtiy 
Daughter, 
I will hav« one (hall pleafe me. [Exit Servants 

Tbo. 'Tis moft fit. Sir. 

Seb* Bring me the Mc^y there : Here Mr* fbmai. 

Enter two Servants with two Bags. 

I pray fit down, ye are no more my Son now^ 
Good Gentleman bie covered. 

(31) Bid my Maid ScxYant xome,^ Former Edirioni; 

Vol. IV. Ee J^- 
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TTjo. Atyour Pfcftfiirc. 

Seb. This Mony I da give ye, becaufe of ^Iqm 
You have been thought my Son^ and by oiyfelf K^ 
And fome Things done like me ^ Ye arp now another : 
There is two hundred Poond, a civil Sum 
For a ypui^ civil Man : Much Land and Lordihip 
Will, as i uke it now, but prpve Temptation 
(31; To dread ye fix>m your fettkd and fweet Carriage. 

^. You fey righl^ Sir, 

Sib. Nay I befeech ye cover. 

no. At your difpofe : Apd I befeech ye to(^ Sifs 
For the Word civil, apd m^re fettled Cburfe^ 
It may be put ito Uie, that on the Iqtereftt 
L' ke '-a poor (Gentfcman. 

Seb. It ihall, to my ufc. 
To mine ajgaip : Do you fee Sir : Good fine Gentlemafl] 
I give no brdoding Mony for a Scrivener, 
Mine is for preTent Tramck, and jb Vi\ Ufe it. 

Tbo. So much fyr that then.^ 



Enter Dorothy, tmifmr A^ids. 

Seh ^oif t))e main Qwf^ Monfimr, 
I fent to treat with you about, bchok) k ; 
Bf bpM rtw piece of .ftpryr W©rk^ «od view it^ 
I want a r%bt Heir to inherit me« 
Not my Emite alone, but my CMditkma, 
From which you are revplfiod, (^efwe deads 
And I will br^ak my Bw^kt buti wiUgetone. 

^0. Will you chufe there. Sir ? 

S^b. There, among thoft P^mfeh, ". \ 
in mine own Tribe: 1 know their QgAlitieiiy 
Whi^b q^pnot fail to pleale lEne ; For their Beatxles 
A Matter of a three Farthings makes all perfeft, 
A little Beer, and Beef-Brom : They are found too. 



»k 



(32) Tq ^readj#»] i. e. ^t fri^hHn u: Iftbe Reader dofs «ot 
admit thii ttncommon ofe of the Word (which fcem*d dtffignedlf 
afied^ b> the Authors) be may ^^ps prefer, draw or 4riniB or 
irag^ either of which may ftaiid in its room« 

Somd 
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Stand all arl*6«ft : Noip^ gfiqtlc Mr. Thomas^ 
Before I chutfe, ^ou navirtg liv'd long, with me. 
And happflf fenitetiri!^ wi^h fotnc ofthefe too. 
Which Fault t ntvtr frb'^ny upon ; pray fhe w mc 
( Fo<* feat #e oohfodnd our Genealogies) 
Which halite you laid Aboard ? Speak your Mind freeljr, 
Havh yob hiui Copulation with jtbat Damfel i 

9i^. I ha^J ^ . 

Seb. Stwd you afide then,; How with her,* Sir ? 

Tbk How, i^' flfot i^emly ^crc to %«.' 

Dor. Hei*^ firie Sport; 

S<b. Retire you too ;Sp(»kforward> Mr^tbomas^ 

5!ho. I will, and to the rdrpofe \ even wi^h aU^ Sir* 

Sib. With a^l? That'a fpnacwhat largCi 
"J!)M Anil yet you like It/ 
Was ever Sin fo glorious ? ^ 

Seb. With all, fbomas? 

Tbo. AH furcly, Sff. _ 

Seii A fijgptbouarc thine' dwmjet^^ ,. . 
In again alf : And to your^feveralFunfblons, h^A Maids. 
What (ay you to young iMce^ my Neiglibours jpaughter^ 
She was too ycMing, 1 take it, when you travellki ; 
Some twelve Years old ? 

Tbo. Her Will was filteen, SFr. 

Seh. A pretty ArtiW^f, to' cut off long Difcourfc, 
For I have many yet to ask ye oF^ ^ , 

Where I can diufe, and nobl^ ; liold Up your Fingpr 
When ye are right : What fey ye to Valeria . 
Whofc Husband lies a. dying now ? Why tWo, 
And in that Form ? 

Tho. Her Husband is reco ver'd. i 

Seb. A witty Moral : Have at ye once more, ^iomas^ 
The Sifters of St. Albans^ all five V dat Boy, 
Pat's mine own Boy. 
, 2>ar. Now ^utuponihee, bonder, 

no. Still hoping of yi*ir Pardon. 
• Seh. Therfc ndcds none, Man: . 
K ftraw drf Pald6n : Prhh^e need naParddra^ 
rUask no more," or think no more of Marriage, 

E c 2 For 
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For o* my Confcicncc I fhall be thy Cuckold ; 
There's fome Good yet left in him: Bear your ielf well^ 
You may recover me, there's twei^ty Poundi Sir, 
1 fee fome Sparkles which may flame^again. 
You may eat with me when you pleafe, you know me* 

Dor. Why do you lye fp damnably, fo fooliflily ? 
^bo. Do*lt thou long to have thy Head bipke ? Hold 
thy peace, t 

And do as I would have^ thee, or (3 j) by this Hand 
rilkill thy Parrar, hang up thy fmall Hound, 
And drink away thy Dowry to a Penny. 
Dor. Was ever nich a wild A6 ? 
fbo. Prithee be quiet. 

Dor. And do'ft thou think Men will not beat thee inon- 
ftroufly. 
For abufing their Wives and Children. 

fho. And do'ft thou think 
Mens Wives and Children can be abus'd too much ? 

Dor. I wonder at thee. 
• 7ho, Nay, thou ihalt adjure me 
Before I* ve done. 

Dor. How ftand ye witK your Miftrefs ? 
7bo. I ihall ftand nearer 
E'er I be twelve Hours older : There's my Bufinefs, 
She's monftrous fubde, D^/. 
Dor. The Devil, I think. 
Cannot out-fubtle thee. 

Tbo. If he play fair play. 
Come, you muft help me prefently. 
Dor. I difcard ye* 
l^ho. Thou ihalt not fleep nor eat. 
Dor. I'll ho hand with ye, 

(33) ' h this Hand 

rilkill th l^arrat^ bang, up thy fmall hdni^ Here the 
Word Hand by accident has been repeated at the end of the fecond 
Line and expelled the trae Word. The Senfe plainly leads us to a 
Lap-dog, or a Monkey, and the Epithet fmaU makes the former 
n^oll probable ; I read ihi^^foxtfmalf Honad, 

No 
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No Bawd to your Abufo. 

72?9. By tMs Lig^t, 2)0/. 
Nothing but in the way of Honefty. 

Dw. Thou never knew*ft that Road : I hear your^igils. 

tbo. Sweet honey, D(rf, if-l^don'? marry her, 
Hon^ly marry her, if I mean not honourably. 
Come, thou (halt help me, take h^ bow you vex me, 
ril help thee to a Husband too, a fine Gentleman, 
I know thou'h mad -«« a tall young Man, a brown Man,^ 
I fWear he has his Maidenhead, a rich Man. 

Dor. You may come in to Dinner, and Pll anfwer ye* 

Iho. Nay Til go with thee, Jyol: Four hundred a Year, 
Wench. / \E^emt. 

S C E N /E III. 

Ent^ Michael ami Valentine. 

^cb. Good Sir go back again, and take my Counfel, 
Sores are not cur'd by Sorrows, nor Time broke from us 
Full'd back again by Sighs. 

VaL What flioiild I do. Friend? 

ilikfr. Do that that m^y redeem ^ye, go back quickly, 
Sebajlian^g Dau^ter can prevail much with her. 
The Abbefs is her Aunt too. 

Vol. But my Friend then. 
Whole Love and Lois is equaltyM. 

Micb. Content ye, 
That (hall be my Task if he be alive. 
Or where my Travel and my Care may reach hinsi, 
ril bring him back again. 

Fal. Say he com6 back . 
To piece his poor Friend's Life out? And my Miftrefi 
Be vow'd for ever a Reclufe ? 

Micb. So fuddenly i 
She cannot, hafte ye therefore inftantly away. Sir, 
T6 put that Danger by ; firft, as to a Father, 
Then as a Friend fhc was committed to ye. 
And all the Care flic now has : By which Privilege 

E e 3 . She 
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She cannot do herfelf this Violence^ 

fiut you may break it, and the Law audits ye* ^ > 

VaL O but I forced. feft.tolft. -■' ' /= 

Jl^(;6, i;ipyf difpuiipg . . / ^ 
Againft ypPvfeHv if you will iiccdi be tniftij^k : 
Spi^ht of firr GoodndV, and yoitf* Friend*! P^fwafipns^ 
Tb«^ jWH apd tkrive herca&r. r \ : ' 

)^^/..l ^riU^omcthcn, • ; 

AwJ fcJJow yojir Advice 4 and good, good'A&^if/— * 

Mcb. No more, I know your Soul's divided; ^o^sfrtm^i 
Cure but tjbtt Fare at^me with fpeedy Hzxm^ .v 
Ere oiy refuru, for then thofe Thoughts that vicact her; 
While there ran any Stream for loofe AfRftions, 
Will be ftopt up, and chaft-cyM Honour guide her. 
Away, and hope the beft ftill : |*J1 worlj for yp. 
And praiy too heartily j away, no more Words. [^Exeunt. 

,. s, c' 'e':' isr. : e;;.' V, 

■ . ■■ . -^ ' ■ ■ ■ ■ .' ' • » 

/ Entet Hyl^ 4;«i Sarhuel. i 

Hyl. I care not for my broken Ife^d, . ' 

But that it flaould be hl^.PIot% and a We^c^ topi 
A loiizy, lazy Wendi prepard tb do it/ ' ^* 

Sam. Thou hkdft as good be quitt, fpr o* my 
He*ll put another on thee elfe; 

Hyl. lamrefolv'd, . . ; . .^ / 

To call him to accounr ; 'was it not rhanlfeft 
He nieanta Mifchief tq njC| and lau^'dat n^c^ .* 

When he lay rparing put,' his Leg w^ br^kej^ ;, 

And no fuch matter ^ Had he broxe hii Npclt, ' :' 

Indeed 'twould ne*er have grieved me } 'Gallows Mil, luoi/ 
Why Qjould he chufp out xne? / 

^^;w. Thou'rt ever reaiiy 
To thruft thyfelf into thefe Shc-6ccafibn$, 
Arid he as full of Knavcnr to accept'it. ' - 

Hyl. Well, if \ ll^(V rll have a hfeW Trick for him, 

Sam. That will ncA be afnifs, but to 6ght with hioi 
Is to no Purpose \ befides, he^s truly valiant^ 
And a moft deadly Hand 5 thou never fougKt^ft yet. 
Nor Q* my Confciencp haft no iaith in Fighting. 

Bjl 
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7^/. No^ 110, 1 wtH rtw fight. 

^tfni. Befidetf the QimrtaU 
Which has a Woman in*t to make it fcunrjr, 
WbcTMfOuId lie ftinking in a Surgjedn's Hand% 
. A Month or two this Weather ? For believt i^ / 

He nearer kirts under a Quarter's healing. * 

Hyl. No, upon bttter Thought, I will not ^ht, Sam^ 
But wat«h my Time. 

^am. To pay him widl a Pr6jeft ; 
Watch him xooy I W6uid wifli^y^ ^ prtthice tefi^ mCt ^ 
Doft thou aficA thefe Womea fiill? 

Hyl Yes, 'feith, Sam^ 
I love 'em ev'n as well as d^er I did^ 
Nay, if my Brains were beaten out, I miiftta 'ehr. 

Sam. D6ft thou Ibft ahy Woman ? 

Hyl. Any Woman 
Of what degree or callihgi 

^tf«. Of'any Age-too^ 

Hyh Of any Age, from fowicere td iburteeii^ Boy, 
Of any FaSiion. 

ftfM. AhdDefefttoo?. w 

Hyl. M^U 
For thofe I love to Usadnie m Rc^tantie ^ 
(34} A Woman with no Nio^ afor niy^ fdtrqdedry^i 
^ews like King; PJUlifs^ Mbraly Mme^ito mo^% 
And flid that ba& ai wooden Leg^ demodftratetf ^ . 
Like Hfptwrimi we halt bdorr the GoUows; $ 
An old one with one Toothy iSemttolay to us^ 
Sweet Meats have four Sauce ; ihe thae^ fuU^of Anhos^. 
Crum not your Bread before you tafte your Pdrridsff^ 
And many Morals we may find. 

Sam. 'Tkr^Hl, Siri 
Ye make fo worthy Ufes ; but ^id igitttr^ 
What (hall we now determine f 

Hyl. Let's confider 
An Hour or two how I may fit this Fellow. 



(34) J Wommn witi nd Nq/k^ after m;^, farquedry, ] . Surfuedryrh 
Pruie of £^e(hfa|)>tion ; the Original Fnncb Word figm£ei over-ihink' 
ing^ and in tkl^ Seitfe it ir here ufed» --^^^^^Jjhr mf fdrfuedry, at 
ucc$rdiBg t9 mj profound Judgment. 

£e 4 Sam. 
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Sam. I^'s find him firft^ he*ll qaickly. ghreOccafian, 
But cake heed to yourfelf, and fay | warn'd ye i 
He has a plaguy Fkte. 

Hyl. Tibat at my danger. lExeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

Muftck. Enter Sailors fin^ingp Michael ^;ri Francis. 

Saii. Aboard, aboard, the Wind ftands fair. 

Mich. Thefe call for Paflengers, V\\ day and fee 
What Men they take aboard. 

Fran. A Boat, a Boat, a Bo^C. 

Sail. Away then. 

Fran. Whither arc ye bound. Friends ? 

SmL Down to the Streights. 

J\i£cb. Ha ! *Tis not much unlike him. 

Fran. May I have Paflage for my Mony ? 

ifiijl. And Welcome too. 

Micb. 'Tis he, I know 'tis he now. 

Fran. Then merrily aboard ; and noble Friend» 
Heaven's Goodnefs keep thee ever, and all Virtue 
Dwell in thy Bofom ; CelSde^ my laft Tears 
I leaye behind me thus, a Sacrifice ; 
For I dare ftay no lon^r to betray ye. 

Micb. Be not fo quick. Sir ; Sailors I here charge ye, 
By Virtue of this Warrant, as you'll anfwer it. 
For both your Ship and Merchant I know perfe&ly, 
X^y hold upon this Fellow. 

Fran. Fellow? 

Micb. Ay, Sir, 

SaU. No Hand to Sword, Sir, we fliall maft6r ye^ 
Fetch out the Manacles. 

Fran. I do obey ye ; 
But I beieech you. Sir, inform me truly 
How I am guilty. 

Micb. You've robb'd a Gentleman, 
One that you're bound to for your Life and Being } 
Mony and fiorfe qnjuftly ye took from him» 

And 
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Aikl fomething of more Note, but—— for y* are a Gen- 
tleman. 

Fran. It fhall be fo, and here Til end all Miferies, 
Since Friendlhip is fo cruel, I confefs it. 
And which is more, a hundred of thefe Robberies : 
This Ring I ftole too from him, and this Jewel, 
The fir ft and Jaft of all my Wealth ; forgive me 
My Innocence and Truthi for faying I ftole *em. 
And may they prove of Value but to recompence 
The thoufandth Part o's Love, and Bread IVe eaten ; 
•Pray fee 'cm render*d, noble Sir, and fo 
I yield me to your BDwer. 

Mcb. Guard him to th* Water, 
I charge you, Sailors ; there I will receive him. 
And back convey him to a Juftice. 

Sail. Come, Sir, 
JLiQok to your Neck, you're like to iail iW Air now.' 

S C E N E VI. 

■ » . - ' • • • 

Enter Thasmy Dorothy dmd Ma^d. . 

Tbo. Come quickly, quickly, paint me handfomelyt 
Take heed my Nble be not in Grain too ; 
Come BolU Doll, difen me. 

Dor. If you Ihould play now 
Your Devils parts again. 

Tbo. (3 s) ^^^^^-nay Dorothy i 

Dor. If ye do any thing, but that ye have fwom to. 
Which only is accefs. 

Tbo. As Pm a Gentleman ; . 
Out with this Hair, Doll^ handlbmely* 

Dor. You have your Breeches ? 

fho. I prithee away, thou know'ft Pm monftrous 
tickiifh. 

What, doft thou think I love to blaft my Buttocks ? 

(35) YeB and nay, Dorotfy.^ The Humbur of this fecms loft in the 
former Editions. Tom ftcu^ to ofe the Expreffion Tea and ni^ as an 
AdjcOivc, rw-tf*</-»/»; Dorothy : i^e, turUauMli^x^j^ 

Dor. 



4 



44< JM^mfUur Ti^omas. 

Ikr. IMF plague. ;e for thif Rogttei:y> forlkaowweU 
What ye intend, Sir. 

^bo. Onr with my Mq^st. 

Dor. Ye're a fwcet Jja4y ; oom^ kt'9 ^ you GHiitefiri 
What, broke i'tV BumS HoUijiy your Head; 

?i&a. Plagipe onTti, . 
I (hall bcpi& my Breeches tf I cawr tbus^ 
Come, 1 am ready. • . 

Maid. AtaU Poiat^as Ubc^^Siry^ 
As if you were my Mifirels. 

Dor. Who gpf 9 with ye ^ 

Tbo. None but my Fortune, 9xd »yfelf. \E^ tJw. 

Dor. Blcfs ye: 
Now run for thy Uk^ andrg^ before him, ' * 

Take the By-way, andtefl my Cpufin^ Maty 
In what Shape hie intends to come to coasen htr $. 
rU foUowat^ tky Hc^s my&l^^ fly Wench. 

MM. rildoit. [£«/. 

£ff/^r.Sebaftian, ^lui Thomas. 

Dor^ My Father has met him ; this goes excellent. 
And I'UaWAf io oHles look to yoar^ §xk^ nomas. 

lEsit. 

SeK What, arc you grown fo Corn fed. Goody <Smm^ 
You will not know your Father ? What^ Vi^iesr 
Have you in hand ? What out*Ieaps, idif ty Hfeels, 
That at thefe Hours of Night ye muft be gadding^ 
And through the Orcjpard take^your privafe Pailage?t 
What, is th^ Breezci in your Breech r Or has your Brother 
Appointed ye an Hour of Meditation 
How to demean himfelf? Get ye to Bed, Drab, 
Or Pll fo crab your^ Shoulders ^\yiQ demure Slut, 
Ye civil Dilh of fficM Beef, get y^ io. 

^0^ lwi*:iiot, that I wi'not,., 

Seh. Is't even lb, Dame? 
Have at ye with a. Njaht Spell xbetu 

Tbo. 'Pray hold, ffir. 

Stb. Si. George, J/. George^ tmr Ladys KMfgbt^ 
He walks by Day^ fo does- be ty Ni^^ 
And %»ben be bad berfound^ 

Hi 
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He ber beat and ber bounds 

Until to bim ber Trotb Jbe^fl^btt 

She wotUd not ftir from Mm wat Nigk. t 

Tbtn Then hav? stys.with 9 CcmnW' Spell, 
Prom Elves ^ Hobs^ and Fairies^ that, trouble oar Dairiee^ 
From Fire-f^rakes an4 Fien4f% andjucb astbe DeUlfends^ 
Defend us good Heaven. [Etcii. 

EfUer Launceloe. 

Latm. Blefs me, Mafter ; look tip, Sir, I befeech 7^ 
Up with your Eyes to Heav*n. 

Seb. Up with your Nofc, Sir, 
I do not bIcgK}, ^cwas a foutid Knodi flic gave me^ 
A plaguy mankind Girl, how niy Brains cotter I 
Wei), go thy < w^ays, dbouPft got one thoii&nd Pound 

more 
With this Dog ttick, 
Mine own true Spirit in her too. 

Laun. In her ? Alas, Sir^ 
Alas poor Gentlewoman, (he a Hand to heavy. 
To knock ye like a Calf down, or lb brave a Gouragli 
To b^t her Father ? If you could believe. Sir. 

Seb. Who would'ft thou^make me believe it was, the 
Devil? 

Laun. One that ipits Fire aa faft as he fbmetimtt, Sir,^ 
And changes Shapes aa oftea; your $01^ ^mash 
Ke'er wonder^ if it be not he, ftraight hang me« 

. Seb. He? If it b? ff)i . / . . : 
ru put thee in rfty Will, and there's an end on% 

Laun. I faw Inscl^egh h'aa Boots OQ,like a Player^ 
Under his Wench's Ckjaths, *tk he, ^mXbmas 
(3?ft[^InhisowrkSifter%Clo^ and I; <?ui watch hjm. 

SeS. No more >^4^ th^l^, w^41 via^b bifPy tbpM'lt «)€ 
believe, Launce^ 

(36) It/ bis 9^n Stfiefs Ckatis, Sir, andl can wail him.] I caf 
affix no tolerable idea to the latter Part of this Line ; and as LaunoeUt 
in his Triun^phs oftm af&ds Words of fingalaricx, I firft thought that 
the true one here was etm^fip i. t* fmreif^d or stiptir' d moMm* 
Bat by Siiaiiajt*s AtivfCf, lean ^atcbbim^- feems the nwxre prpl^bie 
Reading* The former is perhaps the mofi hiunouroHS, but our Pro- 
vince is not to correal hat icftore^ 

How 
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How heartily glad I am. 

Laun. May ye be glacider. 
But not this way, Sh*. 

Sck. No more Words, but watch him; UBxeunt; 

S C E N E VII. 

Ent€r Mary, Dorothy, Md Maid. 

Mary. When conges he? 

Dor. Prefently, 

Mary. Then get you up, JhB^: 
Away, I'll ftraigbt come to yon : Js aU ready ? 

Maid. All. 

Mary. Let the Light ftaod inti et|ougb. 

A^id. 'Tis plac'd fo. 

Mary. Stay you to entertain him tp his Chamber, 
But keep clofe. Wench, he flijss at^ll. 

Maid. I warrant ye. 

Mary, you need .no tpqre Inftrudion ? 

ibf^ii^. I am perfefSb. [Exeunt. 

s c E N E vm. 

£/;/^ Valentme ^»i Thomas. " 

Jito. -More flops yet? Sure the Ficnd*s my ghoftly 
Father. * 

Old Fakntine 5 what Wind's in his Poop? 

Val. Lady, 
YouVe met moft happily ; O gehlle Dott^ 
You muft now do me an efpecial Favour. 

Tho. What is it, matter Valentine ? Pm forely troubled 
With a fait Rheum falPn i* irly Gums. 

Val. rU tell ye, - 

And let it move you equally ; my bleft Miftrefs, 
Upon a flight Occafion taking Anger, 
Took alfo (to undo me) your Aunt*s Nunnery, 
From whenoe by my perfwafion to redeem her 
Will be impoffible : Nor have I Liberty 
To come and vifit her ; my good, good Dorothy^ 

You 
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iTou are moft powerful with |ier, and your Aunt too^ 
And have acccfs at all Hours liberally. 
Speak now or never for me. 

2l&^. In a Nunrfery ? . 
That Courfe muft not be fuffered, Maftcr Vakmine^ 
Her Mother never knew it ^ (rare Sport for me I 
Sport upon Sport \) by th» break of Day V\\ meet yc. 
And fear not, Man, we'll have her out I w^rant ye^^ 
1 cannot ftaynow. 

Val. You will not break ? 

Tbo. By no means. 
Good Night. 

Val. Good Night kind Miftrefi DoU. [Exit. 

^0. This thrives weH, 
ISvery one takes me for my Sifter, excellent ; 
This Nunnery's fallen fo pat too, to my Figure, 
Wh(^e there be handibme Wenches, and they ihall know ^ 
If once I creep in, e'er they get vat dut again ; 
Stay, here's the Houfe, and G«ie of her Maids. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid. Who's there ? • 

O Miftrefs Dorothy I You are a Strafnger. 

3l:>o. Still Miftrefs Dorothy? This geer will cotton. 

Maid. Will you walk in, Forfooth f 

Tho. Where is your Miftrefs? 

Maid. Not very well ; fhe's gone to Bed, Pm glad 
Yoifre come fo fit to comfort her. 

?'i?(?. Yes, PU comfort her. 

JV//?i^. 'Pray make not muchNoife^ for (he's fureafleep^ 
You know your Side, creep fofdy in, your Company 
Will warm her well, 

Tho. I'll warrant thee I'll warm her. 

Maid. Your Brother has been here, the ftrangeft F^Iow. 
Tho. A very Rogue, a rank Rogue. 
Maid, PJl condufk ye 
Ev'n to her Chamber-door, and there commk ye. 

{Exeunt 
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SCENE IX. 

EMter Micbidy Francis dnd Officers. 

Mieh. Come Sir, for thb Night I fliill entiertaia yc^ 
And like a Gentlefmn» how e'er jmir Forctme 
Hath caft ye qn the worft pare. . 

/riur. How ypu picafe,. Sir, 
I an^ fefiJv'dy nor can a Joy pr Miiery ^ 
Much move me now. 

MUb. Vm angry with myfelf now 
For putting this torcM way upon his Patience^ 
Yet aay other Couffe had been txto H^nfder : 
Yet what to think I know not, fcV moft liberally 
He hath confe&'d ibiQge Wrvxigp,* #hkA if dhey ffwt fi^ 
How e^ the others loog Love wcm for^ atH, 
Yet *twas moft fit he ihould coihrbadc, and ckts way. 
Drink that ; and now Co nsy eartkaVe your Prifoner, 
rU be his Gfuard for this Night . 

Offi. Good Night t* your Wo^fliip. 

Micb. Good Night, my hoiklf Friends i come. Sir, 
hope 
There (hall be np Mr Calufeof ftdl s^ Sadneis 
As you put orv 

Fran. *Faith, Sir, my Reft is i^. 
And what I now pull (hall no mtil-e tffflidif me 
Than if I play'd at fpao-cotaftr, oor is my Fabe 
Tte Map of any thii% I fiem (o fuflirr. 
Lighter AifeAions feldom dwell in me. Sir. 

Jdicb. A cwftant Genttbitian ; would I had takoi 
A Fever when I cook this harfii i0av to difturb him. 
Come, walk with me. Sir, e*er to Mbrrow Night 
I doubt not but to fee all this blown over. 

mi 
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ACT V. 8 C E N E I. . 

Hyl T T E dogM Ws Sifter, fore 'twas Ac^ [too ; 

X And I hope fhe will come back again thi^ N^C 
Snm I have loft of Purpofe i now if I cany 
With all the Art I have, as (be coooes hack^ / 

But win a Farley for my broken Paiei 
Off goes her Maiden-head, and there^s vindiila. 
They ftir about the Hoiiie» TU fiand at dift 

Eniir Mary and Dorothy^ and then ThomuandAML 

Dc^. Is he come in? 

Moiy. Speak foftly» .^ 

He IB, and there be goes. 

^bo. Good Nightt flood Nfgh^ Wench. 

[ABeadifiovered with a BiaA-nmr in it. 

Maid, As fottl v as you cao. {Exii^ 

Tba. I'll play die Moufe^ Nan^ 
How dole the Ikde Thief lies ! 

Af^ry. How he ilchei ? 

Dor. What would you give Mw to be diere, and I . 
At home. Mall? 

Mary. Peace for&ame; 
' 7b^. In what a Figure ' 

The Iktie Fool fass tnkPd itfdf Mglther I 
Anon you. wtli lie fmpgbnri 
Ha! There's rare Circumftance 
Belongs to fuch a TreatHe $ do ye Ittfiibie ? 
ru timible with ye ftraight. Wench: She fleeps foundly. 
Full Htde think^ft thou of thy Joy that's comfaig. 
The fweet, fwect Joy, full JittJe of the Kiffcs, 
But thofe unthought of Things come ever happieft. 
How foft the Rogue feels ! O ye little ViUaiDy 
Ye delkrate coy Thief, how 1 fliall thrum ye ? 
Your, fy^ away 9 good Servant , as you art a Oentleman. 

Mary. Prichce leave laughing, 

Tie. 
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fVTyat do y$u mean to do ? PU call the Houfe up. 
O God^ Pm fare you will not^ ihall not ferve ye. 
For up ye go now and ye were my Father. 
^ (37) Mary. Your courage will be cool'd anon- 

tbo. If 1 do hang for't 
Yei rU be quartered here firft. ^ 

Dor. O fierce Villain. 

Mary. What would he do indeed, Doll? 

Dor. You had beft try him. 

Sl)o. V\\ kifs thee e*er I come to Bed, fwcet Mary, 

Mary. Prithee leave laughing. 

Dor. O for gentle Nicholas. 

^0. And view that ftormy Face that has fo thundred mc^ 
A coldncfi crept over*t now ? By your leave, Qmdle, 
And next Door by yours too ; fo, a pretty, pretty. 
Shall I now look upon ye ? By this Light it moves me. 

Mary. Much good may ft do you. Sir. 

^0. Holy Saints defend me. 
The Devil, Devil, Devil, O the Devil. 

Mary. Dor. l^,ha,<ha, ha, the Devil, O the Devil. 

Tho. I am abusM moft damnably,^ moft beaftly. 
Yet if it be a fhe-lDevil ; but the Houfe is up. 
And here^s no Haying longer in thi& Caflbck. 
Woman, I here difclaim thee ; and in Vengeance 
rU marry with that Dovil, but TU vex thee. 

Mary. By *r Lady, but you Ihall not. Sir, Til watch ye. 

Ti&<^.Plagueo* yourSpanifli Leather hide : TJl waken yc^ 
Devil good Night : Good Night, good Devil. 

(17) Maid. Tour Courage njoill he eoofianwi 

Tho. If it do ril bamg firUI "^y this Reading Tbom^s it 
fttpposM CO hear and make Anfwer to what the Maid had faid : 
WAich if extremely abfurd. In the old Quarto ic is printed thus : 
Ma. Tour Courage 'Will he coot d anon* • 
Tho. I/it do hang for" 

let HI he quartered here firft. 
Ma, always ftands tor Mary, and not for the Maid in the old QuartOb 
and to her it more properly belongs. And the next Speech fliowd ua- 
doubtedly be corredbd as is now put in the Text. 
If I 4^ bang for^t 
ret ril he quartered here firft. 

Moor* 
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Moor. Oh! 

iU. Roar again^ Devil, roar z%zm. [Exit Tho< 

M^r. O, O, Sir. 

Mary. Open the Doors before him ; let hitrt v^m{h s 
Now, let him come again, I'll ufe him kinder. 
How now Wench? 

Moor* Tray lie here yourfcif next, Miftreft, 
And entertain your Sweet- heart. 

Mary. What laid he to thee ? 

Moor. I had a foft Bed, and I flept out all 
But his kind Farewel : Ye may bake me now^ 
Fbr o' my Conlbience^ he has made me Venifon.' 

Mary. Alas poor Kate ; 1*11 give thee a new Petticoat. 

Dor. And I a Waftecoat, Wench. 

Mary. T>tzs9 \n the Bed, Maids, 
And fee it made again ; put frefli Sheets on too, 
For DoU and I.; come Wench, let's laugh an Hour now^ 
To Morrow, early, will we fee youiig Cellide^ 
They fey fhe has ta'en a Sanftuary ; (38) Love and Hay 
Are thick (own, but come up fo fall bf ThidW, ' "" 

Dor. They .muft needs, Afo//, for 'tis a prickbg Age 

^owri, • ' . '' . - * 

Prithee t6 Bed,. for I am monftrouS Iteepy.' * V 

Mary. A Match, but art not thpu thy B^pthet"^? * : I 
Dor. I would I were. Wench, " ^ * / 

You fhould hear further. : ^ 

Mary. Come, no more of that, DolL [Exeuntl 

SCENE II. 

Enter Hylas and Thomas. 

Hyl. I heard the Doors clap 5 now, and't be thy Will^ 
Wench^ 
By th^Mafs (he comes ; youVe furely met fair Gentlewoman^ 
I take it, Miftstfs Doll^ Sehajiian's Daughter. [ting ? 

(39) STA^- You take it rights Sir ; /^/^x, are you ferret- 

(38) Uffi and t\y^Y''-^'-^4ri thick fiwm^kz,'] That tbie is corrupt 
needs no Proof: I te^ALpvi and Hay ^ i. c. Hey-feedi are thick frvon^ Sk^ 

(39) Tho, i takcright, ^/> j--— ] Tht Senfe anj Meafare botli 
are improved ijy the Chsuaee made in thU Readine. 

Vol. IV. F f Ili 



HyL Her Lip$ are mon^roqs rugged, but fhnc fiUvlf 
Is but the fl^arpneTs of tjie Weather ; hark yf « ooee oner 

more. 
And in your Ear, fwe^t Miilrefs, for ye are fo^ 
And ever ihall be from this Hour ; Tve vow -d {t. 

Enter Sebaftian and Laancelot. 

Seh Why^ that> my Oaujghtcr,^ Rogue, doft tbpnnot 
iecher 
Kifling that Fellow iherCt there iq that Cotxm^ 

Laun. Kifling^ 

Seh. Now, now, now they agree o*ch' Match tixi. 

Tbo* Nay then you love me not. 

HyL 3y this white Hand, Bdl. 

Tho. I muft confels, I've loi^ defir'd your lights $ir. 

Lam. Why, there's the Boots ftill, Sir. 

Seb. If ang Booti. ^ir. 
Why, they'll wear Breeches too. 

Tbo. Difhoneft me ? 
Not for the World. 

Seb. Why, now they kift aga^in, th^re 
I knew 'twas fl^e, and that her crafty ftealing 
Out the hack Way muft needs have fuch a meaning. 

Laun. I'm at my fmall Wits ends. 

yll». If ve mean honourahlv. 
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Laun. I think I would, Sir^ 
But you are fo impatient ^ does not this fhew. Sir, 
(I do befeech yre ipeak, and fpeak wich Judgnient, 
And let the Cafe be equally confidcr'd ) 
Far braver in your Daoghter? In a Son now^ 
•Tis nothings of no Mark > every Man does it^ 
But to beget a Daughter, a Man Maiden, 
That n»ches at tbefe high Elxploits, is admirabHle ^ 
Nay, Ihe goes far beyond him i for when durfi he. 
But when h' was drank, do any thing tp fpeak of? 
This is Sebaftian truly. 

Seb. Thou (ayeft r^l, Launce^ 
And there's my Hand once more. 

Tho. Not withooc Marriage. 

Scb. Didft thou hear that ? 

Laun. I think (he fpoke of Marriage. 

Seb. And he fhall marry her, for it feemsfhe likes hitn,. 
And their firft Boy fliall be my Hen*. 

Laan. Ay, marry. 
Now ye go right to wc)fk. 

fha. Fie, fie, Sif^ 
Now I have promised ye this Night to marry. 
Would ye be fo intemperate I Are ye a Gentleman t 

Hyl. I have no Maw to Marriage, yet this Rafcat 
Tempts me extreamly : Will ye marry prefently ? 

^bo. Get you afore, and ftay me at the Chapel, 
Clofc by the Nunnery, there you (hall find a Night-Pricl^, 
Little Sir Hugb^ and he can fay the Matrtmotiy 
Over without Book, for we muft have no Comj^Tiy, 
Nor light, for fear my Father know, which muft not yet be > 
And then to Morrow Night. 

^/. Nothing to Night, Sweet? 

Tho. No, not a bit, Tm fent of Bufinefsr. 
About my Dowry, Sweet, do not (boil all now, 
*Tis of much hafte : I ean (carce (ray the*Marriage, 
Kow if ytra love me, get you gone. 

HyL You'll fbllow'? 

Tbo. Within this Hour, my fweet Chick. 

HyL Kifs. 

7bo^ A Rope kifs ye. 

F f 2 Cdme 
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Come, come, I ftand o' Thorns. 

Hyl. Mcthinks her Mouth ftill/ . 

Is monftrous rough, but they have ways to mend it: 
Farewel. 

7bo. Farc^el, Til fit ye with a. Wife, Sir. 

Seb. Come, follow clofe, V\\ fee the End (he aims at,^ 
And if he be a handfome f^ellow, Launceht^ 
Fiat^ *tis done, and all my 'State is fettled. [Tixeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Ahhefs^ Cellidc and Nuns. 

jfbhefs.Comt to your Mattins, Maids ; thefe early Plour^ 
My gentle Daughter, will difturb a while 
Your fair Eyes, nurtured in Eafe. 

Cei No, virtuous Mother, 
^is for my holy Health, to purchafe which. 
They fhall forget (40) the Child of Eafe, foft Slumber.. 
O my afflided Heart, how thou art tortur'd ? 
And Love, how like a Tyrant thou reign*ft in me. 
Commanding and forbidding at one inftant 9 . 
Why came I hither, that defirc to have 
Only all Liberty to make me happy ? [Hne^ 

Why did*ft thou bring that young Man home, O Valett* 
That virtuous Youth ? Why dkl*ft thou fpeak his Goofinds 
In fuqh a Phrafe, as if all Tongues, all Praifes . 

Were made for him ? O fond and ignorant ! 
Why did'ft thou fofter my AfTedtion 
*TiIl it gre^ up to know no other Father, 
And then betray it ? 

Abbefs, Can ye fing?. 

Cel Yes, Mother, 
My Sorrows only. 

Abbefs. Be gone, and to the Quire then. {Exeunt. ' 

\^MuJick^jiHging^ 
* • ' • ' 

(40) thi CbiU 0/ Eii/i^ /oftS\\m\iexz:\ Former Editions. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E . ly. 

Enter Michael and Servant ^ and Francis^ 

JVffVi. Haft thou enquir*d him out ? 

S^rv. He's not at home. Sir, 
His Sifter thinks he's gone to th* Nunnery. 

AUcb. Moft likely; Til away.- An Hour henci?» Sirrah^ 
Come you along with this young Gentleman^ 
Do him all Service, and fair Office* 

Serv. Yes, Sir. . [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. . 

Enter Hylas and Sam. 

Sam. Where haft thou been, Man ? 

fiyl. h there ne*er a Shop open ? 
V\\ give thee a pair of Gloves, Sam. 

Sam. What's the matter ? 

Hyl. W hat doft thou think? 
' Sam. Thou art not married ? ' 

Hyl. By th* Mafs but I am, all to be married, 
1 am i'th* Order now, Sam. 

Sam. To whom, prithee ? ' . ' 

I thought there was fome fuch Trick in'r, you ftolfc ffom me. 
But who, for Hcav*n's fake ? ... 

Hyl. Ev*n the fweeteft Woman, 
The rareft Woman, Samuel^ and the luftieft. 
But wondrous honeft, honeft^ the Ice, Boy, 
Not a bit before hand, for my Life, Sirrah, * • 
And of a lufty Kindred. 

Sam. But who, Hylas ? ^ 

HyL The young Gentleman and I are like to be Friends 
again, 
The Fates will have it fo. 

Sam. Who, Monfieur Thomas ? 

Hyl. All Wrongs forgot. 

Sam. O now I fmcU ye, Hylas .; 
Does he know of it ? 

?f3 m 
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Hyl. NOt , there's the Trick I owe hioi ; 
Tis done. Boy, we are faft *faith, my Youth fiovir 
Shall know I am aforqhand, for his Qualities., 

SamA% there no Trick in't ? 

Hyl. None, but up and ride, 3oy : 
I have made ao Jointure neither, there ! have paid him. 

Sam. She's a brave Wench. 
. Hyi^ She (hail be as V\\ ufe har^ 
And if ihe ^nger me, ali his Abufei^ 
I'll clap upon her Ca&ck. 

Sam\^ Take heed, Hylas. 

Hyl *Tis pad that, Sam ; come, I muft meet her prefently, 
(41) And xbou ihatt fee me a mod glorious Husband. 

[^Exeuni. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Dorothy, Mary, and Valentinp; 

Dor. In Troth, Sir, you ne'er 4H>kc tfym^. 

VaL Can ye forget mc? 
Did not you promife all your help and ^uf^nipg . 
In my bel^ajf, but £9r Qoe Fioifr to fee her,, 
Did you not fwear it ? By this Hand, nQ ftn^^ 
Nor rule this Houfe holds, {hall by me be bi^t^eq, 

fhr. I, fftw yc not t{icfc two P^ys, 

VaL Do not wrong mcj^ 
I met ye, by my Life^ jui^^ yoi^ entr^Ji 
This gentle t-ady's lm&3 iaft Nigh^. i\m ^^%fd 
About eleven a Clock, s 

Dor. 'Tistrupai J w^t'^ere,. 
But that I faw or fpoke to you* 

Man I've found it. 
Your Broths fhemas^ IklL 

Dor, Pray Sir, be fatisfy'd. 
And wherein I can do you gooc}^ QOOfumnd oii> 
What a mad Fool is this? Stay h«re 3. wAil^ Sir, 
Whilft we walk in, and make ywr ?mst. lExky 

(^j) jfinf now /&«//— —] Former £diiion8> 

£>$fft 



/ 



k 



Mmfieur Thomas, 455 

Enkt/Jbhefs. 

Val I thank ye. £SfuMk iviibtH. 

jlbbefs. Why what's the teatt€r ihere araoMg thefc 
Makfe? 
Now henedidte^ ht^t ye gdf t^^ ]^^26 dim^e? 
Give mc my holy fprir^kte. 

Enter two Nunu 

I Nm^ O Madam^ there's a (l,rMgie thiiig Kke a Gen- 
tlewoman, 
Like Miftrefs jD(?r^%, I think the Fiend 
Crept into th^ Nunnery \lre know not Inrhich way^ 
PJays revel rout among us. 

jibbefs. Give me my holy Wai(cr-pd€. 

t ijfun. Ifhrt^ Madam. 

Abbtfs. Spirit of Earth or Air, I do conjaroihee. 
Of Water, or of Fire. [%^** 'fiMbm. 

1 Nun. Hark, Madaan, Hark. 
Abbefs. Be thou Ghoft that cannot reft. 

Or a Shad6w of the Bleft^ 

Be thou blacky or white, or gr^en,. 

Be thou heard, or to be fccn. 

; BnUr Thomair W CclIidCr 

2 Nun It comes, fec^mes. ^ 
CeL What are ye ? fpeak, fpeak gcntJyg 

And next, what would ye with me ? • 

Vtbo. Any thing yoifil fetrftrf.' 

CeL You arc no WomiiW certain. 

Tho. Nor you no Nun, nor (ball not be. 

Cel. What nf«fce yc h&t f 

Tbo. I am a holy Friar. 

Abbefs. Is this the Spirit ? 

%ba. Nothing but S|)irir,< Aunt. 

Abbefs. Now out upon thee, 

y]&^. Peace, or PJl conjure toa> Aunt. 
; Abbefs. Why come you thus ? 

^bo. That^'s all one, here's my Purppfe : 
Out with this Nun, Ae is too handibme for y^, 

i^f4 r« 
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PlI tell thee. Aunt, and I fpeak it with Tears to thee, 
If thou keep'ft her here, as yet I hope thou, art wUer» 
Mark but the Mifchief follows. 

jibhefs. She is a Votrefi. 

Tbi). Let her be what flie will, (he will undp thee, 
Let her but one ^our out, a$ I direft ye. 
Or have among your Nuns agaii^ 

Abbefs. You have no Projeft 
But fair and honeft ? , 

fho. As thine Eyes, fwcet Abhc6# 

Abhefs. I will be rulM then. , ^ 

Sn&^. Thus then and pdrfwadc her, \ 

But do not (juggle with me, ifyedoAunt 

jfhbefs. I muft be there myfclf. 

9^(7. Away and fit licr. ' ' 

Ablefs. Come, Paughwr, jroii muft npit J)C Turd, or 
.-'- ^never. • ' ^ r ^ 
y Cf/. I muft obey your Will. 

^befs'. That's my gbod Daughtfcr* ^Emmt^ 

■ «. ■ 

s C e: N E : yii. v^ 

pnfer Borothy and M^ty. 

Mary. What a coil has this Fellow kept Tth* Nunnery, 
Spre he has run the Abbcfs out'of fier Wits. 

Dor. Out of the Nunnery, I think, for \fe wti neither 
fee her, . , 

Nor the young ,Cellide. 

Mary. Pray Heavens he be not teafing. 
Dor. Nay you may thank yourfclf, 'twas • yoijr owi| 
ftrufturfRj. 

Enter Hylas and Sani. 

Sam. Why there's the Gentlewoman, 
Hyl. Mafs *tis (he indeed -, 
flow fmart the pretty Thief looks ? 'Morrow Miftrefs^ 
Dor.GoQ^ Morrow to you. Sir. 
Sam. How ft range ftie bears it ? 
Hyl, Maids muft do fo, at firft. 
Dor, Would ye ought with us, Gcntlenicn ? 
Hyl Yes, marry would I^ 

A 
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A Ittrii with' your Ladyfliip. 

Dor. Year .Wai, Sir. 
. Hyk Doll, 1 would have ye prefcntly prepare yourfeif* 
And. thofe Things you would have with you^ 
For |By Houfe is ready. 

Dor. How, Sir? ^ 

Hyl. And this Night not to fail, you mud come to me^ 
fAy Friend^ w^l ;^11 be there too : For Trunks, and thofe 

Things, 
And Houflioldrftuff,' and Cloaths you would have carried* 
To Mwrow, or the next Day, I'll take Order j 
Only what Mony ye have, bring away \s^kh ye, 
. And Jewels. 

Dor* Jewels, Sir ? 

Hyl. Ay, for Adornment, 
There's a ftsd up, to play the Game in, Dorothy; 
And now come kifs me heartily. 

Dor. Who are you ? 

Hyl. This Lady ihall be welcome too. 

Mary. To what, Sir ? , . . 

Hyl. Your Neighbour p^n refolv? ye. 

Z)0r. X^e Man's foolifli, , 
Sir, you look foberly: Who is this Fellow, 
And Where's his Bufinefs ? 

Sam. By Heav'n thou art abus'd flill. 

HyU It may be fo : Come, ye may fpeak now boldly, 
There*s none but Friends, Wench. 

PoTf C^me ye, out of Bedlam ? ^ 
Alas, 'tis ill. Sir, that ye fuffer him 
7*0 walk in th* open Air thus : 'Twill undo him. 
A pretty handfome Gentleman : Great pity. 

Sam. Let me not live more if thou be*ft not cozened, 

Hyl. Are not you my Wife ? Pid not 1 m^ry you la|!t 
Night 
Ax,St.MicbaeV^C\ayA} 

Dor. Did not I fay he was mad ? 

flyU Arc not you Miftrcfs Dorothy ^ Thomas'^ %&tx^ 

Mary. There he fpeaks Senfe, but 1*11 affure ye. 
Gentleman) 
\ tl^ink nq ^fik Qf y«^^5 ; At what ^our was it i^ 
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/^.'S prcdoos ; 700*11 fluke me isad) did nof^ 
Sir Hugb^ that 70a appoiixcd, about cwdw a Clock 
TieoarHaodsfdl? Didoocyoofwar 700 l^v'dmc? 
Did noc I cpurf fc, axning feolai dus QtaAemoaauij^i 

Mary. Good Sir, gp Ocep: For if I aodk karr. 
She was 10 1117 Arms dieo a-bed. 

Sdm. i toU ye. 

Hyl. Be not £> axifideoc 

D<>r. By th' Mais, flic muft. Sir; 
For TH oo Horixud here, before Iknow Ucn : 
And (q good Morrow to 7e: Gooie, kt*s go fcek 'ob^ 

Sam. I cold ye what ye had done; 

/^/. Is die Devil ftirring ? 
Well, go with me ^ for now I will be marrisd. [Eaaoi 

S C E N E^ VIIL 

Enter Michael, Vakntioe, and AJkae. 

Micb. J've broi^lit Imn bsck agaki. 

Fal. You have done ^ FhcDdfliip« 
Worthy the Love 70Q bear me. 

Micb. Would he had lb too. 

p^al. O he^s a worthy 70ong Kbn. 

Micb. When all's tt/d, 
I fear 70u'll change 70ur Faidi : Bk-fng in ibt GcMkoui 

Enter Francis, Servant^ Abbefs^ aad Ccilide^Jeva'4JI;^. 

Vd. My happy Nfiftf^ 000 ! now Fomwe hdfh wae^ 
And all you Scars that govern cbafte Dtfires^ 
Shine fair, and lovdy. 

/ibbefs. But one Hour, dear Dwg^r, 
To hear your Guardian^ what he can if^er 
)n Love's Defence, and bis } and th^ your Plealiirt. 

Cel. Tho* much unwilling, you have made me yield^ 
More for his fake I fee : How ftittof Som>w, 
Sweet catching Sorrow, he appears : O Love, 
lliat chou bue Kncw^ft to heal, as well at hurt ^, 

Mkb. Be rul^d by me : 1 ^ her Eye faft on hkt^ 
And what ye heard, believe, for 'tis focermm 
He neither dar*d, nor muft oppele my Evidence : 

Am 
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And be yon wife, young Lady, and belfcvc too. 
This Man yon love, Sir ? ' 

FaU As I love my Soul, Sir. . 

Mich. This Man you put into a free Pofleflion 
Of what his Wants could ask, or yourfcif render ? 
' Fal. And fhall do ftill. ; * 

Mich. Nothing was barrM his Liberty 
But this fair Maidi that Friendihip firft was broken^ 
And you, and fhe abused ; nriw, (to my Sorrow 
So fair a Form fhould hide fo dark Intentions) 
He hath himfelf confefs*d (my Purpofc being 
Only xo ftop his Journey, by that roliciy 
Of laying Felony to his charge, to fright Ac Sailors) 
Divers Abufes done^ Thefts often praAis'd, 
Monies and Jewels too, ^ thofe no Trf flips, 

Cel. O where have I bcftow'd my Faith ? (4t) in neither 
(Let's in for ever now) there is no Virtue. 

A^cb. Nay do not wonder at it, he fliall fty it : 
Are ye not guilty thus? 

Fran. ' Yes : Otny Fortune ? 

Mcb. To give a proof I fpeak iibt cnvioufly. 
Look here ; d'you know there Jewels ? 

Cel. In, good Mother. - 

Enter Thowj^, DcwMbF* ^ndMzi^: tk^n SebiUlkn tmi 

lAuncelati 

yd. Thefe Jewels I have known. 

Dor. Ydu*ve made brave Sport. 

7ho. V\\ make more, if I live. Wench. 
!^ay do not look on me j I. care not for ye, 

taun. Do you fee now plain I that*S Miftrefs Doritbj/n 
And that's his Miftrefs, 

Seb. *Peace, let my Joy work eaflly. 

(42) ' ' " ■ " tp wtitkfr ! 

Lifs in for ewir «wu, thfr^ ij Firtui^'^ I read 
— in neithr — i* tberi is no Virtug, 
I fear that I fhal^ be thought to put a nonfenfiqil ExplJetire inta^ (ho 
Text for the fake of Ma^uM wXf \ bU the ufc of twa Neg^dret^ 
in this manner is fo v^iy commoQ to ^1 qM i?t^/i^ Writers, and 
to our Authors in particulafi th^ I ^^pot 4Qiib( ^ t^ being the 
tfue Reading. 

Hi. 
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Ha, Boy ! Art there my Boy ? Mine own Joy, T/im^M 
Home Lancey and ftrike a frcfli Piece of Wine, the Tc 
ours. 

FaL Sure, I h^Vj^known thcfe Jewels. 

jilici. 'f hey are they, certain. 

Fal. Good Heav*n, that they were, 

jllice. ril pawnmy Lifipon^Jt, 
And thi$ is he ; come hither Mii^refs Dorothy^ 
And Miftrefs Aiiirj^ ; who do»e3 th^t F4ce look like, 
. And view my Brother well ? 

Dor. In. truth like him* 

Mary. Upon my troth exceeding like. 

Micb. Bdhrew ppq, . 
Biit much, and. main Refcmblance, both of Face 
And Lincamcnc^ of Body : Kqw Heav'n grant it. 
V Mci. My Mother's full of PaOton, I'll J)cak to hii 
Now, as you are a Gentleman, refolve me. 
Where did y pu get thefc Jewels? V ! 

Fran. Now Til tell ye, 
Becaufe blind Fortune yet may make me happy. 
Of whom I had 'em I have ^ever heard yet. 

But from niy Infancy, upon this Ai:m 
I ever wore 'em. 

Alice. 'Tis Francifco^ Brother, 
' By Heav'n 1 tyM 'dm on : a little i«icM*ei ^^f^ 
A little, litde more ; what Parehts have ye ? 

Fran. None, 

That I know yet : the more my ftpybprxi Fortune, 
But as I heard a Merchant fay that bred me. 
Who, to my more Afflidioni ijyM ppor Mdn,j 
When I reached eighteen years. 
Alice, what laid that Merchant ? 
Frafi. He faid, an Infant in the Genoa Gallies, 
But from what place he never could direft me, ' 
1 was ta'?n in a Sea-fight, and from a Mariner, 
Out of his manly pity he redeem'd me. 
ft /He told me pf a Niirfe that w,aited on me, 
> Botfhe, poor foul, he laid, was killed. 
A Letter too I had inclos*d within me. 
To onc'Caftracchy ^ Venetian Merchant, 
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To bring me up : The MOi, mhtn Test's allowM me, . 

And want ot Friends compeli'd, 1 fought, but found him 
Long dead before^ and all my hopes gone with him. 
The Wars was my Retreat then, and my Travel 
In which I found that Gentleman's free Bounty, 
(43) For which Heav'n recompence him. Now yeVe all. 
Fal. And ail the worldly BlifsthatHeav'n can fend me. 
And all my Prayers and Thanks. 

jfBce. Down o* your Knees, Sir, 
For now youVe found a Father, and that Father 
That will not venture ye again in Gallies. 
, J^icb/Tis true, believe her. Sir, and we all joy with ye. 
Fal. My beft Friend ftill : My dearcft : Naw Heay^a 
blefs thee. 
And make me worthy of this Benefit. 
Now my beft Miftrefs. , 

Cel. Now, Sir, I come to ye. 
Ab. No, no, let's in. Wench. 
Cel. Not for the World, now. Mother. 
And thus. Sir, 'all my Service I pay to you. 
And all my Love to him. 

Val. And may itprofper: 
(44) Take her Francifce^ now no more young CaUidon^ 
And love her dearly, for thy Father does fo. 

Fran, May all Hate feek me elfe, and' thus I feal it. 
VaL Nothing but Mirth now. Friends. V 

Enter Hylas and Sam. 

Hyl. Nay, I will find him. 

Sam. What do all thefe here ? . 



) 
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(43) For which Hedni^n ncomfenc* d him :"] Former fidltioiis* 

(44) Take hit Fnincifco, now no more young Callidon J There if 
An loaccuracy in this Play, Frank had been never caU*d Calli- 
ion before, but by hit own Name. Thus in the fecond Adt Tl^moi 

What young Frank? 

The only tempered Spirit^ &c. 
But it is very probable, that this was the A^or^s or Printst^s miflake, 
who feeing him call d Frank in the Per/om of the Drama, might call 
him fo here without attending to the Sequel, without which ^e 
Name QalUdon in th;;t Place would not have been intelligible. '^ 
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46 « Ma^eur Tbottiois^ 

Tbo. YottCM'e a cmfty Husband^ 
And a hot Lorer coo* 

HyL Nay tfien, good morrow | 
Now 1 perceive iKe Kaavcry, 

Sam. I ftill told ye. 

ar^vr. Stay, Or I'll make ye fiay : Come tiither. Sifter. 

f^al. Why fatiw ndw Miftreiii Thomas ? 

Tbo. Peace a little. 
Thou would'ft fain have a Wife. 

Hyl. Noc I, by n^ means. 

T'i'^. Thou fhak have a Wife, and a fruitrul Wife, for 
I find, HyUs^ 
That I fhali never be able to bring tbef Cliildreii. 

Seb. A notable brave Boy. 

HyL I am very well. Sir. 

Tho. Thou Ihalt be better, Hylas^ thou haft 70* 
Pounds a Year, 
And thou (halt make her three hundred Jointure. 

HyL No. 

Tbo. Thou ihalt. Boy, and fltatt beftow 
Two Hundred Founds in Cloaths ; look oti her^ 
A delicate lufty Wench, fhe lot fiftieen Hundred^ 
Aod feafible : Strike Haods, or ru ftrike fifft. 

Dor. You*li let me like ? 

Mary. He's a gpod handfbme FeHo^ti 
Play not the Fool . 

Tbo. Strike, Brother /(yZ^^x, quickly. 

HyL If .you can love me, well. 

Dor. If you can pleafe nae, 

Tbo. Try that out foot, I fay, my Brother Hylas. 

Sam. Take her and ufe her well, fhe's a brave Gentle* 
woman. . 
• //W. You muft aHow me another Miftrefi. 

Dor. Then you mtift allow me another Servant. 

HyL Well, let's together then, a lufty Kindred. 

$eb. ril give thee 500 Pounds more for that word. 

Mary. Now Sir, for you and I to make the fwft full. 

Tbo. No, not a Bit, you are a virtuous Lady, • 
And love to live in Contemplation. 

A£?ry. Cocne Fool, I am Friends now. 

Th. 
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Tho. The Fool fhall not ride ye. 
There lie my Woman, now my Man again. 
And now for Travel once more. 

Seb. I'll barr that firft. 

Mary. And I next. 

^h). Hold yourfclf contented. For I fay I will travel. 
And fo long 1 will travel, till I find a Father 
That I never knew, and a Wife that I never look*d for. 
And a State without Expedatibn, 
So reft you merry Gentlemen. 

Mary. You (hall not. 
Upon my faith, I love you now extreamly. 
And now Pll kifs ye. 

3^. This will not do it, Miftrefs. 

Mary. Why, when we're married, we'll do more. 

5^*. There's all Boy, 
The Keys of alii have, come, let*s be merry. 
For now I fee thou art right. 

T'bo. Shall we to Church ftraight ? 

Fal. Now prcfently, and there with nuptial 
The holy Prieft Ihall make ye happy all. 

Tbo. Away then. Fair, afore. [Exeunt mnei. 



The End of the Fourth Folume. 





I 



•t 



I 

> 



>.^> 



l^^-*J^- -^ . 






f . 



I 



^•ir^im^i'M^TV " 



- -4 >, t 



:. t-v*-i 







AUG 2 9 1912 



